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From 1620. to this preſent. 
Year 1707. 
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2 1. EX 

Mr. Shakeſpear. Dr. De Bs 

Mr. Water. 

D. of D—ze. wr 4x 

Mr. Dryden. Me  Haghes. 

Mr. W- ——[b, 1 Mr. Manning. © 
Mr. D—y, Mr. Mr; &. 


Several of which were never befor phi. 
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% EO. To whichis added, 


| A ColleQtion of ſome Satyrical Prints againlt the 
French King, EleQtor of, Bavaria, &c. Curi-, 
"7 la on Copper-Plates. 


VOL, IV. 
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London, princed-in the Year 1707. 


Many of them by the moſt eminent bs 
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"The Preface to the Readet, 


Aving formerly pabliſh'd Poems on Af- 
farrs of State in "Three Vol. which cons. 
= tain wery many valuable Pieces, from 
the time of Kjng James I. to the Tear 1704; 
moſt of which were done from Mangſcripts, or 
from private Prints which had been handed about 
From one. Gentleman to another, and never before 
made Pablick ; theſe CollefFions met with. ſo good 
Encouragement, that they have had ſeveral 11. 
preſſions. Since the publiſhing of the laſt Vol. which 
was Anno 1704. ſeveral Choice Poems have 
| been communicated to me by Ingenious Gentlemen, 
= eſiring I would make another Vol. and that ſuch 
= Pzeces as Mr. William Shakeſpear's (the Great 
a8 Genius of our Engliſh Drama) Rape of Lu» 
8 crece, azd his Venus and Adonis, which were 
= never printed in his Works, might be preſerv'a. 
IF Accordingly by the Aſſiſtance of thoſe Gentlemen I 
= jet about the Work; and have been this twelve 
Months inperfetting this Volame. What wariety 
zt is compos'd of the Index will ſhow the Reader, 
| whom 1 muſt acquaint with one thing more; That 
| having procur'd from beyond Sea a Colleftion of 
| Jatyrical Prints done in Holland and elſewhere; 
by Rom. de Hoog, and other the beſt Maſters, 
relating to the French King and his Adberents, 

| A 2 ſinte 
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iv The Preface; 
ſince he unjuſtly begun this laſt War, T have per-- 
 ſuaded the Bookſeller to be at the Expence of in- 
graving ſeveral of them ;, to each of which Thave 
given the Explanation in Engliſh Verſe, they be- 

zng in' Durch, French, or Latin iz the Originals. 
Ana as to the Cuts, I muſt ſay,our Engliſh Artiſts 

have not come ſhort of the Originals,as may be ſeen 

at the Publiſher's of this Vol, Beſides the Cuts i 
that are ingrav'd, I have given the Explanation i 
o ſeveral others, for there are about thirty in all; 

ut ſome of them are almoſt the ſame over again, i 

or elſe not ſo ſutable to an Engliſh Reader, there- i 
fore I have choſe out thoſe that are ſo, and which i 
are : very great Curioſity, not elſewhere to be mt | 
with, he : 
The Publiſher does not doubt but he ſhall be 
encouragd to make another Colleftion, for which 
he wiil endeavour to farniſh himſelf with the moſt © 
valuable Pieces, And if any Gentlemen have © 
ſuch in Print or Manuſcript, if they pleaſe to © 
fend them to Mr. James Woodward 3 Ss. |: 
Chriſtopher's Charch-yard behind the Exchange, 
care will be taken to have them corredtly printed. | 


(V)_ 
ADVERTISEMENT. 


Y Hereas there was ſometime ſince publiſh'd a Col'etion 
y \ of Poems relating to Stare-Afﬀairs, in one Volume, 
which pretends to contain all or moſt that are alceady 
printed in the three Volumes of State-Poems, befides large Ad- 
ditions never before publiſ'd : This 15 to inform the World, 
Thar the ſaid Pretence 1s notoriouſly falſe and ſcandalous, and 
deſign'd ro impoſe on the Publick ; there b{c1ns above three 
hundred Poems of thie ſaid three Volumes leir out, many oft 
which are as good, if not better chan any 1oferced 1n their Edi- 
tion 5 as may be judg'd by the Catalogue hereroannex'd. Ard 
Whereas ?ris hinted in the Preface, that the three Volumes be- 
fore publiſh'd, are ſiuff'd with merry Catches, and halt-penny 
Ballads, (tho by the by theſe Catches and Songs ſhow more the 
Humour of the Time than rhe beft and graveit Poem, which is 
the Reaſon they were preſerv'd in the Third Volume) ſuch as 
Buckingham, Sidley, &c. would have bluſh'd ar, which are all 
lefr our in their Colle&ion ; the Publiſhers thereof are defy'd 
to produce in the ſaid Volumes any thing more mean and low 
than whar they have pur in, for ſeveral Pages, beginning art 
p. 452. who having had choice enough of what was good, have | 
thereby diſcover'd a very bad Judgment. As to the CorreQneſ7 
of that Volume, if one may judg by the firſt Poem that way 
| look'd into, there's near halt as many Errors as Lines; and 
therefore ro pretend they publiſh trom che Originals, is to 
impoſe on the common ſenſe of Mankind, they having tec 
from the Printed Volumes without correQing. 


Poems, &c. left out in the ColleFion in one Volnme, 


NArew Marvel to the King. The Dream of the Cahal. 
Poem on his Friend Mr, On three Dukes killing a Bea- 
Marvel. _ de. | 
Dedicar. to Dr. Wilkins, by Dr. Marve!'s Ghoſt by 4ytoffe. 
Sprat, before the Poem on Impartial Trimmer. 


_ 0, Cromwel, Bajazet to Gloriana, by Mrs. 

Epitaph on Ld Fairfax, by D, Behn. | | 
Buchingh, | Cato's Anfwer to Libanius, by 

On theE. of Shaftsbury's Death. Ayloffe. | 

CharaQer of che Engliſh. Lord Licas's Ghoſt. 

Cullen with his Flock of Miſles. The Brazen Head, with the 

Armſtrong's Ghoit. Anfiver ro ir, 


The Royal Game, On the E. ot Ejex's Murder. 


AZ Advice 


Advice to Apoll, 

On D. of York's Voyage 1678. 
The Batrel Royal, a Dream, 
Clarendon's Honſe-warmihg. 
On Lord Chancellor yae's Ba- 
 niſhmentr. 


Anſwer t9 Dryden's Eflay on 
SitYre 


All the Latin Pozms on O. 


Cromwel, beſides fome of rhe 
Engliſh. 
The Giants Wars. 
On the Statue in Stogþs-Marker. 
$.ryr, beginning, Of all the 
Wonders ſince the World began. 
The Royal Buſs, on Dutch, of 
Portjmouth, 
14 Staffrd's Ghoſt, 1582, 
F.piraph on Card. Mazarine. 
Tie Hind and Panther tranf- 


_ vers'd, by my Ld Hal——x. 


The Laurear. A Satyr on Mr. 
Dryden. 

On the Biſhops Confinement. 

Harry Carres laſt Will and 

 Teffament. 

Encomium on the 7 Biſhops. 


' Proteſtantiſm revied. 
Epiſtle ro Mr. Dryden. By Mr. 


 Rymer. 


The Metamorphoſis, on the 
Plots, 


Conegratulatory Pocm on che E: 


ot 0. 1688. 

—-On Q. Mary. 

The Obſervator. Satyr on Le- 
ſtrange. 

'The Pleaſures of Tunbridge, 

The Deliverance. 

Of Solitude. 

Erologue ſpoken by Mr. Moun- 
fort on leaving the Army. 
outh's Poem on K. Charles's 
> Reſtoration, Latin and Eng- 


iſh,” 
lo -pitaphs on Fleet Shepard, 
T0 | 


vw Ad vertiſement” 


On Lord Rochefter's $ niceng 
Death. pe 


"--ÞUE Roundheads, 


Rocheſter's Ghoſt, 


_ Conſolatory Epiſtle to Julian. 


The Female Laurear. : 

The Lovers Seſfion, 

Dr. Wild's Ghoſt. 

The Renegado Poer, 

Toland's Clito. 

Commons Perition to the King, 
by the E. of Rocheſter. 

A Satyr by the ſame, which K. 


Ch. took out of his Pocker, 
The Twin-Shams, 


On the E, of Roc——-rs being 


diſmiſt the Treaſury, by 
Dryden, 
Prologue to Sir Zohn Falflaff.. 
On Dryden's turning Roman Ca- 
tholick. 


On the D, of Gloceſter's Death. 


On Mr. NeaPs Projetts. 

On ſome Vores againſt the Ld 
SUM--IS. 

The Confederates, or firſt 
happy day of the Iſland 


Princeſs. 
A Song on the Taxes. 
On the Lord Lovelace” s coming 


to Oxford from Gloceſter 
Goal. 


Verſes found in the Ruins of 
the Privy-Garden. 

The Life of General Blake. 

Frangue: for Tamerlane, by Dr, 
G—# 

K. Charles the Second's Ghoſt. 

The Houſe of Naſſaw, by Mr, 
Hughes, 

On the promoted Biſhops. 

Several Copys of Verſes on the 
Queen and Prince's comiag 
vo Oxford, by Mr. Harcourt\, 
Mr. Finch, &c. 

A Lenten Litagy. 


Clqn 


_ On Sir WW. 


Club of unanimous Voters. 

On KR. Charles the Firſt's Statue 
at Charingecroſs, 

The Haymarket HeQore. 

Queries and Anſwers from Gar- 
raway's Coftee-houlte, 

Sale of choice Goods, 

Catalogue of Books ro be fold 
at Mr. Ogilby's. 

Satyr on old: Rowly. 

Encomium on two Whiggiſh 
Walloons. | 


Afﬀembly of moderate Divines. 


On Wi. Williams, 

Fones. 

On 1d Linco{n's Brother turn- 
ing Roman Catholick. 

On E. D—by's Impeachment. 

The D. of Tork's liſt Farewel. 


Advertiſement," ' 
Bi!l on H. of Commons Door. | 
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The Reſpondent, or Litany 
or Linay.”- + WS os 
City's Advice to the King. 
Sunday-morning's Ramble. 
Stanza on Weſtminſtey-Hall 
Gate, | 
Dangerfield's Ghoſt to Jefferies. 
On the D. of Glocefter's Dear 
by Dr, Bentley and Ld Fef- 


feries. 


Occafional Conformity, by a 


Weſt- Saxon. 

Prolague to the Muſick- meet- 
ing, by Dr. G—th., 
Catalogue of Books at Sy 
Fdme's. OS, 
Another at the Ciry Godmoe' 

thers, With 200 more. . 


The Genuine and Correft Edition of State-Poems is now 
in four Volames; The Firſt Volume is the fifth Edition, print- 


ed, 1703. 


The Second Volume is 
Third, 1704 And ths Fourth, 1707, 


printed, 1703. The 


/ 


By viii. 
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The INDEX. to this 
Fourth Volume, 


| \ ZE Oxfordſhire Nine. Pap. 1 
A Health to the Northamptonſhire Sneak- 
95, 4+ The Reply, | 
Jure Divino toſs'd in a Blanket : Or, Daniel de Foe's 
 Aftemonaal,. | 6 
In Ercleſiam Anglic. 2 G 
Epitaphium E. A. 
Vitfory upon Vidory * A Poem on the Succeſs of bis 
Grace the Duke of Marlborough, over the French 


——o_——— 


Forces near Iirlemont, 1705. 10 
Horace, Lib. II. Ode Il. imitated. 6 12 
The Compariſon, 1705. | 15 
On D.M. 1704. 16 
On the XK. of Spain's Preſent to the D. of M. 17 i 
On the Lords and Commons Vote concerning the Dan= 

ger of the Church, 1705, ibid, Xz 
Suppos'd to be writ by a Dignify'd Clergyman, ibid. 

A Declaration without Doors, 1705. 18 


On the Duke of B—s Houſe, Sic ſiti mm 


Lares, 
The doleful Complaint of Sir H, M. on the Loſs of bis 


__ Eledionat Oxford, 1705, ibid, 
An Ode on the Duke of Marlborough, 1706. 25 
The Seven Wiſe Men, 28 


An Alluſion to the Biſhop of Cambray*s Supplement of 


Homer, 1706. 30 
An Elegy on the burning of the Church Memorial, 


1705. - 34 
| Fire 
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| Index of the Fourth Volume. ix 


Fire and Faggot, or the City Bonefire, 

Molly of Mountown. 4 Poem. 'Fy the tides 's 
the / Tale + #: JW 

Nluminations at Rome, made ' by Paſquin, pon 2 
raiſing the Siege of Barcelona, con/3 ſting of eight 
Figures, big as tbe Life, with the following Motto's, 
1706. 41 

A Larter to Maveſchal Tallard. Made Engliſh out 
of French. By . Br. 1705 42 

An Ode occaſi on'd by the Battle of Ramillies, by Mr. 


." —— 4 
The Benefits of a Theatre, 49 
 ASimile, © 5o 

_ The Jubilee Necklace ; or 4 Preſent from C, III. to 
the D. of M. a Satyr, FI 
The Quietus, 


54 
_ Epilogue ſpoken by Mrs. Monntfort at the Theatre 


Royal in Drury Lane, 1705. 


55 
A Dialogue between Paſquin and Morforio, two Sta- 


tues m Rome, 56 


The Nine K-—s. 57 


The Prophecy, 1703. 58 
The Country Parſon's Advice to thoſe little Scriblers, 


who pretend to write better Senſe than Great Secreta= 


ries ; Or, Mr. Stephens's Triumph over the thr 
1706. | 


63 
A New Prologue ſpoken at the Theatre in Lincolns-lno- 
Fields, on Saturday, July the 8th, 1704. in Praiſe 


of the Wells, 64 
Upon the firſt fit of the Gout. 65 
Upon Dry, B's Suit to the F, of N. for a Biſhoprick, 66 
The Aadreſs, 1704. 68 


To his Grace the Duke of Marlborough on his late 
Succeſſes in Flanders, 1706. . ' "m7 

Fattion diſplay'd, a Poem, 17094, 79 

Maderation diſplayd, A Poem, 1705. By the Au- 
thor of FaQtion diſplay'd, 93 
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The French King's Lamentation for the Loſs of the 


__ Occaſional Bill; 1705. 103 
On the Sea Fight between Sir G. R. and Tolovle, 
1704s 112 
A Song: on the ſame, 113 


On the Colours in Welſtminſter-Hall, 1704. ibid, 
A New Ballad to the Tune, Which no body can deny, 


114 
The Down-Caſt, 1705, IF 
Sir S. G's Petition to the good People if Ag — ſham, 
118 
The Lamentation of High-Church, 1704. 119 
The Rryal Gameſters, or the old' Cards new ſhuffled 
for the conquering Game, I » 
Advice to a Painter, 1701. 126 i 
The Rook, '127 | 
On X. Charles's Woyage to Spain, 1704. 128 | 
Britannia's Prayer for the Queen, 1706, By Mr, 
Tate, Poet Lauveat to her Majeſty, I29 


The Miſeries of England, from the Growing Power of 


ber Domeſtick Enemies, 1701. 233 
The Rape of Lucrece. Written by Mr. William 
| Shakeſpeare, and dedicated to the Right Honourable 

the Earl of Southampton, 143 
Venus and Adonis, Written by Mr. Shakeſpeare, 

20 
The firſt Anniverſary of the Government under i. 
Highneſs the Lord Prote@or : ſuppos'd to be written 
by Edmond Waller of Becconsfield F/q; and | 
printed in 1655 245 | 
TITANTOMAXIA, Or a full and true | 
Relation of the Great and Bloody Fight between 
three Pagan Knights and a Chriſtian Giant, 1682, 


ao 
Bacchanalia : Or a Deſcription of a Drunken Club 
1683, 26? 


A Foewn occaſion'd by the late Diſcontents and Diſtur- 
> banees 


| b IQ IL 
\ of the Fourth Volume; xi 
bances in the State, 1691. With Refle@ions tipon 
the Riſe and Progreſs of Prieſt-craft, ' 285 
"A pleaſant Battel between two Lap- Dogs of the Euto- 
pian Court, Or a Dialogue between Sleep and A= 
wake, Jeſt and Earneſt, Reality and Fancy : Being 
fought upon the new ereFed Dog-Pit, lately contriv'd 
' purpoſely upon this Occaſion, as aforeſaid, in the 
 Anti-Chamber of the ſaid Court, where it was 
fought with great Applauſe, SatisfaGFion and Con- 
| tent of the Company there preſent : But by reaſon 
of the Anthor's drowzy Diſpoſition, being late at 
Night, and be inclin'd to ſleep, he would crave 
your favourable Cenſure of this bis Pains, and judg 
of them as you find occaſion. Printed in. 1681. 
Ne WIE Ve | - 310-1 
Marvel's Gboſt - Being a true Copy of _ a Letter oY 
to the A. Bp. of Cant. upon his ſudden Sickneſs,” 
at the Prince of Orange*s firſ® Arrival into Lon- 
"IF don, 1683. | 318 
= A Congratulatory Poem to the Reverend Dy. John Til- 
2 Jotion, upon bis Promotion to the Arob- Epiſcopal 
* Sea of Canterbury, 1691. 322 
= The Eartb-quake of Jamaica, deſcrit'd in a Pindarick 
E + Moon : Or the Livery-Man's Complaint, 
= 1682. 


| _ 335 
A Satyr againſt Brandy. Written by Jo. Hains, % 


* be ſaith binaſelf, 1683. - en 345 
7 The Grove : Or, the Rival Muſes, 1701. 348 
= 2 Pindarick Ode, occaſion'd by the Death of the late 
; Lord Chief Juſtice Treby, 1701. 


oy 
The Triumph of Peace. A Poem, 1698. By Is. 
. Tmaghes... , - 368 
To my Lord Chancellor Hyde. Preſented on New- 


 Tears-Day, 1662, By ]. Dryden, - 11294 
Upon the ſtately StruGureg of Bow-Church and Stee- 


ple, 


"ple, Burnt Ani. 1666, Rebuilt 1679. By Dy; 
"Wy 6-5 ; HET 379 
A Paradox againſt Liberty. Written by the Zords 

during their Impriſonment in the Tower, 38x 
A Dialogue between the Dutcheſs of Clevel-— and 
| #he Dutcheſs of Portſmouth, at their Meeting in 


Paris. With the Ghoſt of Jane Shore, 388 
A Satyr againſt Perſecution, 1682. EY 


Fn Elegy on bis Excellency Lieutenant-Geneval Tal- 
- maſh, 1694. By Mr. Edm, Arwaker, 404. 
Greenwich-Hill. 4 Poem: By Mr. Manning, 410 

Prince Butler's Tale « Repreſenting the State of the 
 - Wool-Caſe; or the Eaſt-India Caſe truly ſtated, 


1691, . _ : 
 Gracebefore Meat at a Chriſtening, 428 
Grace after Meat, 429 
The: Dog in the Wheel. A Satyr, 1705. 430 
On the Death of Serjeant Darnel, 1706, ' 433 


A ColleFion of ſome Satyrical Prints, publiſÞ/d beyond 
Sea, relating to the Afairs of Europe, /ince the 
French King placd bis Grandſon on the Throne of 
Spain. With their Explanations in Engliſh, 435 

The Tunbridge Prodigy. Written by a Lady, 453 

To the Author of the Tunbridge Prodigy, - 454 

The following Lines were wrote upon the Occaſion of 
apprebending Sir Thomas Armſtrong # Ley- 

- den, in the Tear 1684. taken from the Original 


. + Print, written by R, Ferguſon, 456 
The ſame Engliſtd, fy 458 
. On the French Subjeds, 459 
' On the Duke of Marlborough. By Dy. Brady, ibid. 
The Royal Ramble, 16997. | 460 
Epinicion Sacro Nomini Anne Reging, 463 
In Unionem Anglia & Scottie, 466 


On bis Grace the Duke of Marlborough's Gomg for 

Holland, 1707. In Imitation of the third Ode of 
- the firſs Book of Horace, --- oy 
LY | .. POEMS 
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Eruſcng the Liſt of the: Tackersi in Pripe; 10 
"And carctully aarkinig whatMembersw ore: 

IvGwrt, 

| Some: Nanes L obſerv'.to moſt' Connties 
9 10049 \ (didnatl;! 

Y pur Oxford afforded no fewer than All Yrotoad bu 
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6Y{4260 1 149182 - (there beer; 
' Nine Menibiers, Nine Tackens, - And more kad. 
And their 


Number as Efent an. their Sputeiirona! 
1994 2; -f3 on | (keen.: 
| Orhad this ſmall County, more SUN. than the wlt, 
But ſent up'as-many/as ſpe in the Welt:: : tmmo9 11) 
A deſperate Riſque we had preſently run 


Of ci Lenue deg bred he Nan w ie. 
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POEMS. 0. "YE 4, Tp. 
Then let us be grateful, and thank Heaven for't; 
Since their Heads were ſo hot, that their Hands 
F: "(were ſo ſhort. 
putwriltthiragreewith their Coorrilip,choupht). | 


W en the Queeg was haxangu'd, andextoPd tot 
3 9 ERA 


Ts 

In her way tothe Bath by the Likkrate' Fry? 7 
_ Orfcan we-imaxine it mightily ſutes A. 
With Thanks for her Gift of the Tenths, and Firſt- 


(fruits ? 
Unleſs it be gratefyLinSons of the Church. 
Their beſt 'Betjefactors to leaveiithe Lurchs', 
And when tor.theirfakes ſhe haddefſer'd herStore, 


' To ſhut up the Purſe and ſupply Her no more. 

For clogging it ſo as ſhe cannot comply, 

_ 15huſt the ſame thing as quite to deny, To 

| And Tantalus Story again to revive, 

By giving Her-t {hich She cannot receive. 
For if a good Bi Nvith another be join'd, 

It ſhould be with One of a ſutable Kind : 

But to yoak it with what is not proper to paſs, 

Is next to the yoakingan Ox with an Aſs, 

Or to imitate:Him, | who in Story is ſaid _ 

To couple together the Quick and the Dead. © 
Or will it agree with their Blenheim Addreſs, 
Of Speeches and Verſes ſent Poſt from the Preſss 

Out-running poor Cambridg in Loyal Pretence, 
And before her'in Haſte, as behind her in Senſe ?; - 
Willnot this make their Poetry backward to chime, 
And turn to Burleſque! all Addiſou's 'Rhyme ? ' 
Extolling our Valour, and mighty Succeſs, _ 
When they ſhew We their Tacking they: wiſh it _ 
fp WY 
Or commending our Cauſe when with the ſame 
wer (Breatir. 
By ſtopping our Mony-they ſtarve it to Death. 


Unleſs 
* 


"RO | 


Vol. IV.  Statf-Aﬀirr 


Unleſs they FRE joſe the Nine Muſes alone Tons: : 
Would Halkaes the Hurt the Nine Members had 
Or the Queen were fo. weak. as to wink at the 
| (Wrong, 
Forget the Aﬀeont, and be pleas'd witha Song, 
Bnt till I was poring, and ſought to Divine 
What Myſtery lay in the Number of Nine: _ 
1 thought the Nine Muſes might ſerve for the feat, 
Since there they have choſen their antient Seat. 
But I found my Miſtake ere I went very far : 
For Tacking tends only to Diſcord and Jar, _ 
The famous Nine Worthiesran nextinmy Mind 
But little Agreement in this I could find : 
Since nothing leſs worthy could ever be ſeen, 
Than to fetter a Juſt and a Generous Queen. 
Nor truſt Her with Mony to, manage the Sword, 
But on the condition of breaking her Word, 
Or what could they offer leſs Worthy and "HOY 
| Than to hazard a Land they were choſen to ſave ? ? 
Or dangerous Tricks, and Experiments try,  _ 
Expoſing vs all to the Chance of a Die, | 
And venture at once both the Church and the State. - 
When they ſaw the French Hannibal ſtand at. the 
. (Gate. 
But till may our Queen twicea Cananerc or provez 
Of her Foes by her Arms, and her Subjeftsby Love. 
The laſt is the nobleſt we know ot the two ; 
But I fear She will find 'cis the hardeſt to dot 
Yet let not Her Majeſty wholly deſpair, 
Tho braveſt Attempts the moſt difliculr are : 
For as in Eighth Henry our Roles combin'd, - 
And in our Firſt James the' two Kingtlouns. were 
. (join'd © 
Who knows but our AN N E may by Heav” n be 
(decreed 
fo cloſe the wide Wounds of a Nation that bleed? 
B 2 An 
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Av may fo- regret the Indignity ."' 2a 
_ Thatas "rwas the Firſt, ſo it my, be the Laſt. 


” POE M $01 PO” 


* An Uaion that is af Importance ſo high : 
Nor that of our. Roſes, nor Realms can out-vie. 
A ViQory equal to, Blenheim Succeſs ; 5. 
And jaſtly deſerving a Triumph no leſs.” 

And what from Her Reign we mult hope for alone: 


For She by her Sweetneſs muſt do it, or None. 
Let us hope then and pray our next Senate may be 


As zealous for Peace and Agreement as She : 


Aad that our EleQtors may open their Eyes 
And thiak ir no ſhame at the laſt to grow wiſe. 
Or if ſome of [that Liſt to the Hoſe ſhould be ſent; 
Let us pray they may ſee their Miſtake, andrepent : 
'And the powerful Charms of her Excellent Reign 
May (weeten their Tempers, and fetch themagain: 
Until, with a Bluſh, they reflec on that Vote, - 
ASA raking three Kingdoms at once by the Throat: 
And the only Uokindaeſs that ever was ſhown _ | 
To the Kindeſt of Queens, ſince She fat on the 
| (Throne ; 
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4 Health to the ie Montometive | 
SNEAKERS, 1705+ 


r Ell remember the Men 
That go with us again, | 
To cheſt Knights chat can afford, Sir, 
| To ſerve without Pention, 
Or. other Pretenſion ; 


And Juſt and Right is the Word, . 


ſ . 


$ 


SA}. 


”_ "Mu thoſe that has Pay, WS 15 OH 
We have nothing to ſay, 

Let the Soldier live by his Sword, oo 
We *refor Them that are known © 
To have Lanq1s of their own ; 

And JuZt and Right is the Word, Sir. 


Ifwe chuſe their Court- Tools, 

They may well call vs Fools, 
Tho a Double Saint, and a Lord, Sir : 
We are ſure we can truſt 

Both our R:ipht and our Juſt ; 
And Juſt and Right is the Word, Sir, 


The REPLY, 


Ere's a Health to the Knight 
Who dares Yote and dares Fight, 
To maintain our Religion and Laws, is; 
Againſt France and the Tack, 
And every*mad Fack.z 
And never will Sneak from the Cauſe Sir. 


As for thoſe whom you ſcem 
For their Lands to eſteem, 
You little can ſay of their Brains, Sir; 
But ſince nothing can taint 
Our Brave Soldier and Saint ; 
'Tis for theſe Men alone we can anſwer. 


Your dull Puns we light > 5 
| Of your 7Ju#t and your Right, 
The Burden of Scoundrel Song, Sir : 
. Cheat us not witha Name, 
For Your Juſt Ends in Sham: ; 
And your Cart did always go Wrong, Sir. 
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Jure Divins Wag di ina Blake: : 
OR, 


Daniel De Foe' s Memorial. 


'I Nhappy State, condemn'd to worſt of Things, 
Where Lawlels Rogues do write, and rail at 
(Kings; 
All Regal Power with Rebel Notions treat, 
And lay the 4/onarchat the People's Feet : 
Bred from a FaCtious and Repining Crew, 
Secur'd by Mercy. they would never. ſhew : : 
Of the firſt Rebel Tucifer's black Stamp,  - 
W hom nought will &er reform but honeſt Hem : >, 
For meaner Puniſhments. they banter till, 
And laugh at Vengeance they deſerve to feel : 
Correction's nothing to ſuch Rogues as theſe,” . , 
Whom yet the be/t'of Xings could never pleaſe : 
Tho curb'd by the ſame | Whoa they dilown,, 
They'll flatter thoſe their Miſchiefs can'c dethrone, 
\Where like the Yiper, when you Warmth impart, 
Its Poyſon ſwells and ſtings you to the Heart: 
Grown ſtrong in Impudence, in Treaſon b al 
Some uſeful Tenets they from Scripture hold, . 


Miſconſtrue Texts, and with malicious Wit, 


Vary the Glorious T ryths of Sacred ,\Vrit : 
Both Right Divine, aut ight of. Pow'r.d file, 
And raiſe the People high,above the Throne.;. 5 
Heav'n can on Monarchs no ſuch Right, beſtow, 
T he Gift s the Peophty: ANN; Fae; FP 3 J 
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_ Vol. IV. State" Yffais. * ts 


« That Prince to ww thus has a oper Job, 
Skur'd in a Throne to pleaſe a head-ſtrong wu 
A hopeful Do@rine; drawiino:doubt from Hell; . 
' To teach a ſtubborn! People to Rebel; 
Which that there may be vſeful Rogues'to PrOPa. 
Such as De Foethe'Devil confures vþ; 
Arm'd with' 4 Peri he ſets him'on oy Wars,” Aha: 
To kindle Fa&ttor, and Inteſtine a Fox 
' With double'Zeal'do's Danie's Bat 'endue; In V7 
Who writes for Bread, and for Sedirion too. 
The Party 's Champion-— fit'for ſuch 4 Cans” Fu 
And the moſt dauntleſs Rogue thatever was. 
Tell us then Satay-—ſpeak it to lis Face, | 02 wp 
Thou Guardian-Angel * the Rebel- Race,” "b . 
Is there like DanizP one among the Tribes, 
That half ſo well the Party's Zeal deſcribes * 
| That better tells vs what they” e always meant. 
From Royal" nita's Reign'to Ty on: the 


- (bait f. 
Repiging ever, -bavilih "a with Comp aints,. 1 
Wicked as Devils, yet wor'd piſs'for Sxints 3 " pd 
A lend, ſeditions,) misbelteving” B rood, 
Perverſe, uneaſy, obſtinate : and proud,” be 
Revengefvl toi an infinite Degree, m_ 4d bi " 
Nurs'd up to Mwrders and Barbarity, aegis r= 
With ev'ry Peal'of loud Rebellion ame: ap . 
(For: that's thre! 614-Heretfi * 'Crime). , 
A ſecond Nitvfe With their” Mil Tockea in; ap 
"Their tree-born Principle and darling Sig; _ 
Whew ſeeming Piety, and Meekneſs grow, 
Atheiſts 1n pratice, but fnere, Saints in ſhow : 

As tho a fort Cant. BY iy Ah Face, 
Supply'd all ſigns of Honeſty and Grace 3. , 
Who for their Intreft, are the Churchs Friends, 
And love Devotionas it ſerves their, Ends. 
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POEMS = of. 
Theſe are the-Men that would reform the Age, 
Whole Zeal and Picty lie mask'd in Rage, 
That, down with $ [om Or cry-z. Deface . F? 
Thoſe.wicked Organs, and this painted Glaſs ; «© | 
", Downwito Church Ornaments, the Pride of Nations, 
Poſe worſe than Heatheniſh Abominations ; 530 
With Sculgturcs,, Surplices, and all the reſt Ws ent. 
The ſuperficial rappmngs of the Beaſt. | 
When all their formal Cant and Zeal's a Cheat, 
There's ſcarce a Saint but is a H ſypocrite ; 
Who while they do theſe ſtrict InjunRions preach 
Deny ia AQtions what their Words do teach. 
So when Alcides had the Monſter lain, ft? 
He made himdreadful Armour of the Skin. TH 
Unhappy Iſle— where FaQion always reigns, 
And ſeems ſypported in't by Providence z _._ 
Satyr.and Scandal Ammunition are, 
. And Pen, and.Ink declare a Paper War, _ 
203epere Scriblers, like our Daniel, fear a Peace, 
Who dr raw their whole Subſiſtence from the Preſs : 
Print is their Standard, . Publiſhers their Drums, = 
Feud is. p44 Word, and Pamphlets are their Guns : 
Where buſy Raſcals ſerve as Voluntiers, 
And help'to ſet the Rabble by the Ears ; 
While Hell and Tumult in the Front appear, 
| And Miſchief, and the Devil compoſe the Rear. 
Oh Juſtice ! F ſuch FaQious Rogues reſtrain, 
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Vol. IV.  - Saif < 
' Conduntur Reliquiz G 
_ Matris admodum Venerabilis -_ -— - 
(Secreto jaceat ne admodum proſtituatur)/ 
 Quz mortua fuit dum viva, _ 
Er viva dum mortua. 
 O Facinus impium & incredible! | 
- Defenfore deferta, 
Patribus afflicta, HEY £- SN Os 
Filiis occiſa,” > <©:* ITY 
Sacrificium, ſuffragiis TOY TavTON,. 
Votivam, & Fanaticorum farore. '- V7 F 
74 | Rogas SALVE ot... 
Quanam in Terra Hoc ? LON 
<q hn Infuls,-- 5 
Ubi Monarchs agit contra Monarchiam; 7 
Eccleſiaſtici- contra. Eccleſiam, {E147 
Legiſlatores contra Legem, 
 #grotavit Nov 5. M.DC. LXXXVIIT. 
Obitt* = M. DCC. Yo 
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9. SY LNG : \ 
Semi-mortua, Semi-ſepulta, FOUT2F. CLOR 
Non Romanorum vi; TRIES 
Nec Fanaticorum Vurore, 

"Sed ſui jpſhus Inſidiis ruit. 

Oh wiranda Eccleſia ! 4.01 
Cui Rex Batawus, & Patrjarcha non paptzatas ; 
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"" on the Succeſs .of his Grace the Duke of 
' Marlborough over/ the French! þ orces 
near Tirlemont, I 705. Non 


] Ons aid Noſſa his Belgick TO Foo 
By Engliſh Arms to.curb French Tyranny : 
Vaſt Sums were given, and great Armies rais'd, 
And Wonders done, that glorions Prince be prais'd: 
W hoſe matchleſs'Conductall Men myſt alloy, 
Perform'd ſtrange os the Lord Rs where 8 
4:39; (or how. 
He cr d'the Seas. wherebluFring, Wiads aroſe, 
| And fear'd a'Stormasfitcle as his Foes. - 
By force of Arms rang'd Flanders round about, 
To fight the French, but firſt to find them out, 
Which when-he'd- Uone, he puſ'd *em here and | 
there, 
And did what lying Fame can beſt declare. , 
His Actions were profaſcly,Great 'tis true, . 
He bomb'd old Bruſſels, :burat St, Malloes too, 
To th everlaſting, Moir of the Lord gone 
i) þ" »WNnO 
But Thou Great Moriimongh, haſt; in two Cam- 
T5 (paigns, 
Made Jeng Dy AN Nb fro all other {Wot p 
And by thy Condud, at a mod'rate Coſt, 
Retriev'd that Honour fourteen Years had loſt. 
In thy, Greaz Soul, in equal ballance meet, 
Both 2ars's Courage and Apollo's Wit, 


Thou 


Vol.IV. _.. State-Affairs tn 
Thou doſt with Temper all thy Actions Ee! quare, 
And art too Wiſe and Fortungte to err. | 
The World's $ great Tyrant dreads thy ws 
a 
 Asif Jour Thunder was at thy Command; NY wha 
On thy victorious Deeds looks pale and tome, | 
Envies thy Feats, and ſtartles at thy Natye. | 
Matchleſs and endleſs is the great Renown, 
Which thou haſt nobly won for England's Crown: 
Bright Anng's Vertues, joyn'd with thy Succeſs, 
Shine equal to the Kingdoms Happineſs. 
Domeſtick Jars are by her * Neeeer awd, 
W hilſt withHer Sword thou Wonders tot ih 
_ Elizabeth "tis true was Wiſe and Great, ,* * 
And ruPd with Prudence a divided State; _ 
Did mighty Things, outdone as yet by none, _ 
Except good Ann that now aſcends the Throne: 
Flizabeth,, to ſhew her Judgment, choſe ' __ 
The gallant Capel. to chaſtize her Foes,  __ 
Whoſe valiant, Deeds made England's Glory. FO : 
But his (Great. arlborough)ne? er could equal! thine; 
For thou already haſt accompliſh'd more, . 
| Than e're was done by Prince or Peer before.” © : 
Eſſex, *tis true, did wondrous Fame Procur, 
And long in Royal Favour flept-ſecure, 
But thou art. {till deſervedly more Gredt, 
And tow'rſt above his Virtues and his Fate. 
Thy fortunate Soccefs does Fattion tame; -— - 
Mapgers their Hayes, and&.difappoints their Aim; 
Strikes back the Terror of their threatnirng Brow, 
And makes then look pus $7 we know, nat how., 
O happy Hero, Wiſe and Valiant Prince, . © 
Darling of Heaven, and the. Giqun s Defence ;,, 
The Nation's Bulwark, whoſe reſiſtleſs Blows | | 
Cruſh where they fall, and, batter down our. FFP; 
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The Pride and Glty of & the Grand Ales, 
[The Ferror of thelr trembling Enemies ; 
Tie Head'that wiſely Joes project the way 
T's conquer, and the Hand that wins the Day ; 
The truſty Champion, of, the Imperial Throne, 4 
Firm to their Intreſt, faithful to our —_ 
A Friend to the Hungarian Proteſtants, , 
 Ecoutge to. Bavaria, atid a Sting to France ; 4 
Wormip by. Pagan Hogen as a God, 
Eſteem'd at Vote" belov'd and fear'd Abroad. 
l His Glorious Ations fill the World with News, 
= - And are. the only Themes of ev? ry Muſe. oh 
| With Mirth and Joy he does whole Nations fil, yy 
The World ſeems ſtagnated whien he ſfands ill, : 
Wl} - Blenheim and Hocbſtet witneſs his Succeſs, _ 
| And this. more dang'rous Conqueſt does no leſs; . 
I: But with freſh yerdant Lawrels crowns his Head, 
Ul. Such as will out-wear Time, and never fade. _ 
116 C#ſar himſelf ne'er brought more Honour home, | 
| Or brave Fabritiu&er do more for Rome, _ 
I Than Marlborough has perform'd in all degrees, Fl 
j To England's Glory, and for Europe's Eaſe. 
ll Great Alexander in his youthful Heart, 
Fis trve, did all the Eaſtern World defeat, | 
And many potent Kingdoms over-run; 
But MET out-does all i tg ahits one. 


of 


——_——. __ 


Hojace, Lib m. Ode N. | Initated, 


T HE Man that's Refvlote and Juſt, 
Firm to his Principles and Truſt, 
Nor Hopes, nor Fears can blind ; * 


No Paſſions his Deſigns control], RNS {vail 

Not Love, that Tyratit of the Soul, | 
. Gay ſhake his ſteady Mind. ” 
of 


Vol.IV. State- A, fairs: 


Not Parties for Revenge engag'd, 
Nor Threatnings of a Courtenrag'd,. 

Nor Storms where Fleets deſpair 3. - q 
Not Thunder pointed at bisHead 5; or 
The ſhatter'd World may ſtrike him _ 

Not touch his Soul with Fear, 


From this the Grecign Glory roſe, 
- By this the Romans aw'd their A 
Of this their Poets ſing 
Theſe were the Paths the Heroes trod, 
"Theſe Arts made Hercules a God, 
And great Naſſau a King. 


Firm on the rolling Deck he ſtood, 
Unmov'd beheld the breaking Flood 
With blacFning Storms combin'd ; 
Virtue, he cry'd, will force its Way, 
The Winds may for a while delay, 
alter our' Deſign, - 


The Men whom ſelfiſh Hopes inflame, 
Or Vanity allures to Fame Gy. 
May be to Fears betray'd 3 Sa 
But here a Church for Saccour flies, 
inſulted Lay Expiring lie 

And loudlycalls for Re 


Yes, Britans, yes ! with ardent Zeal 
! come, the wounded Heart to hea], 
The wounding Hand to bind ! 
See, Tools of Arbitrary Sway, ol | 
And Prieſts, like Locuſts, {copr ava” NET, 
Before the Weſtern Wind | nga mo 
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' Law ſhall again her Force reſume ;© 
Religion, clear'd from Clonds of 7 YO 
With brighter [Rays advance : * © 
"The Britiſh Fleet ſhall rule the Deep'; 
The Britiſh Youth; as rons'd from Tep, 
Strike Terror ifito France. 


Nox ſhall theſe Promiſes of Fate ' Fang « 
Be limited to my ſhort Date COPOMEE DS 
When I from Cares withdraw, 
Still ſhall the Frith Scepter ſtand, 
Shall flouriſh in a- Female Hand, 
And to Mankind give Law. | 


She ſhall Domeſtick Foes unite, _ 
Monarchs beneath her Flags ſhall fight; 

W hole Armies drag her Chain ; , "hoog 
She ſhall loſt Zaly reſtore, fot © 
Shall make th* Imperial Eagle ſoar; TT 

And give a King Woanc' = 775 


' But, know, Theſe Promiſes are givn, 
Theſe great Rewards Impartial Heav'n 
Does on theſe Terms decree; | 
Thar, ſtrictly puniſhing Mens Faults, 
You let their Conſciences and Thoughts 
Reſt abſolutely Free, ' © 


Let no falſe Politicks confine 

In narrow Bounds your vaſt 08s, bo 
To make Mankind nnite; ,', 

Nor think it a ſufficient Cauſe © 

To puniſh Men by Penal Laws, 
For not believing Right. $a 


K4 Rome, 


Vol. IV. States Aﬀairs. Ws T5 
i} - | OOTICT AS SET So 
Rome, whoſe blind Zeal deſtroys Mankind; n 54: 
Rome's Sons ſhall your Compaſſion find; mai £44.90 
Who neer Compaſſion knew : tw rn 1 | 
By Nobler ACtions theirs condemn ; 
For what has been reproach'd in chem,» 1 Pot 
Can ne'er be prais'd in you. Ry FORD frome | 
Theſe 5ubjects ſuit not with the Lyrez: onitt ade 0 
Muſe, to what Height doſt thou ain ge 4 1 61. 
Pretending to rehearſe + A 
The Thoughts of Gods, and Godlike Kings? ra 
Ceaſe, ceaſe to leflen lofty T ings," "OE bi: tt, 
By mean, ignoble ERR Emo 31 
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The Congiattas, 1 70. 


Hat fitting Meaſures might be taken 
Fo fave a certain Prince's Bacon, 

| Three Heroes, all true Sons of Mars, 
As &relook d Enemy in the 4——e, 

Met lately to concert Aﬀairs. 

Eug—— the Eldeſt Child:-of Fame, -©- * 


% 


W ho conquers with his very Name, yy 
Is once. more:come to help-at a: dead Pinch,” 
And means to play the Devil with the: nxt 
With M————þ known far:and near, ''* - 
For Great Atchievements:fam?d in War-;- 
Who's wifely-march'd the Lord kno where, | 
With Troops as good as ever fought, qo. 
Full fifty thouſand Men'; AW 9 
He's gone todo the Lord knows what, 
And will return I don't know when, 


Evn 
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536. ©, PORMEO'm Vi! 
Evn Warlike Lewis, whoſe Deſigns | 
Were never yet to hurt his Friends, 


Who fightipg wiſely cat! refrain, | 
And Hunt while German Towns are taen, 


Theſe thr all Men of mighty Deeds, 
Together wiſely laid their Heads, 
To make a ſmart Campaign : 
$0 the three famous: Wits of late 
Club'd Braigs together to compleat, 
A Fourth as wiſe Trelooby z 
And one-may wager a good Sum ont, 
Some mighty Matters ſoon will come an't, 
If current Rumbur true be 


You'll fee er this Campaign is o'er 
Deeds worthy to be crackt on; 
Three Loobies writ a Farce before, 
Three Gen—ls now will aft one. 
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' On D. M. 1704 


Hen a Church on A Hil to the Danube ad- 

Ti  (vances, 
Then near to his Ruin the beſt Cock of France is; 
Then Three ſhall beat Five, being anger*d in Spain, 
And Five on all four run to Parts again; 
Then the:-Wit of St. Albans a Princeſs ſhall be, 
In Right of her Husband by the Father'of -Three. 
This Prophecy long ſince was found under-ground 
| By onewho was lately i in Packing tows FOUnd, 


__ "_ 
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Vol. IV. One: "1p 


Cm RRmom— 


1 OO RT IEBS 9, $a be ne $649 Sepyores- 


On the K of $p-s Preſent to the D. of M 
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Amor Lord, of this ſmall alitteriog thing; 
| "Tis like my ſelf, the ſhadow of a Kiag z 
And with it take my 'Sivarll, *tis fit for you ;/ 
With it Ine'er did ought, nor &r ſhall do. | () 
Fight for th? Allies, for Honotr, and for Me ; 


And when I'm King 71 an Arch: Duke ſhall ber 
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On the Lords and atns'3 ” ote concerning 
the Danger of. the Conrch, 1705. 


T* us isat length the horrid Hydra ſlain, wa 
Its many hiſing Heads were rear'd in vain z 
By one Herculean Blow the Monſter fell, 

And with it all the Hopes: of Frqqge and Hell. 
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Suppos'd Ra be ori b - Digniſy' "DATE 


THE N T —— 4 was the Church's Daughter, 
She acted as her Mother taught her ; 

But now ſhe's Mother to the Church, 

She leaves her Daughter in the Lurch, 
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4 Declaration without nts 1705. 


\ Ye Britains, draw near, 
With Attention give Ear Þe 
To my moſt profound Declaration : 
It may. do you ſome good, 
Tho Pm not underſtood 
-By twenty wiſe Men in the Nation. 


Pm. a Parliament Member, 
Who ſhall fit in November 
To ſettle the Nation's Aﬀairs ; © 
Make T— and Laws, 5s 
Not forgetting a Clauſe © 7 
About the High Church's $ Repairs: 


The High Church's Power 
Has to this very Hour, 
Been of all my Caballing the true end ; 
"But, I ſwear by. my Maker, , 
It you don't chooſe me Speaker, _ 
The Cauſe will be certainly ruin” L 


1 have ſent Horſe and Man 
To do all they can, wikis 
To ingage all your Votes for the Chair : 
Some Mony I've paid, 
And more Promiſes made, 
Of fine things PU do whenl1 come there, 


Vol. IV.  State-Afairs: [I Ts 


| I was ſmorn to the Church, 
Both to People and Porch, ; - E 
And Fm fond of. the Name of igh-Fher 
I have ſhewn my good Will | 
For tl? Occaſional Bill, _ je 
| Andto ſet the whole Mae! on Fire. 


If 1 get in the Chair, | TO 

It will quickly appear, ey 
Whois for the Church, and mho not, Sir; | 
P11 wipe off the Paint AK Yo" , 
Made me look like a Saint, _ W- 
And Moderation ſhall die on the Spot, Sir, | r 


I was choſen for the Neſts 
Of your Highflying Prieſts, | 
Thoſe dainty young Sons of Apollo; ; 
Now my Wit's at a head, 
I'm appointed to lead, 
And Pm fare that Sir H— will follow; 


My Learning t? advance, 
I travePd to France, - | 
From Parts quite down to Touloon ; : 
Where they make People pray 
— The Government's way, 
And convert them a mode de Dragoon. 


Before I came home, 
I travel'd to Rome, 
And receiv'd th' infallible Bleſſing ; 
I veer ſcrupled to bow | 
To the Slipper or Toe, 
And beſtow'd a true Proteſtant Killing. 
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I view'd the great Church, 
And admir'd the Porch, 


And I counted the Steps tothe Altar; "Wor 


1 went to the Mattin, | 
Said my Prayers in Latin, 


And 1 ſong to her i. Pſakter. 


I bleſ'd the three Nations - 
With my wiſe Obſervations,  _ 
That they tight my Loring inherit 3 
But as ſoon as *twas printed, 
I ſincerely repented, - 
"T'was {0 lavgld at I never could Ibo I. * 


| Now from Popery and Rome, 


I'm to Coventry come, 


Where Pm quite overrun with Religion ; | ; 
The High Church and I 


Such Experiments try, 


| You wou'd fivear we had Mulomeys Pinan; / 
The Occaſional Bill 


Was fram'd in our Mil, 


Of true Catholick Preparation ; ha 
The :Warp and the Woof. | 


| Look'd like Proteſtant Stuff, 


But the Devil was in the Faſhion. 


I huzza'd for the Tack, 

For I was always a Jack, 
And was fond of Jure Divine 3 

But with what Intent, 

Or what *twas I meant, | 
That's a thing neither you know nor I know. 


To 
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To Bigh-Church Im as true, 
As a Proteſtant blue, 
And fain wow'd Difſenters be obbings 
But we had ſuch a Defeat 
In Coventry Street, 
That we're damnably fraid of their rubbing. 


i hate Moderation, 
It has ruin'd the Nation, 
Both the B-—s and Cons are infetted ; 
Do bur ſet me ith? Chair, 
FI] the High-Church repair, 
And Religion ſhall ſoon be diſſefted. 


We have made ſuck Advances, 


| You'd think them Romances, _ . 


All the Churches on Earth to-unite-a : ; 
That Mabomet and We 
May quickly agree, 

And Rome ſhall no more men affright-a. 


Our true Engliſh Church 
glall to Popery approach, 


And Popery to her ſhall advance z 
The Siſters ſhall kiſs 


Paſs by what's amiſs, 
And we ſhall ſhake hands, Sir, with France. 


Thus the Tools of the Age 
Shall quickly grow Sage, 


When they cant of their Union and Peace, Sir ; I 
This will Union convey | 


The true Catholick way, | | 
_ And the World ſhall be all of aPiece, Sir. . 
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If the Whigs and Diſſenters 
Should think to prevent us, 

And oppoſe vs with damn'd Moderation; ; 
By unanimous Votes, 
_ Wewill cut all their Throats, 
And {o we'll unite the whole Nation: 


On the Duke of B——'s Houſe, 
YIC fici [ztantur Lares. 


| 8 EY hous'd theſe Lares are, 

To feed on Viſta's and freſh Air 
To dine with Humphrey's Duke each i 
And gaze their Supper-time awa 

Wou'd Ceres bring her * Sheafs of Corn, 
*Twou'd better Sheffield's Houſe adorn ; 
To which if Bacchus Grapes wou'd bring, 
['Then might the Laves lavgh and fing. 


ſ— 
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The doleful Tein f S H. M. on thelf 
Hap of bis Eleftion at Oxford, 1705. 


'E wah dars moſt dear 
Of Cardigan-ſhire, 
' Look down from your Mountains with Pity, 
On the deſperate Caſe 
Of your Knight Out of Place, 
And attend tg my ſorrowful Ditty. 


'S + Hi Coat of Arms is the ms Sheaf. 


_ 
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I left you indeed, 
In hopes to ſucceed | | 
At Oxford, the Seat of the Moſes 3 
| Where Merit prevails _ 
At leſs Coſt than in Wates, 
And the Choſen adorn him that chooſes. | 


The: Thing would be done 
As ſure as a Gun, _ 
I was told by Sachev'rel my HeCtor ; 
But now they ſend back. 
Poor baffled Sir Mac, 
| And call me an empty ProjeQor. 


A Piangele Fine, 

Dug out of my Mine, 

I rais'd on the Top of High Church-a; 
To no Purpoſe, God wot, 
They matter it not, 

And leave me and my Cauſe ia the Lurch-a. 


I ſent to each Head, 
Bound in Blue and in Red, 
My Caſe of Aſhby and White-a , 
But as wang as they'd read it, 
1 loſt all my Credit, 
And now. they bid me go ſh---te-a. 


I drew my Gooſe Quill 
For Occalional Bill, 
And wore it quite down to the Stump-9z 
I gave them my Pelf, 
Would ha? given 'em my {elf, 
But they care not aF —t for Sir Numph- a, 
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1 wrote o'er and o'er 
All the Bills for the Poor, 
'And abridg'd them to 'one that was longer 3 
Touch'd again and again © | 
By my accurate Pen, 
Each Clauſe grew ſtronger and Rroner 


Ty 


All my Labour and Law 
Was not thought worth a Straw, 
To reward Publick 'Spirits no Care is ; 
Firſt my Bill with a Flout, 
Then I was thrown out, 9. 
And ſent back with the Poor to the Pariſh. 


A Book I put out, 

] wrote it about - 
The Thoughts of a Man of Black. Liſta: . 

But the Stulf that'came after, 
| .__ Occaſion'd ſuch Laughter, _ 
My Readers were almoſt bepiſt-a. 


The Learned allow'd, 
Of which 1 am: proud, = 
That the Work there had been' fome Good I is; 
But ſtill they-would ſay, —_ 

'Twas all out of the way, 
And had not one word of the Pudding 


When the Poll was declar'd, 
O then it appear?d, 
At which I was too mach concern'd ; 
That Sir William had more 
By One Hundred ana "TOR, | 
Than even Sir AF” ; 943 
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Had the Odds been but few, 

1 had neer look'd fo blue, 1 
Since Regard had been paid to my Merit; 
*.- To be beat out of Sight 4 

By an Un-Writing Knight, 

Fleſh and Blood is not able to bear it. 


Since they've play'd ſuch a Game, 
Let them cen take the Shame, - 
' They ſhall find to their Coſt what will follow; 
' PN retire to my Mines, i Es 
_ Where the Sun never ſhines, 
And a F—t for the Sons of 4pollo, 


—_— 


An ODE on the D. of Marlborough, 
7 025460060" fg rn... 


THAT Pow'r of Words can equal thy Re- 
( LN _ (nown, 
 Jlloſtrions God of War ? What Muſe can raiſe 
| Numbers ſufficient for thy Praiſe? 
h Thalia, Avrethuſa, $killd in Song, 
The mighty Task decline ; 
To Churchill's Race the Theme belongs, 
(Cburchils Race tranſcend the Nine.) 
'Tis * Sunderland alone that muſt inſpire, 
She ſhares the Godlike Hero's Fire; 
And ſhe muſt tune the Voice,and animate the Lyre: 


O Marlbr, ber Influence ſhall ſupply 
The Poet's mean Ability ; 


pt. A 
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* The Duke of Marlborou h's Dan hter marri _ 
| Sunderland, f I La = S _ _ ans antbe married fo the Ear of 
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Whilſt he to ſing prepares 
The Triumphs of thy Wars z 
The Terror of thy conq ring Arms, 
W hich freed the Empire from Alarms, : 
And ſtruck the trembling Gaul with pannic Fears. 


Lewis, once call'd The Great, 
In Thee beholds his Fate ; 
At Schellemberg thou let'ſt him ſee 
An AQtion worthy of thy Cauſe and Thee : 
On Blenbeim's fatal Plain, | Dh 
Thouſands on Thouſands ſlain, 
Told the inſulting Foe again, 
That Marlborough, arm'd in ANN A's Cauſe, 
To injur'd Nations ſhould reſtore 
- Their Rights, their Liberties and Laws. 
Forſaken Juſtice ſhall no longer mourn, 
Uninterrupted Streams of Faith return, 


Now Aarlbro's thund'ring Arm has broke the Ty- 
| (rant's Pow'r. 


What Pyramids of Praiſe *! 
What Wreaths of never-dying Bays 
Shall crown thy Glorious Head ? ; 
Who to ſure Conqueſt doſt thy Armies lead. 
The Pallage of the Granic Flood, £ 
Which has ſo many Ages ſtood, 
_ ._ Renown(d inGrecian Story, 
With all young Ammon's Deeds,are but a Foil 
To the Superior Action of the Dyle, 
And only ſerve to raiſe the Luſtre of thy Glory. 
; | The Heroes of Antiquity, 
| Great Pompey, Ceſar, Anthony, and He 
Who Kindred claim with Jove, 
Shall bluſh to ſee 
"Themſelves fall ſhort, fo infinitely ſhort of Thee. 
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AWE Oh! Thon eldeſt Son of Fame! 
ow ſhall we *nough adore thy Name ? 
To praiſe thee as we ought, 
The Spirit of our Lays 
Should equal that with which our Hero fought, 
And gain*d immortal Fame at Rammelies, 
But Numbers are too ſlow, 
So faſt thy mighty Conqueſts flow ; 
Such is the Terror of thy Sword, 
So quick the yielding Cities Bow, 
 Torecognize their rightful Lord. 
Joyful J1beria ſhall declare 
The Wonders thou haſt done for her; 
Admiring Europe ſhall confeſs, 
To thee they owe the Charms of Peace, 


And Nations emulous ſhall. crown thy vaſt Succeſs. 


' Thrice happy Britain ! glorious Iſle! 
On Thee the reſcu'd Princes ſmile, 
And bleſs thy fruitful Plains, 
From whence their great Deliv*rer came 3 
Where Marlbro' drew his vital Flame, 
And mighty AN IN A reigns. 
But Oh ! amidſt th? extreameſt yoy' 
_ Of thy exulting Swains, 
How are thy Bards depreſt ! 
What dire Confuſjon fills their Breaſt ! 
When anx1ous they behold 
The Britiſh General, with greater Eaſe, 
Vanquiſh the Nation's Enemies, 
"Than they find Words to celebrate his Victories. 
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Bad * 


* The Seven Wiſe Men. 


CEven Sages in theſe latter Times are ſeen, 
The Glory and Support of Alb:on's Queen 
Whoſe Wiſdom will the Gordzan Knot undo, 
And be our Ifle*s Palladium *gainſt the Foe: 
 Uagſtable Britaznz may like D#los float, ' 
Yet ſtill ſhe's ſafe while Patriots guide the Boat. 
Firſt ſtands recorded, in the Liſt of Fame, 
The gen'rous, brave, the humble S——s Name ; 
Learning's good Ornament, the Muſes Pride, 
By Nature form'd in Gouncils to preſide. . 
The Poets, who in:Crouds his Table throng, 
Are raviſh'd with the Accents of his Tongues 
The rbiming Gueſts are fed with ſumptuous Fare, 
Rewards can make his gibb'riſh Language clear. * 
A gentle D-— comes next in cloſe Debate, 
To ſearch into the deep Intrignes of State; 
But ſcarce had he in Council taken place, 
When fond Lucinda calld away his Grace ; 
In Liberties of Love, ſhe told her Lord, 
His Talent was not for the Conncil-board. 
Her tender Limberham ſhe did implore 
To quit thoſe faQtious Follies at Threeſcore ; 
And pleaded that his Name was only given 
To have one Man of Honour in the Seven. 
Next giddy Phacthon begins his Flight, 
And boldly dares aſcend the Orbof Light 3 
But the raſh Youth will ſoon inflame the Ball, 
And with Confuſion from his Chariot fall. 
Thoſe Fackdaws Eyes can never bear the Teſt, 
Tho they were nouriſh'd in an Eagle's Neſt ; 
"Thoſe artleſs Hands, and that untimely Zeal, 
May harm, but ner preſerye the Commogen:: 
pF en 
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Thea to his Library let him confine — 
The undigeſted Notions of his Brain; 
In curions'Speculation ſpend his Days, 
And labonr to preſerve'J—s F—rb—ss Praiſe: ' 
To Learning, "tis confeſs'd, he'as ſome Pretence, 
For he abounds in Books, tho not in Senſe. 
O valiant Sc— ! with unan'movs Voice, 
The Nation does applaud the Senate's Choice ; 
Grown old in Wars, thou muſt in Council fit, 
For Councils now, as once for Adions, fit. 
Thy penetrating Senſe can ſoon unfold 
Myſterious Truth in thy own Cyphers told. 
As araw Youth; of the Patrician Race, 
In that Auguſt Aſſembly claimsa Place, 
Only with awful Silence to attend,  _ 
And by the Sire's wiſe Precepts form his tender 
Our modern Sages prudently admit (Mind, 
Young T—ſ— d ſhould in the Committee fit ; 
Provided ſtill the firſt like Stamp he bear, 
And, like the Infant Carthaginian, ſwear 
Immortal "Hatred to his Father's Foes, 
And ever to ſupport The Good Old Cauſe. 
Unheard came creeping next a crafty Bard, 
W ho factious Buſineſs never did retard ; 
An antient Stock, in covert Sawpits bold, 
In Plots conſummate, and in Tricks grown old ; 
Since among Knaves he holds the foremoſt place, 
Old Fer —- #'s Footſteps who ſo well cantrace? 
Tho twice his Marriage-bed bas been betray'd, 
Good reaſon ſtill his Vengeance has allay'd. 
\The Injury his-former Spouſe has done, 
= A large Eftate moſt amply did atone ; 
He is content his preſent Spouſe ſhould ſtrole 
To gain young-Bullies to the Kit-kat Bowl. 
) , thou mighty Genius, next ariſe, 
Nor let young F—es thy Vigilance ſurprize 3 


Let 
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Let neither Guilt, or Crime, nor ſenſe of Pain 
Diſtrat the ProjeQs of thy teeming Brain, 
Thoſe Labours may be crown'd another Reign. 
With thy accuſtom'd Art expound the Laws, 
Weighing the Party's Merit, not the Cauſe. 
Above the common Honour of a P——  _ 

_ Thy reſtleſs Sou] diſdains that humble Sphere, 

A Blazing-Comet to amaze the Sight, ' 
And with a fiery Tail the People fright. _ 
Thus, for a while, thou may'ſt with Luſtre ſhine, 
Bot ſoon to Primitive Dregs thou muſt return again, 

Oh Albion, on theſe Shoulders n&er repoſe, 
Theſe are thy dangerous inteſtine Foes 
Theſe are the Tyrants who would thee enthral, 
Reſolve to govern, or oerthrow the Ball, '{ 
Tho they, _ At in the Row fall. 


——_— —___—_—_— 
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i Alufon to the iſp of Cambray* | 
Supplement of Homer, 1 706. | 


$4 whilſt of Seraphick Love you ſet 
The nobleſt Image in the cleareſt Light 5 

A Love by no Self-Intereſt debag'd, 

But on tt*Almighty's high Perfe&ions plac'd 3 

A Love in which true Piety conſiſts, | 

That ſoars to Heav'n without the help of Prieſts: 
Let partial Rome the great Attempt oppoſe, 
Support the Cheats from which her Income flows. 
Her Cenſures may condemn, but not confute, 

If beſt your elevated Notions ſuit 

Wirth what to Reaſon ſeems th? Almighty's Due, 
They have th' Appearances of being true : 
And what can animated Clay produce 

Beyond a Gueſs, in Matters ſo abſtruſe ? 


Buk 
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But when, deſcending from Empireal Height, 
You ſtoopof ſublunary Things to treat, 
Minerva ſeems your | Moral to diſpenſe; 
How great the Subje&, how ſublime the Senſe ! 
Not the Meonian Bard with ſuch a Flame 
Eer ſung of ruling Arts (your lofty Theme) 

In your Telemachus (his Hero's Son) 
We ſee the great Original outdone. 

 Thereis in Virtue ſare a hidden Charm 
To force Eſteem, and Envy to diſarm; 
Elſe in a flatt'ring Court you n&er had beendeſign'd 
T? inſtru& the future Troublers of Mankind. 
Happy your Native Soil (at leaſt by Nature ſo) 


On none her Treaſures more profuſely flow. 


The Hillsadorn'd with Vines, with Flow'rs thePlain, 
Without the Sun's too near Approach, ſerene. 


- But Heav'a in vain does on your Vineyards ſmile, 


The Monarch's Glory mocks the Lab'rer's Toil 
Whilſt to ſet up Pretenders to the Throne 


-Of other Kingdoms, he deſtroys his own. 


Neglected Ceres with ReluQtance yields 
Her Tribute to uncultivated Fields. 

'What tho elab'rate Braſs with Nature ſtrive, 
And proud Equeſtrian Figures ſeem alive? 
With various Terrors on their Baſis wrought, 
With yielding Cittadels ſurpriz'd or bought ? 
Such Prodigies of Art and coltly Pains, 


_ Serve but to gild th? unthinking Rabbles Chains. 


O deſpicable State of all that groan 
Under a blind Dependency on One ! 
How far inferior to the Herds that range 


With Native Freedom o'er the Woods and Plains - 


With thei no Fallacies of Schools prevail, 
Nor of a Right Divine the nauſeous Tale, 
Can give to.one among themſelves a Pow'r, 
Without Controul his Fellows to deyour. 
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The Arts to hurt themſelves, by reag&ning wrong, 
Howe'er the fooliſh Notion firſt began; 
Of trufting abslute Pow'r to lawleſs Man ; 
Howe'er a Tyrant may by: Force ſub{ſt, _ 
(For who would be a Slave that canrefiſt ?) 
Thoſe ſit the ſafeſt; eafieft on the Fhrone, 
That make their Peoples Intereſt their own 
And chuſing rather to be lov'd than fear?d, 
Are Kings of Men, not of a Servile Herd, . | 
_ OhLiberty! wiſh'd for too late, when loſt; . | 
Like Health, by thoſe that want thee, / valu*'d moſt, | 
In Regions, where no Property is known, 
Thro which the Garonneruns, and rapid Rhone, \ 
Where Peaſants toil for Harveſts not their own 
How gladly would they quit their fruitful Soil? © I 
How gladly change for thee their Wine and Oil! | 
As Wretches chain'd and lab'ring at the Oar, | 
In ſight of Italy's delightful Shore, E 
Reflect on their unhappy Fate the more. JH 
Thy Laws have ſtill their Force above the reſt 
Of Gothic Kingdoms 3 happy Albion, bleſt: 
Long ſince their antient Freedom they have loſt, 
And ſervilely of their SubjeQion boaſt, 
Thy better Fate the vain Attempt reſiſts > 
Of faithleſs Monarchs, and deſigning Prieſts ; 6 
Unſhaken yet thy Government ſubſiſts. $290. 
While Streams of Blood the Continent o'erflow, 
Red'ning the Xaeſe, the Danube, and the Po; 
Thy Thames, auſpicious Iſle, her Thunder ſends 
To crufh'thy Foes, and to relieve thy Friends. 
Say Muſe (ſince no Sarprize, or foreign Stroke 
Can hurt her guarded by her Walls of Oak, 
Since wholeſom Laws her Liberty transfer 
To future Ages) what can Abionfear ? — 
Can ſhe the dear-bought Treaſure throw away ? 
Have Univerſities ſo great a Sway ? Th 
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The Muſe is ſilent, cantious to reflet 

On Manſions where the Muſes keep their Seat. 
Barren of Thought, and niggardly of Rhime, 
My creeping Numbers ſhe forbids to climb ; 
Vent'ring too far, my weary Genius fails, 

And o'er my drooping Senſes Sleep prevails. 
An Antique Pile near Thames's Silver Stream 
Was the fanctaſtick Objeft of my Dream; 

In antient time a conſecrated Fane, 

' But ſince apply'd to Uſes more profane : 

Filfd with a popular devating Throng, 

Oft in the Right, and oitner in the Wrong : 

Of Good and Bad the variable Teſt, 

Where the Religion that 1s voted bet + 
Is ſtill inclin'd to perſecute the reſt. 

On the high Fabrick ſtood a Monſter fell, 

Of hideous Hne, ſecond to none in Rel); 

No Fury to be more abhor'd and fear'd, 

Her Teeth and Jaws with Clods of Gore beſmear'd ; 
Her Party-colour'd Robe obſcenely ſtain'd 

With pious Murders, Freemen rackt and chain'd 
With the implacable and brutal Rage. 

Of fierce Dragoons, ſparing nor Sex, nor Age 
With all the horrid Inſtruments of Death 
Torturing the Innocent, to improve their Faith, 6 
Piercing the Roof with her infections Breath, 

Thus She began ; Are then my Labours vain, 

That to the Pow'r of France have added Spain : Y 
Vain my Attempts to make that Empire great? 
And ſhalla Woman my Deſigns defeat ! 

Baffle tWinfernal Projeft I've begun, 

And break the Meaſures of my fav'rite Son ? 

How diff ring from the Heroes of her Race, 

Who made their Humour of their Laws take "place : ; 
And, lighting Coronation-Oaths, diſdain'd 

Their hj Ugh Eos nah ſhould be reltrain'd, 
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Tho her own Iſle is bleſ#d with Liberty, 
Has ſhe a Right to ſet all Europe free! 
_ Under this Roof, with Managemeat, I may 
The Progreſs of her Arms at leaſt delay. 
From a contagious Vapour ] will blow 
Within theſe Walls, Breaches ſhall wider grow ; 
Here let imaginary Fears prevail, 
And give a Colour to affected Zeal 
From trivial Bills let warm Debates ariſe, 
Foment Sedition, and retard Supplies. 
If once my treach'rous Arts and watchful Care 
Break the Confed'racy, and end the War, 
 Ador'd in Hell I may in Triumph fit, 
And Europe to one Potentate ſubmir. 

Waking at ſo deſtable a Sound, 
I cry'd, Infernal Hag, be ever dumb! 
Here 4nna reigns ; a Queen by Heav'n beſtow*d 
To right the Injur'd, and ſubdue the Proud. 
AS Rome of old gave Liberty to Greece, 
Anna tl! invaded linking Empire frees : 
Th Allies her Faith, her Pow'r the French proclaim, 
Her Plety th' Oppreſs#d, the World her Fame. 
Ar AN N A's Name, dejetted, pale and ſcar'd, 
Theexecrable Fantom diſappear'd. 


—m_— 
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An Elezy on the burning of the Church 


Memorial, 1705. : 


O! Sacred Pages, never more repine, 
Tho ſacrific'd to FaQtion and Deſign. 

Thy Votaries by this more ſtrong become, 

Gath'ring freſh Vigor from your Martyrdom. 

Arabian Spices ſo, diſlolv'd by Heat, 

Scatter Perfumes around, divinely {weet: 
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$6 thy Profeſſors fell in wicked Days, x 
' Their Glorious Lives concluging with a Blaze, 

By ſuch a Death would I obtain a Name, 
And make my Zeal outſhine my Fun'ral Flame. 
So from the World the Czſars did retire, 
Aſcending tothe Gods from Piles of Fire, 
So Ptolomy's fam'd Library did ſhine 
In Unlearn'd Flames ; No Loſs compar'd to thine. 
But we can you, Immortal Leaves, reſtore 
To former Life ; nor the hard Fate deplore. 
Sure from your $moak ſome Miracle muſt riſe, b 


\ 


As whenan Angel mounted to the Skies, 

And ſanctify'd the Flame in Mqnoai's Sacrifice: 

Spite of thy adverſe chance, thou ſhalt be read, 

Nor dye, till Principle and Truth be dead. 

Thou to thy Beauty ſhalt again return, 

Smile like a Cherub, like a Seraph burn. 

| But Oh! Expect what the three Children bore, ” 
A Fire that's Seven times hotrer than before, '< 

And all Fanat:ck Rage can praQtiie more. 

Yet thou ſhalt feel no Harm, no Fear diſcloſe, 

But like the Furnace, flaſh upon thy Foes. 


——_— —_— _ ti. 
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Fire and Fi got, or ws C ity Bon-Fire. 


HE dead! thanks to the Jury's vious Care, 

Andall her fad Complaints are turn'd to Air; 
Vaniſh'd in Smoak, as her neglected Crys 
From Earth to Hav'n's more pitying Manſions rite. 
OG—U—1d *, to thy fam'd Zeal is due, 
That Saltey's Ball has glorious things in view, 
That Pinner's and Old-Jury's younger Paul's 
Hold Saints triumphant now within their Walls; 


Ct —_——— 


* tf, Gellibrand, who fillicited to i this Libel burnt. = 
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Since but for Thee, as ſure as God's in Gloc)ſter,, 


1 he Court had never fix'd on ways to roaſt her, 
Ti Attempt was noble, as the Fa& was bold 
Let it in Gath and As&alon be told, 

That Unbelievers may from thence perceive, 


_ Wedare to puniſh ſuch as dare to grieve ; 
 Heav'ns bleſs the righteons B— each Mother's 


(Son 
 Whohave their Sage Fore-fathersDeeds ontdone, 
And thus diſclaim*d the Sins of Forty One - d) 
"They neer ſat bogling how to judg and try Mer, 
But flung her inſtantly into the Fire: 
Sd periſh al}, that from theſe Preſents dare 
Speak what's offenſive to the City Chair, 
Or vent ſuch Dodrines as ſhall diſagree 
_ With bleſs'd Occaſional Conformity. 
Not that to Thee alone we ſhould aſcribe 
That Ephraim pains the point of Fudab's Tribe, 
And rides upon the Shoulders of his Foe, 
As High Churchyields the Day to what is Low, 
Others have been Partakers inthe Deed, 
Witneſs brave D-—#n, D le, H—g—s, Th—= 
Immortal D—-nes, Hugh H— dy, M—x—-y,L — n, 
Who conld not bear to ſee Diſſenters undone ; 
With Gl —r, H — r—s, Saint-like H—ch and H--s, 
Heroes of Worth, and of juſt claim to Praiſe, 
B —d-—n, Gr ——y, Sw-——ne, Fr--h and Lk, 
Seventeen good Men , and true as ever ſtruck, 
As ever took up Arms in days of Tore, 
Or e'er drew Basket-Hilt at Marſton Moor. 
Sculpture, in Monumental Braſs ere& 
Thoſe that have made the Saints the TrueJEled ; 
T heir Statues in the ſeveral Viches range, 
Fix'd upon Pedeſtals before th* Excbange. 
Patriots like theſe the Fabrick will adorn, 
And ſtimulate the Children yet unbora 


To 


To make the coming Apes be their own, 
And praQtiſe the Examples they have ſhown. 
W hat if the Court no Precedeat can plead, 
And they from cuſtomary Rules recede, 
As they beyond paſt Ages Foot-ſteps run, 
And a& what by the Senate's only done ? 
Muſt querimonious Mutineers imply 
Culprit was wrong'd, and did not fairly die ? 
The Thought's abſurd, and fooliſh the Miſtake g - 
Where Precedents are wanting we ſhould make. 
Some would have had herall beſmear'd with Tar, 
And carry'd into Smithfield from the Bar, 
W here Saints of old eternal Truths confeſs'd, _ 
Mounting from earthly Flames to Heavnly Reſt. 
But wiſer Heads, who ſoon foreſaw a Tartar, « 
Judg'd ſhe from thence might have been ſtild a 
(Martyr, 
And ſent her to th* Execbange,to make her ſad De- 
(parture, 
Since no one there cou'd be ſuppos'd to die 
Or for Religion, or for Loyalty, 
Virtues unknown (their Practices a ſhame on) 
To ſuch whoſe Idol's Gain, and God is Mammos. 
And there, to expiate her vile Offence, 
On the bright Wings of Flame ſhe mounted hence 
Soar*d upward, where departed Spirits riſe, 
And climb'd the vaſt Expanſe,and reach'd the Skies, 
Thus Hercules (as Heathen Poets feign) 
On Oeta's Top, like this Delinquent ſlain, 
High o'er the Stars, Celeſtial Regions trod, 
By being made a Mortal, made a God, 
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Mully of Mountown. A Poem. By the | 
Author of the Tale of a Tub. 


Es” I. THSEY _ (Cares, 
Ountown ! Thon ſweet Retreat from Dublir: 
Be famous for thy Apples and thy Pears, 
For Turnips, Carrots, Lettice, Beans, and Peaſe, 
For Peggy's Butter, and for Peggy's Cheeſe. 
May Clouds of Pigeons routid about thee fly, 
But condeſcend ſometimes to make a Pye. 


| May fat Geeſe gaggle with melodious Voice, 


And ne'er want Gooſeberries or Apple-Sauce. 
Ducks in thy Ponds, and Chickens in thy Penns ; 
And be thy Turkeys Numerous as thy Hens. 
May thy Black Pigs lye warm 1n little Stye, 5 
And have no Thought to grieve them till they die. 
Mountown! The Muſes moſt delicious Theam, 3 
O may thy Codlins ever ſwim in Cream ! 
Thy Rasb— and Strawbervies in Bourdeaux drown, 
To add a redder Tincture to thy own; 
Thy White-Wine, Sugar, Milk together club, 
To make that gentle Viand Syllabub. 
Thy Tarts to Tarts, Cheeſecakes to Cheeſecakes join, 
To ſpoil the Reliſh of the flowing Wine - 
But to the fading Palate bring Relief 
By thy Weſtpbalian Ham, or Belgick Beef. 
And to compleat thy Bleſſings in a Word, 
May Kill thy Soil be 26 "0H aSits Lord, 

Oh Peggy, Peggy, when thou go'ſt to brew, 
Conſider well what youre about to do; 
Be very Wiſe, very ſedately think 
That what you are about to make is Drizk : 
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Con- 
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Conſider who muſt drink that Drink, and then 
_ What "tis to have the Praiſe of Honeſt Men: + 

For ſurely, Peggy, while that Drink does laſt, 
*Tis Peggy will be toaſted or diſgrac'd, | 
Then if thy Ale in Glaſs thou would'ſt confine, 
To make its ſparkling Rays in Beauty ſhine, 
Let thy clean Bottle be entirely dry, Oy 2 
Leſt a white Subſtance to the Surface fly, 8 
And, floating there, diſturb the curious Eye. _, 
But this great Afaxim muſt be underſtood, 
Be ſure, nay very ſure, thy Cork be Good ; 
Then future Ages ſhall of Peggy tel], 
That Nymph that brew'd and bottI'd Ale fo well, 
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How fleet is Air! How many things have Breath, 
Which in a moment they reſign to Death, 
Depriv'd of Light, and all their happieſt State, 
Not by their Fault, but ſome o'er-ruling Fate ! 
Altho fair Flowers, that juſtly might invite, 

Are cropt, nay torn away for Man's Delight ; 

Yet ſtill thoſe Flowers, alas, can make no Moan, 

Nor has Narciſſus now a Power to groan, 

But all thoſe things which breathe in different Frame, 

By Tye of common Breath Man's Pity claim. 

A Gentle Lamb has Rhetorick to plead, 

And when ſhe ſees the Butcher's Knife decreed, ; 

Her Voice entreats him not to make her bleed ; 

But cruel Gains, and Luxury of Taſte, 

With Pride, ſtill lays Man's Fellow Mertals waſte : 

What Earth and Waters breed, or Air inſpires, 

an tor his Palate ſits by torturing Fires. 
Mully, a Cow ſprung from a Beauteous Race, 

With ſpreading Front did Mountowr'sPaſtures grace. 

Gentle ſhe was, and with a gentle Stream, 

Each Morn and Night gave 24k that equal'd Cream. 
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Offending None, of None ſhe ſtood in Dread 

Much leſs of Perſons which ſhe daily fed : | 

| But Innocence cannot it ſelf defend- (Friend. 

,Gain& Treacherous Arts vaild with the Name of 
Robin of Derbyſhire, whoſe Temper ſhocks 

The Canftitution of his Native Rocks, 

 Bornina * Place, which if it once be nam'd, 

\Von'd make a Blufhing Modeſty aſham'd ; 

He with Indulgence 'kindly did appear, 

To make poor Mully his' peculiar Care. 

But inwardly this ſullen churliſh Thief 

Had all his Mind plac'd upon ully's Beef: 

His Fancy fed on her, and thus he'd cry, 

AMully, as ſure as m alive you die 

'Tis a brave Cow, O Sirs when Chriſtmas comes, 

TheſeShins ſhall make the Porridge grac'd withPlumbs. 

Then midſt our Cups, while we profuſely Dine, 

'T tus Blade ſhall enter deep in Mully's Chine : (Roaſt? i 

\W hat Ribs, what Rumps,what Bak'd,BoiPd,Stew'd,and 

There ſhan't a ſingle T7ipe of her be loſt. (Sounds, I 
When Peggy, Nymphof 1Mountown, heard theſe 

| She griev'd to hear of A7ully's future Wounds 3 

What Crime, ſays ſhe, has gentle Aully done? 

Witneſs the Riſing and the Setting Sun, BENE 

"hat. knows what 241k ſhe conſtantly. would give 

Let tbat quench Robiu's Rage, and ully live. 
Daniel, a Sprightly Swain, that u&d toſlaſh 

The vigorous Steeds that drew his Lord's Calaſh, 

To Peggy's fide inclin'd , for *twas well known 

How well he lov'd thoſe Cattle of | his own. | 

"Chen Terence ſpoke oraculous andifly,  »9 

He'd neither grant the Queſtion, or denys (Pye : 

Pleading tor 443k, his Thoughts/were on 34nce- 9, 

Þut all his Arguments {ſo dubious were, 

't hat Mully thence had neither Hopes nor Fear, 
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: You've ſpoke, ſays Robin, but now let me tell ye 

2) 15 not fair-ſpoken Words that fill the Belly 

Pudding and Beet | love, and cannot ſtoop 

To recommend your Bonny-Clapper Soop 3 

You ſay ſbe's innocent, but what of that 7 

"Tis more than Crime ſufficient that ſhe's Fat ; 

And that which is prevailing in this Caſe, 

Is, there's another Cow to fill her Place. 

And granting 44ully to have Milk in ſtore, 

Yet ſtill thisother Cow will give us more; 


| She dies—fſtop here my Muſe,” forbear the reſt, 
And vail that Grief which TRIOTCe expyolt; 


——_—_— 
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Iluminations at Rome, made by Perla. 
_ upon the raiſmg the Siege at Barcelona, 


conſt ſting. of Eight Figures, big as the 
| Life, with the following Motto's, 1706. 


PHE Lord giving Sight to the Man born 
blind, with the _ of Savoy's Figure. 


The Motto, 
Domine, jam wide. © Lord, now 1 ſee. 
2, Peter coming forth upon hearing the Cock 
crow, with the Pope's Figure, The Motto, 
Et egreſſus, flevit amare. And he went forth, aud 
__- weptbitterly. 
3, Saul dying on a Mount Gilboa, with the EleQor 
| of Bavarid's Figure. The Motto, 
Tenent me undique Anguſtia. Sorrows compas 
me about. 
4: Phargoh in the Red-Sea, with the French 
King's Figure. The Motto, ds 
Ex omnibus non unwu re= There remain'd not fo 
manſis, 24 much as one of them. 


5- Judas 
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'5- Judas going to hang himſelf, with Portocare: 
yos Figure. The Motto, 
Peccavi, tradito San- I have finn'd, in that] 

guine mnoxio. . have betray Ai innocent 

6, Judith withi Holofernes s Head in her Hand, 

with the Queen of England's Figure. The Motto, 
Tradidit Dominus Po= God has deliver'd his 
teſtatem ejus' in ma- Power into the Hands 

num Femine, of a Woman. 3 
7. Jonabin the Ship ſurrounded with Waves, 
wich the Duke of Anjou's Figure. The Motto, RB 
Propter me exorta eſs For my ſake is this great 

bec Tempeſtas. Tempeſt rais'd. 2 

$8. The Daughters of Sion rejoiciag, with the 
Grandees. of Spain, when they went to meer | 

_ Charles the Third. The Motto, 7 
}Abſtulit Opprobrium ex He has taken away the 
— \ fratl, Reproach from [frac]. | 


His Holineſs havin  offer'd a great Sum for the 
Diſcovery of the Author, he thereupon affix'd on 
the. Palace-Gate theſe following Words : 

Graci carent Ablativo, Itali Dativo, Ego No- 

DIET |  minative.” 
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4 Latter fo Mareſchal Tallard. Made 
3 7 Aughſh ont of French, By ]. Br. 
Go Þ 1 F ut + . 
T's true, Tallard, when fickle Chance deny'd, 
At Blenbeim's fatal Field to crown thy Side, 


Where Right again did winz and Emrope ſee 
_ Thy Maſter: $ Lillies droop, tho led by Thee ; 
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it might be well allow'd thee to repine, 
For who's a Stoick, ina Caſe like thine ? 
But now ſince others ſtriving to repair 
Thy Country's Loſs, with as ſuccelsleſs Care, 
Hz found ſuperior Britain's Strength the ſame, 
O'erthrown like Thee in the mad Chace of Fame ; 
Forgive th'unſteddy Goddeſs thy Defeat, 
And count it Churchill: Privilege to beat. 

in Ages paſt, the mighty Mortal name, 
That could an equal Place in Annals claim; 
| The Boaſts and Wonders of the Trojan Race, 
From Rome's aſpiring Twins, to Ceſar, trace ; 
Thro the long Roll of all their Labours run, 
Tillev'ry Town ſubdu?d, and Battel won, 
But as thou doſt the glorious Search purſue, 
And leaving antient Valour, turn to New ; 
Be juſt to Churchil”s Worth, and thy beſt Praiſe 
A noble Spirit*s Gift, on ſuch a matchleſs Foe, 
For ſee aſliſting Fate, with Force Divine, 
Once more for him the doubtful Scale incline ; 
See Flanders now a bloody ProſpeS yield, 
And Blenberm rival'd by Ramillia's Field. 
Where met alike, and by as daring Men, 
The Warrior has out-ſtript his Country's Hopes a- 
Obſerve how ſoon uſurpt Dominion fell, (gain, 
While jufter Titles were aſlerted well ; 
How to reduce the long conteſted Soil -o RNmam 
Of Belgia*s better half, was buta Sennights Toi; © 
Then own, Tallard, tho there but little b © 
Of Truth allow?d in Tales of Chivalry ; 
Tho where great ARs are picur'd in Extremes, 
We think *em oft'neſt but the Writer's Dreams. 
Some Prodigies authentick we may call, _. 
And all that's ſtrange, is not Apocryphal. - _ 
When Spierbach's Fortune, to thy Valour kind, - 
Did thy ſerener Brow with Laurels bind 3 k 
: | d 1y1 
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When thou bought'ſt Conqueſt at a rate too high, 
Since thy Defeat, which paid it, was ſo nigh ; 
Thy Soul could ſurely, with Applauſes warm, 
No Thought of her approaching Sorrow form ; 
| Nor while on Seas ſo ſmooth thy Fate did ſteer, 
Imagine Shelves and Qnickſands would appear, 
That double Trophy on his Borders got, 
Old hoary Rhine yet cannot ha? forgot ; 
When he a Witneſs of the Germans Grief, 
From his deep Channel ſaw Zandaus Relief : 
The falſe Aſſurance of Eternal Praiſe, : 
Thy Lewis then infer'd from one well-gotten Bays; 
For tho he thought Confederate Force to break, il 
The Boyan Duke, and farſ;n were too weak ; 
He doubted not but thoſe combin'd with you, 
Would on the Danube turn the Ballance too. 
"Twas then (O Flattery of Bourboy's Fate !) 
The Race of Czſar's, in its threatned State, 
Beginning firſt of Succour todeſpair, 2 
The Shock of three ſuchTorrents ſcarce could bear, 
In vain the Swords of Lewis and Eugenc, = 
So oft in Turkiſh Fields ſucceſsful ſeen, _ 
(Where never drawn without expe&ed Gain, | 
_ The waxing Moons they ſtill compellFd to wain.) 
Your Rage oppos'd, while the big Tide was high;| 
To ſtem itquite another Arm muſt fly. ; 
The bold Phyſician of an Empire's Fears, 
For this great Task reſerv'd, at laſt appears : 
It's ſucc'ring Churchill, who with Juſtice great, | 
No Blank e'er draws among the Lots of Fate; | 
As if but He to fix the Goddeſs knew, =_ 
And Laurels only for his Temples grew: | 
Hard was the Warrior's March, and long the Way, 
Till Schellemberg he reacht, his firſt Eſſay, 
Where Europe Jid on both thy Rivals ſee 


The Bluſh of a Defeat unſhar'd by thee, 
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'Twas a brave Effort ! but one more as preat 
The Hero wants to make the Gain compleat : 


Two Chiefs ha? fled, bur till the Third be fought, 


His Sum of Trophies is imperfeCt thought. 

And new. Tallard, what kind Oblivion, ſay, 
Can raſe the Journal out of that unhappy Day? 
When, one loſt Battle eager to retrieve, 
Thou didſt a ſecond's Gain ſecure believe : 

Too ſure *twas Malice of thy veering Fate, 


And Glory never laid a falſer Bait ! 


A ſmaller Force, it's true, did thine oppoſe, 

But ſuch a Leader made the Odds thy Foes ; 

Nor could, the profer'd Fight, thy feebler Side 

Accept with Safety, tho it might with Pride. 
With how much Blood the Field was crimſon'd 


My Muſe forbears to grate a Captive's Ear 3 (here, 


W hat T houſands periſht in the Danube Stream, 

By full as many ſung, is grown too ſtale a Theme, 
On Thee alone my wond'ring Thoughts intent, 
Thy Fortune to my Eyes that Day preſent. 
Methinks I hear from thy unwilling Tongue 

That abje& Word at laſt of Quarter wrung ; 
And ſee thy utmoſt need extort the Sound, 

Which gives thy drooping Sovl its deepeſt Wound. 
T heir Liberty, with thee to Life inclin'd, 

A hundred valiant Chiefs beſides reſign'd : 
Submiſſion, mean in any other Place, 


Where ſuch a Hero wins, does leſſen the Diſgrace, | 


But urg'd by Danger, and by Safety led, 

O Shame to all his Wreaths! Bavaria fled ! 

Too happy ! had he been like thee confin'd, 

And not reſerv'd for a worſe Fate behind. 
'Twas Comfort yet to ſee thy Condutt ſince, 


Nor cenſur'd by thy Friends, nor puniſht by chy 


What tho with Spite to thy Undoing us'd, (Prince. 
A Chief too raſh, ſome Enemies accus'd 
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A gentle Maſter ſbon their Malice croſt, 
And with a Province paid a Battle loſt. 
Let next my Muſe, thy Victor's Mercy boaſt, 
And ftrive herſelf to pay the Debt thou ow'ſt 
 For,ſuch a Triumph - When he made thee bend, 
Did one inſulting Word thy Ears offend ? + 
Say, Did not he (tho Captives may allow 
Some Arrogance in thoſe who make *em boy) 
Kind to thy Grief, yet faithful to his Charge, 
Of Conqueror, and Friend, the. Parts diſcharge ? 
| For ſince the Chance of that abandon'd Field, 
W hich ſaw thee, deſtitute of Succour, yield, 
From Britain's Queen, to moderate thy Pain, 
A gentle Priſon his Requeſt did gain: _ ' 
© pleaſing Change ! which ſends thee kindly o'er Il 
From Danube's hated Banks to Trent's delightful 
TN gpibe gon _._ (Ghore, if 
' It's there thou dwelF'ſ, and with no Cloud Lucan , 
Haſt two revolving Suns already ſeen ; = 
Of ſo much Eaſe, and Liberty poſleſt, 
Thy Embaſly it ſelf ſcarce ſhew'd thee half ſo bleſt. 
Not ſo the Boyan Duke; his Planets til], 
O juſt Reward for broken Faith! are ill ; 
His State ſubverted, and his Titles loſt, 
He finds too late the Price his Treaſons coſt, 
__ Jo try the Fortune of another Plain, 
I” Jrstrue, he picks his Fugitives again; 
Dares a'third time his Victor's Fury meet, 
And (what could elſe be thought) does feel a third 
Thy Monarch, eager of a Battel's Gain, (Defeat. 
His Villeroy and Marſ:n ſends in vain; 
Confus'd they run, as ſcar'd by Magick Charms, 
And catch contagious Ruin from his Arms. 
Now take a View (if where thou art confin'd, 
Thy Maſter's Fate employs thy anxious Mind) 
_ Of his abortive Schemes, and then confeſs, 
Since laid unjuſtly they could be no leſs : 


To 
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To win the Nations he did once perplex,. 

And to his own ſurrounding Crowns annex ; 
(Howe'er thy King expected to prevail) 

Was ſuch a Task, he could not chuſe but fail : 
For tho Great William's Arms (ordain'd by Fate 
To buttreſs up the firſt declining State) 
Sncceſsleſs often did in Fields engage,  _ 
And ſtopt Ctwas all it could) but half his Rage; 
Yer ſee (ſtrange Female Force) Imperial ANNE 
Compleats the Work unfiniſht by the Man. 

_ Odurſt ſome Miniſter, in Council near, 

But ſpeak a famous Truth in Bourbon?s Ear ! 
And, one fit Moment, artfully relate ho 
The Scythian Queen's Succeſs, and Perſian Foun- 
| CO Te, EP (der's Fate; 
The Moral well apply'd, might make him ſce 
AWoman's Arm had quel'd a greater King than he. 


That thus ſhe triumphs,while the World forgets 


The Tudor's Glory, and Plantagenet's, 

While leſſen'd every new victorious Year, 

Her hundred Great Forefathers Aas appear. 

To valiant Hands, Tallard, abroad ſhe owes, 

And Heads expert at home for Council choſe. 
The State of Britain, thus prodigious grown, 

It is not Churchill's Arm ſupports alone.;..., 

For other Heroes make, by ANNE's Command, 


Their Thunder5 fear'd at Sea, like bis by Land: 


And Peterborough wants no Wreaths in Spain, 


By whoſe officious Toil, a Crown is Charles's Gain, 


But as no Empire yetſo bleſt has bin, 
That had not ſtill ſome Enemies within : 
Them too with Art uncommon ſhe ſubdues, 
And Mildneſs is the Weapon ſhe doth uſe : 
Such Means to conquer FaQtion ſeldom fail, 
For where the Queen proves weak, the Mother 
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Now ſure, Tallard, a Princeſs fram'd like Her. 
Neceſlity of Winning muſt infer, _ $1 
The certain Danger to thy Maſter paint, 
And thence be canoniz'd thy Country's Saint ; 

Her ſoffring Sons an ended War would eaſe, 
The Lenitive alone for their Diſeaſe : 

W here Blood no longer Sabjetts can afford, 

It's Husbandry of State, to ſheath the Sword. 
Nor ſhould he think it, of a Bluſh the Cauſe, 

To leta Woman's Tongue impoſe him Laws ; 

He ſoon may find, in turning Annals o'er, 

Kings ſtooping often on as mean a Score. 

It grates, I know, to that ſoft Sex'to bow, 

Which Cuſtom ſtill the Weaker does allow. 

Bat tet him ſee what States £!:za ſhook, 

Or on the Roman dread Bonduca took : 

Then tell the Trophies which adorn the Throne 
Of our third Female Boaſt ; and ſure he'll own, | 
(Howe'er it juſtly may to ſome belong) = 

1n Briti/h Queens, at leaſt, the Attribuce is wrong, 


: ——— 


GE 


An OD E, occafion'd by the Battel of R a- 
mellies. By Mr. B-—y. 


4 7xow will the grateful Senate praiſe ! 


What new recording Pillars raiſe ! 
Thar with Eternal Battles glow 
To kindle Britains for the Foe, 
Our Roman Sires to Merit free, 


Profuſe of Immortality ; 


Of Him who had his Country ſerv'd, 
In: various Piles the Fame preſery'd : 
On Earth the Hero frown'd in Braſs, 

And ſhook the Skies with Fove in Verſe: 


Val. IV. | State-Afairs. 

His Fellows on his Fame rely, 

And ſwear by his Divinity : 

Had Fate indulg'd the Roman Name, 

And with a Churchill ſwelld her Fame, 

New Obelisks had reach'd the Skies, 

And ſhadow'd half their Deities. 

Pharſalia vaniſh'd in the Blaze 

Of Blenheim, and of Rammelies ! 

But meaner Paths the Roman trod,. 

By making Slaves to grow a Gad : 

Whilſt Britain's Hero never gains 

A Conqueſt, but to break their Chains 3 

From whoſe each glorious Toil might riſe 

A Caeſar, or a Hercules, 
Thus from his Race the Fair may claim 

A Title to a Beauty's Fame; 

Richina Lip! a Cheek! a Hand ! 

Or any Charm of Sunderland. 


The Benefits of a Theatre, 


Pam Ferry be quiet, ceaſe railiog in vain, 

Nor banter the Stage with lnvectives agaln 3 

| find thou art ignorant ſtill of its Merir, 

And rail. bat as Quakers when warm'd with the. 
. WEAR | (Spiril. 

Shall a Place be put down when we ſce it affords 

Fit Wives for great Poets, and W —-5 for great. 

Since Angellica bleſt with a ſingular Grace (Lords? 

Had by her fine Acting preſerv'd all his Plays, 

In an amorous Rapture young Yalentine ſaid, 

One ſo/fit for his Plays, might be fic for his Bed ; 

He warmly purſu'd her, ſhe yielded her Charms, 

And bleſt the kind Youngſter 1g her Kinder Arms : 


{ En Bar 


But at length the poor Nymph did for Juſtice in. 
The TEES (plore 
tas married her now, thohe'd—— her 1. 
it icch things will help to reform thy ill Nature, 
Prithee Jerry enquire the Truth of the Matter. 
Ak D—1 the Rake whathe means atThreeſcore? 
Or prithee ask C———n what made her turn W-..? 
To be kept by a Duke there is much to be ſaid I 
Eſpecially roo fince ſhe foundly is paid for'r; (for't, 
Since hcr Voice and her Eyes could his Grace (9 
TOY IE i gt 
 *T'was better ſnap him than be mumbl'd by X — ch: 
Next ask honeſt P---ce what the Devil he thinks on, 
To let his dear Betty be ſtallion'd by K——-a ? 
What Philtres his Lordſhip made. uſe of to win her, 
That one ſo demure ſhould be turn'd to a Sinner ? 
A Saint in appearance, but true Fleſh and Blood, 
Who reſiſted the Devil as long as ſhe could, 
'$0long he attack'd her, the Matter is clear, 
_ She perfectly long'd to-be — by aP—. 


A— _ * ” 


ASIMILE.. 


J EAR Thomas, didſt thou never pop 

LY Thy Head into a Tinman's Shop ? 
There, Thomas, didſt thou never ſee 
CTis but by way of Simile) | 
A Squirrel fpend his little Rage, 
In jumping round a rouling Cage ? 
" The Cape, as either ſide turn'd up, 
Striking a Ring of. Bells a top — 3; 
_ Mov'd inthe Orb, pleas'd with the Chimes, 
T he fooliſh Creature thinks he climbs : 
But here or there, turn Wood or Wire, 
He never gers two Inches higher. 


$9 
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co fares it with thoſe merry Blades, 4-4 
That frisk it under Pindus Shades, 

In noble Songs and lofty Odes, _ 
They tread on Stars, and talk with Gods: 
Still dancing in an airy round, 

Still pleas'd with their own Verſes ſound : 
Brought back, how faſt ſo certhey go, 
Always aſpiring, always low, 


« "Le d__———— I 
i 


The Jubilee Necklace 3 Ora Preſent fron 
C. 11L. to the D. of M. a Satyr. 


N days of Yore, when Albion's Kings did break - 
| The Papal Yoke that long had gall'd theirNeck, 
Boldly refoly'd to vindicate their Right, 

Reſoly'd with ſuperſtitious Rome to fight, 

Alternate Victories their Armies won, 

Now th' Engliſh conquer, then the Engli/hrun 

Fortune to both alike did prove benign, 

Doubtful to which the Glory to reſign ; 

At length the Britons charg'd the Roman Foe, 

And put them to a total Overthrow : 

The Roman Powers being thus o'erthrown, 7 

The Roman Pontiff with Paternal Groan _ C 

Utter'd theſe Words from his declining Throne. 0 
| ſee the fatal Criſis now is come 

That puts a Period to our Mother Rome ; 

Methinks my Mitre's fallen off my Head, 

Methinks my Majefty's already fled ; 

Help, I conjure you, as.you hope to ſhare 

(After my Death) the noble Porph'ry Chair ; 

F Help to ſupport the Ark of God from Fall, 
Whoſe Ruin needs muſt overwhelm you all. 

He ſaid—and ſtrait the Scarlet-Brother roſe, 

0 | hoſe Robey confornrd in colour to his Noſe : _ 
E3: --.: 1s 


Oneof Addreſs, a Perſon de-bon- aire, 
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His Speech (as well became a Man of God) 
Scented of Fire, of Faggot and of Blood ; 
He mov'd his Holineſs to try again 
By open Force, his Fortune on the Plain. 

He ſat ——— and ſoon aroſe another Son 
Of the ſame Church, but a more prudent one : 
May't pleaſe your Holineſs, the Cardnal cry'd, 
Some under-handed Dealings muſt be try'd; - 
Some private Envoys into Britain ſend, 

They moſt infallibly will gain your end. 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when all the Conclave ſaid, 


Thoſe means, and thoſe alone ſhould beeſſay'd. 
They cald St. Dominick, a Sparkiſh Fry'r, 


Who long a Confeſlor to Nuns had been, 
Who all the Female Weakneſſes had ſeen; | 
Him they commiſſion'd into Britain, there (Tare: i 
Amongſt the Britiſh Wheat, to ſow the Romiſt 
Him they inſtruQ& Vattack the Female Sex, 
Soft and compliant as the DuQtile Wax : 
Strictly they charg'd him all ſuch means to try 
As beſt would ſute with Female Levity. 

The Fryer thus inftructed, wafted o're 
To Fertile Albion's'Sea-ſurrounded ſhoar ; 
Where being arriv'd, a cunning Scheme he drew 
O'th' Meaſures he intended to purſue : 
Soon he, by his inſinuating Art, 
Subdu'd the Fort of fair Corinna's Heart ; 
To her, the Prieſt a Necklace did preſent, 
Whoſe very Make explain'd the bad Intent 
Of him that gave it : at the end there hung 
A Croſs of Beads moſt exquiſitely ſtrung. 

Thus then the Frier (when the Crucifix 

' Hung down from bigotted Corinna's Neck) 

His Kiſſes to the Pendant Croſs addreſs't ; 

But his Deſign's to kiſs Cor:nna's Breaſt. 


Simple 
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cimple Corinna in her Necklace prides, 
Whilſt Prieſt her Folly ſecretly derides ; 
He laughs to ſee that Sex impos'd upon, 
To ſee the Female Sex ſo cas'ly won, 
To ſee the Women glory in their Shame 
And value what's deſtruQtive of their Fame. | 
How pleaſant is't for cunning Prieſt to pray, y 
And ſeem to th'Crucifix his Pray*rs to ſay, (way 3 
Whilſt wanton Handsand Mindsdo ſtroleanother 
How leud is't in the Boſom Croſs to ſer, 
As if you'd ſay, This Place is to be let ? 
What is it but to tempt the Wanton Prieſts» 
Towiſh to be a Croſs to lie betwixt your Breaſts? 
* Corinna, vainer Lovers tointice, 
« By this pretended Signal prompts their Vice, 
« While they pay Homage to her flowing Breaſt, 
« The pointing Jewel repreſents the reſt, 
« Thus outward Zeal they to that Image ſhow, 
« But *c5s the Idols meant that dwells below - 
« She meant it to her ſelf, and *tis as good 
« To have it ſpoke, as have it underſtood. 
No ſooner had Corinna us'd the Faſhion, 
But all the Modiſh Ladies in the Nation 
Reſolv'd to imitate Corinna's Dreſs, 
And wear dependant Croſs between their Breaſts ; 
Thus the Contagion o'er the Sex did fly, 
And all were pleas'd with Popiſh Frippery. 
The Prieſt well knew he ſoon ſhould win the Men, 
Could he but o'er their Wives a Conqueſt gain; 
For Man has always us'd to be, from Adam, 
Yielding to th* Will of his Endearing Madam, 
So ſubtle Serpent firſt with Eve began, 
And having won her, overreach'd the Man ; 
Juſt ſo Rome's Prieſts (the Serpent's Progeny) 
Do imitate their Father's Policy. 
But now the time, too {oon the time was come, 
That Dominick muſt Retrograde to Rome, 


E 3 To 


To tell th” Event of his Commiſſion, 
- To tell what mighty Wonders he had done. 
Soon as I arriv'd the Confiſtory far, 
Eager to hear St, Dominick relate 
The wonderful, th incredible Succeſs 
He had 'th* Buſineſs of his Holineſs, 
| Nor were their Expectations baulkt, for he 
Withall his Art harangu'd the Company, 
Telling them how ſucceſsful he had been, 
What means heus'd the Britiſh Hearts to win, 
This ſoon made all the Cardinals agree, ? 
_ Thar Necklaces and fuch like Foppery 
Would not impede the Growth of Popery. \ 
Then they refolv'd another Prieſt to ſend 
To pertect this, their fo Important End. 


—_—_ 
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The QUIETUS.» 


T Jow fleeting is Honor? Who'd ſtrive to be Great, | 
Or glitter with Pomp in a Car of the State, 
When ſo oft *tis attended with Phaeron's Fate ? 


Applavſes and Glory may prop em awhile, 
_ The Xing and the Council alike on *em ſmile, 
T:ll at length they are cavght and trapp'd ina Toi. 


When S——s firſt hand''d the Purſe and the Mace, 
His Wit might have told him in Clarendon's Caſe, 
He attempted to lit in a Quickſilver Place. 


But. y Lord he was mortal, and each has his Failing, 
He adher'd to theConrt,and praftis'd wrongDealing, 
Old S—r and M——ve did both fall a Railing 


oy 


R To 


Vol. LV. 
| Tohis Quietus he was forc'd to ſubmit, 


Hed Blots in his Tables he knew would be hit, 
Which /—w and ſome others wou'd never acquit. 


The King and the Council, 25 ſome do ſurmiſe, 
Do juggle together, and ſeem to adviſe, 
While a cratity old Fox rules all in Diiguiſe. 


The Meaſures are taken from $S—— 4's Nod, 
Whoin old Macchiauvil's Maxims has trod ; 
To pleaſure his Frince he'd forteir his God. 


APolitick Jack, whoin Times isa Peeper, (deeper, 


Own'd S——<s had Faults, but // —— *'s would be 
Then whip goes the Sea!, and adieu my Lord K —T- 
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Epilogue ſpoken by Mrs. Moantfort at the 
Theater Royal in Drury Lane, 1705. 


A* a young Lawyer many Years will drudg, 
In hopes at laſt to be a lazy /udg; 1 
And as a Stateſman ſhows a buſy Face, 

To ſneak, or rail himſelf into a Place: 

Soa young Aareſs ſtrives your Hearts t'tngage, 
That ſome kind Man may take her off the Stage. 
Were it my Lot, I'm thinking where to choote, 
And who wou'd beſt become the Marriage-Nooſe : 
Criticks abhor it, Beaus the leaſt are fir, 
Who more want Manhood, tho they much want Wit. 
A Country Squire would do, ſome Loving Hound, 
That's Bailiff to his Wife, and tills her Ground ; 
Bet then an aQive Laſs finds ſmall Delight 

in one whoqrinks all Day, and ſnores all Night. 
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A Colonel 1 could like, that loves the War, 
One that is abſent from me half the Year 5 
Returns with Plunder laden, and full Pay, 

But in two Months he'l] game it all away. 

In ſhort, Ithiak, tho thar's a ſtanding Jeſt, 

A fooliſh, plodding Cheapſade Hosband' $ beſt ; 

For City- Wives are grown moſt Courtly High, 
And Mourning wear when Foreign Princes die ; 
Tho lately they have found it to their Coſt, 
Many have mourn'd their Husbands Credit loſt. 
But e'er my ſelf to ſuch a Pitch l rate, 

Let my good Acting firſt deſerve that Fate :- 
A Phbenixonce you had, Thateach allows, [Sighing 
Think from Her Aſhes I, lonly roſe ; 

Like her no Pains Ul] ſpare, like her. to laſt, 

And pleaſe in various Ways your various Taſt ; 
Believe me, promifj Ng, tho Young and Wild, 
And for the Mother's Worth ſupport the Child, 


tf; / TITER 


A Dialogue between Paſquin and Mortorio, | 
Two Statues in Rome. | 


Mor. WW Yan Paſ.- ſincethe laſt Eledion, i 
| thought you had no Buſineſs for Re- 


(fleQtion ! 
French Luid-ores, that never us'd to fail, | 
Have loſt their Virtue now, and can't prevail ; 
And honeſt Clement wiſely does eſpouſe, 
DIEITION laid alide, the Common Cauſe. 


Paſ. True,but the Engliſh Senators have made 
Themſelves the Subject of a Paſquinade 


Mor. Pray hold your Tongue. [ Paſ-—Why ſo? 
(I need not fear, 


Mer, 


Their Serjcant farely cannot reach me here, 


- "th Abs A 
4s Me 
. 


Mo. Their Privileges daily they extend, 
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For, like the World to come,jthey're without End ; 


And if their Pow'r but equally increaſe, | 

You may have Cauſe to wiſh you'd held your Peace. 

But what's the Quarrel? [ Paſ—I can makeit ont, 

' That tho 500 us'd to Sit and Vote, iy 

(Art leaſt 400 Senators and odd) 

They're now reducd to 4 [Morf— To 4? 

; PER  _[Paſ——To04 indeed. 

One 24, one S, two H Fs, and no more, 

The Nation repreſent, and that's but Four. 

The reſt are (o's) and no Number make, 

Unleſs you do from theſe the Units take. (know, 
Mor. How can that be? [| Paſ— If you deſire to 

Ned will inform you, and Fack tell you HOW. 

Ask at Vienna, Shall we War proclaim ? 

To be reſolv'd they'l] bid you go to them : 

And at the Hague they'll tell you, It's as they, 

And not the King and his Allies ſhall ſay. 

Huffing D' Avaux does vaunt and ſwear Be Gar, 

My Maſter do de Dutch nor no Confederate fear, 

If .S. and Shak Hoo 'gainst him don declare - 

Dem be vill make his own, and den videaſe, 

Can winde and turn de ref wich vay dey pleaſe. 

But who, except Lewis le Grand, that knows 

The Force of Luid'ores, would &er ſuppoſe, C 

That Four ſhould lead Four Hundred by the Noſe ! 


—_—__ 


— 
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The Nine K_—-s. 


Or gone for to vilit his Hog —— ns at Hague, 
For fear in his Abſence his SubjeRts repine, 

He canton'd his Kingdom, and left em to Nine, C 
Eight ignorant P—rs, and a Blockiſh D-—ne. 


To 


Ils wafted to Hollandon ſome State Intrigue, 
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To make up the Hydrathere's C —, that dull Tooi, 
W ho governs the Church as the State he does rule, | 
To make their Commiſſions more glibly run down, 
*Twas wiſely contriv'd to hedg in the Gown; 

P — ke the Sage, who o'er all does preſide, 
Fluſh'd with Champaign is a giddy raſh Guide. 
If the Goblet but airs his Brain and his Pulſe, 
The State's in an Ague, and we are convulsd. 
D-—e the Haughty, the Bluſtring Rake, 
Is juſt fit to govern the Arſe in the Peak ; 
Who tortures his Tenants, and nought will defray, 
_ Wequickly ſhall fee how a Scepter hell ſway. 
The K— had better have kept to the Law, 
To banter a Witneſs, and find out a Flaw, 
W hat he knows in the State I'd not give him a 

| PT | (Straw. } 
'Tis true, he's tranſlated by fome lucky Hit, 
E.ike the Frog in the Fable hell ſwell till he fplit ; 
The Concluſion will prove him to be a ſtark Aſs, 
He'd better have kept to his Fees and his Glaſs. 
The Monarch was mad, or he'd ne'er have employ'd 
A Blabjin the State,that his Secrets deſcry*d. 
Now 1A— b's advanc'd, yet moſt of the Wiſe 
Will have him to rule as his Wife does advife. 
Some Lady at Court perhaps may repine, 
She is a Lord Juſtice as well as the NV;ye. 


ts _— 4 A... _ PF 
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The Prophecy, 1703. 


| To 
LYAVES Great Naſſau is dead and gone, 
| That Hero of the Briti/h Throne, 


Whoſe Equal never will be known. 
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When Rogues bare-fac'd appear in Packs, 


When State Phyſicians are all Quacks, 
And Privy Counſellors are Jacks. 


When ContradiQtions do meet, 
And Knaves are at the Belm of State, 
Tho faithful and unfortunate, 

4 


When A. — b, Coons L-—y, 


Have acted over the old Story, 
And Jreland has been ruPd by Tory. 


$* 
When S——, H——, and Fack H—— 
Agree the Nation to undo, | 
Tho each would hang the other two, 

* 
When nauſeous Fack can quiet ſit, 
That is, when all his Venom's ſpit, 
Of Conſtitution and of Wit. 


Te | 
When Glouceſter has ſmelt out the Knave, 


And Patriot Fack Recourſe muſt have 
To Foreign Borough to in(lave. 


When England's Intereſt is ſecn clearly, 
When Parties carry matters fairly, 
And Trimming is left off by H——y. 


When $—-- ſcorns Salt-Petre Pence, 
When Bolles to Bedlam 'as no pretence, 
And any B—t:e can talk Senſe. 

| 20. 


When H—ges, richly worth the Gallows, 


For what the Magdalen College tells us, 
Shall repreſent thoſe very Fellows. 
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oy OO 
When Worth's prefer'd without the Ready, 
When wav'ring B-—le is once fixt ſteddy, 
When H-—s is leſs Knave than Ady. "o 
EOS 12, 
When Harry B — Ie ſhall keepleſs Pother 
With his no Hair, and be no Lover, 
Or be as honeſt as his Brother. 
ER) "o 
When B —— gton is in Difgrace, 
"Cauſe he won't vote to get a Place, 
Tho promis'd, is not call'd his Grace. 
Ry 7 
When Tories fall into a Trance, 
And give up dear Non-Reſiſtance, 
And ceaſe to wiſh Succels to France. 
Che: 
When M——— ve, who long ſeem'd proof-Place, 
The firſt that's vacant does embrace, ny 
To Geeſe and Ganders the ſame Sauce. 
Re hes 16, _ 
When honeſt Men dare ſhew their Faces, 
When Wit and Senſe are no Diſgraces, 
When C— by has no minc'd Places. 


I. 
When R h has left his Puns, 
When C—ts has only his Coach Duns, 
And Fack's Lieutenant of the Guns. 
18, 

When he has Places in Poſſeſſion, 
For having open made Profeſſion, 
Againſt the Proteſtant Succeſſion. 


239, 
That chief of the informing kind, 
To whom old Eſcrick's Soul we find 
By wondrous Tranſmigration join'd. 
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When England's Bulwark, our great Fleet, 
That never ſhould fear odds they meet, 
Shall baſely on the Square retrear. 
SO 
When comes to nought our great Deſcent, 
And moſt Men think *twas never meant, 
When R o— ks are on ſach Errands ſent. 
22s 
When 8 - s, whom all Knaves do dread, 
The trueſt Britan &er was bred, 
Shall therefore loſe his able Head. 
23, 
When W- -t one prudent thing his done, 
 T* exchange the lopt one for his own ; 
Better have that that's off than none. 
2.4. 
When Church to Charity is given, 
That is, when Numbers odd or even, 
Or Rowe's in Chappel of St. Stephen. 


"THe. 
When the dull Dutch turn merry Grigs, 
When true-born Exgliſhmen turn Prigs, 
When Biſhops are condemn'd for Whigs, 

26, 
When $——11 ſhall leave off to ſwive, 
And under C—#'s Trade ſhall thrive, 
The dulleſt Clergy-maa alive. 

27. 

When Weſtern Prelates ' O88 and rant, 
And *tdoes appear that there's no want 
Of Senſe in Honeſt T—— of Cant. 
| "" TN 
When Ned, omaiſcient Proto-Martyr, | 
To calver'd Salmon ſhall give Quarter, 
Or leave his Trade of following after. 
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When E=—-x ſhall wefieme the Rummer, 


And ſpend with his own Wife a Summer, I 
And Ge Lt. A 5 m dear P = 


When W=——T's c———_ fulſom Relic, 


Of Senſe and bhape intirely Belgick, 
Shall be by B -— &@4 "Ong h Angellick. 


When Men can fancy Cach a Whale, 
And ſuch old ſtuff is made a Stale, 
To catch our filly Dukes withal, 

32. 
When Tear-ſhirt W », fand for wenching, 
His Whores and Coded is retrenching, 
Or ſhall conſent tolet " French in, 


When France ſhall faithfully keep Leagues, 
When Maintenon leaves State Intrignes, 
And Menare born with No left Legs. , 


When theſe Strange highs ſhall come to paſs 
England ſhall be, or m an Aſs, 
The ſtrangeſt Queendom EVEr Was. 
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The (Country Part os Advice to thoſe. little 
Scriblers, who pretend to write better 
Senſe than Great Secretaries: Or, My, 
Stephens's Triumph over the Pillory, 
1700, fre . 


1 


E wiſe as Ad ——— 11, as Br ——e be brave, 
1) As Philips Airy, and as ones look Grave ; 
Humble as Przor be 3 Sachev'relPs Zeal, 
For Church and Loyalty, will fit you well: 
Like Pittis, I would have you love the Church, _ 
But not like him, be by herleft th” Lurch, 
For the well governing your Poetry, 
Rymer and Dennis let your Patterns be: 
| Andif ir bear laſt your Scribling Fate 
To triumph o'er a Pill'ry, cer too late, 
| Like merecant, and be not obſtinare. 

Remember Tutchin's Boldneſs for his Cauſe, 
Thar ſtood the fiery Trial of the Laws. 
When ſneaking Scriblers poorly ſue for Grace, 
He triumphs o'er '*em with an honeſt Face, 

So Ridpath (miles at all Fate's harſh Decrees, 
Bur can't be pleasgd, when forc'd to. pay his Fees, 
When Parchment- Rolls, like murd'ring War ol 


Libels, that raiſe the trembling Poets fears, (pears, | 
And ſet Mankind together by the Ears. | 
Theſe to avoid, in dull Tranſlation Trade, | 
Bowyer, and Savaze, and Oldmixoy read; | | 4 
Or deal in News, and write whate'er you will, | 
But mind you Scrjble on the right Szde (£11) ; | 


| Fhen 
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Then you may Letters from Altea bring, | 

If like Fontvive, *tis with a juſt Deſign 

To pleaſe the Government and ſerve the Queen, \ 

_ So writes De Foe, an Author now in Vogue, 

Who was ſo lately Pillor'd for a R-----=; 

Therefore let his Example, yours be made ; 

Neitherof Fines, nor Pillories, be afraid. 

Teſly wites on, and Gildon ſtill is free 

_ Tolaughat Ward for writing Poetry ; 

Whoſe Proſe eſcapes the Cen(ſure of the Times, 
And Informations fall on jingling Rhymes, 
Foſum vp all; let Drake's juſt Merit be 

A Caution to Poetick Liberty. 
Since Ward's true Genius, and ſince Grldon's Senſe, 

At laſt has brought them to a Dearth of Pence, 

*Tis hard their Learning, and each Turn of Wit, 
Should only make them for this Triumph fit. 


—_—_— 


A New Prologue ſpoken at the Theatre m 
Lincolns-Inn- Fields, oz Saturday, 
July the 8th, 1704. in Praiſe of 
the Wells, 


HY is great Phebus ſtiPd the God of Lays, 
W ho proves ſo great an Enemy to Plays ? 
Moſt products thrive by thoſe prolifick Fires, 
| By which the Languid, Drooping Stage expires, 
The Sun calls forth the Towa to Rural Sport, 
For Wilds and Fields ye change the Stage and 

: _.._._ (Court, 
To Baths and IVells the Beaus and Belles retort. 
To[Vells, that great Receit which DoCtors give; 
To Wells, by which none but Phyſicians live ; a 

| 0 
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To Wells, that heal the Gout, and cauſe theStone; 
To Wells, that P45 ten Pains in curing one. | 
There the dull Splenetick is cur'd of Life, 

And the tormented; Husband eas'd of Wife, 
For Wife, the worſt of Plagues, as ſome ſdppoſe, 
Is carry'd off by. Waters, or by Beaus, 
Their painful, Love, to Youth the worſt Miſhap, 
Is cur'd by that moſt ſure Receit, a Clap. 
There finds a Virgin Help, with Fits upon her, 
Of that moſt languiſhing Diſeaſe call'd Honour. 
There the young Squire, ſick of his happy Fate, 
Is purg'd of. Folly, and a great Eſtate, 

| There barren Spouſe is ſent by trading Sot, _ 
And there a Pox, or Alderman is got.  _ 
In ſhort, of all Degrees the Wells draw ſome ; 2 


But more are thoſe calPd by the Martial Drum : 
The Tragick Scenes Abroad ſpoil thoſe at Home. 
Tragick indeed, but Tragick to our Foes ; 

Let wide Germania ſing, Germania knows, 

How much to Britain's Bravery ſhe owes, 

To Anna's Arms the Auſtrian owes his Crown, 
She ſaves the Father, and reſtores the Son. 


at 


Upon the firſt fit of the Gout. . 


Elcome thou friendlyEarneſt of Fourſcore, 
Promiſe-of Health, that haſt alone the 
SE Te Tak (Power 
T attend the Rich, unenvy'd by the Poor, 
Thou that doſt Eſculapius deride, 
And o'er his Gallypots in Triumphs ride: 
Thou that art ugd t attend the Royal Throne, 
And under-prop the Head that wears the Crown : 
Thou that in Privy-Councils oft doſt wait, 
And guardſt from drouſy Sleep the Eyes of m_ : 
DE. F 2 


wo 
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Thou that upon the Bench art mounted high; 
And warnſt the Judges how they tread awry : 
| Thou that doſt oft from pamper'd Prelates Toe; 
Emphatically urge the Pains below : ; 
, *Thou that art always half the City's Grace, 
And addfſt to ſolemn Noddles ſolemn Pace : 
| Thou that art ner from Velvet Slippers free, 
Whence comes this unſought Honour unto me? 
Whence does this mighty Condeſcenſion flow _ 
To viſit my poor Tabernacle ? Oh! | 
As Fove vouchſaf'd on Ida's top, *tis ſaid, 
At poor Philemor's Cot to take a Bed; 
Pleag?d with his poor, but hoſpitable Feaff, 
Fove bid him ask and granted his Requeſt. 
So do thou grant (for thou'rt of Race Divine, 
Begot on Yenus by the God of Wine) 
My humble Suit; and either give me Store 
To entertain thee, or ne'er ſee me more. 


li. 


tt 


Upon Dr. B's Suit to the B, of N. for « 
Biſhoprick. | | 


Mong the little Pages that were ſent | 
With Morning How D'yes, and a Compliment, iſ 
Was ſeen a lofty Member of the Church, 
Whoſe Name I think they ſaid was Dr, B. 
With Primitive Humility he ſat, 
Fawning and cringing at the Lady's Gate 3 
Trying t ingage the Porter in Diſcourſe, 
Whether her Grace were better now or worſe: 
In hopes by juſt Degrees he might aſcend, | 
And to the waiting Maid his Buſineſs recommend. 
The honeſt Porter, eaſy of Acceſs, 
Began his Brother Gown-man to careſs : 


Wy | 
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And ſoon familiar grown in cloſe Debate, 
Told him ſome ſecret Myſteries of State. 
The wou'd-be-Prelate vainly now began 
To think he ſhould a Dignity obtain ; 
And pleas'd with the new Friendſhip he had gain'd; 
Haſted forthwith to Kiſs black Dicky's hand z; — 
Dicky the black, whoſe great and favorite Name 
Is known as far as that of Nottingham ; PREY 
Dicky who to the Church was ever kind, (Friend. 
Thrice ſhook his Hand, thrice ſwore he'd be his 
Slighted, contemn'd, and ſcorn'd by Menof Senſe, 
Noted for Ignorance and Impudence, 

Thus meanly he is forc'd © implore the Aid 

Of Porter, Valet, Page, and Chambermaid. 

Next let us trace him to the Weſtern Quire, 
And ſee with what Applauſe he'fills the Chair. 
With ſuch a Graceful Boldneſs does he teach, 

You'd ſwear all was his own that he did preach. 

So gay in borrow'd Feathers does he ſhine ; 

But Strat and South are known in every Line. 

For South's deep Learning always will appear, 

And Sprat will be diſtinguiſh'd by the Ear. 

My Brother B. crys Sprat in Courtly tone, 

Hath to my Sermons too much Honour done. 

Whilſt rugged South, made of a coarſer Mould, 
Swears he's a Thief, and ſcandalouſly bold. 

Some do indeed admire his wondrous Height, 

As if he could ſupport the Churches Weight; 

That he alone could bear the Ballance down, 
'Gainſt Whiggiſh Primate and the. Scoti/h Loon ; 
With Care he will the Right Divine maintain, 

And many Female Proſelytes he'll gain. 
With the fair Sex Knaves ſtill will moſt prevail, } 
Hypocriſy with them can never fail. i 

The crafty Prieſt well knows his ſubtle Art, 

And will continue ſtill to a&t his Part. 


| F 2 _ Whether 
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W hether in Midnight Healths the Bowls go round; 
Whether at Dice he is with Fortune crown'd ; 
Whether he forms ſome dark or deep Deſign, 
For killing Wives he never thought a Crimes 
Whether his falſe deluding Tongue does move 
To Matrimonial or Inceſtuous Love. 
But here my Muſe, be ſilent as the Night, _ 
In which he aQs thoſe Scenes of lend Delight, 
Leſt thou tranſgreſs the bounds of Satyr's Laws, 
Or Mother-Church eſpouſe her Bully's Cauſe. 


— - 


The Addreſs, 1704. 


Yy E Men of Might, and muckle Power, 
Our Repreſenting K— Sz 
Who High-Church Zealots to reſtore, 
And Toleration AQs devour, 

Would make us all your Slaves. 


© 


You lately told her Majeſty, 

You would retrieve her Honour ; 
*Tis plain you meant it to deceive : 
And you'l the Nation's Faults retrieve, 

By bringing new ones on her. 


_ If you would have us think youre true, 
Let Actions make it known; 
The Nation's Happineſs perſue, 
Her old Miſcarriages review, 
But don't forget your own. 


Tell us, ye Sons of Emptineſs. 
Explain this Contradition : 

How can Contention bring forth Peace, 

Or how a Nation have Succeſs, 


Without the Laws ProteCtion ? You 
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You that with Lawyers ſo abound, 
| And Men of Elocution; Fe 
Your 4. hb, W——<t, and N—y ſend, | 
See if they can your Works defend 
As well as Conſtitution. 


You meet in Clubs, and ſtrong Cabals, 
To controvert EleQions : | 
But Party Intereſt there prevails, 
Merit and Senſe of Honour fails, 
And meets with no ProteCtion. 


With Houſe of Peers you're wondrous Nice, 
Of Reputation tender ; 

But they ſee thro the thin diſguiſe, 

And where you're fooliſh, they're as wiſe, 
And they're our true Defenders. 


In Reaſon, Management, and Law, 
"They turn you round and round ; 

No Age ſuch Bubbles ever ſaw, 

The Lines of Juſtice thwart you draw, 
And all your Plots confound. 


With mighty Votes, and furious Bill, 
You keep a wretched pother ; 

| But A———— manag'd it ſo ill, 

[The Cheat came out againſt your Will, 
And fav'd Diſſenting Brother. 


The blundring ' Orator betray'd 
The Snake of Perſecution ; | 
The Trojan Aſs ſo loudly bray'd, 
it made the Nation all afraid, 
In ſpite of Elocution. 


E 3 He 
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He told you Places were ingrofs'd 
In all the wiſer Nations, 
By thoſe that worſhip God the moſt ; 
Bur we have found it toovr coſt, 
. *'T has here been out of Faſhion. 


For Rogues get into Church and State, 
And wiſe Men circumvent; 
Leudneſs dire&s the Magiſtrate, 
Knaves rule tbe Caſh, and Fools the Fleet, 
And both the ÞP———t. = 


With Royal Faith her Majeſty 
Had back'd the Toleration ; 
'And you, with Fngliſh Honeſty, | 
Wou'd have her Faith and Vows deny, 
And ruin all the Nation. ' © 


No wonder you're aſham'd toprint 
The Votes of your Proceeding; 
The Nation ſoon knew what you meant, 
And that there would be ſomething in't, - 
That would not bear the reading. EF 


_ Of Y7illiaws Grants you now complain, 

— Without regard to Merit; *- 

But the leud Gifts of former Reigns, 

To Whores and Papiſts, you maintain, 
And Baſtards may inherit,  - 


You recognize wiſe N 
As one that did his Duty; 

And there are other Rogues of Fame, 

To whom you ought to do the ſame, - 
Becauſe they are fo true t? ye, + - 


mM, 


oo. 


53 


-- 


Vol. IV. 

But here the Miſchief of it lies, 

| Your CharaQer's a Scandal; - 

For any Knaves in Church-diſguiſe, 

And any Fool you like's as wiſe, 
 Whenwe're to be trapan'd all. 


You are the Men that once cry'd down 
The Treaty of Partition; 
After the mighty things y? have done, 
Pray have you not reduc'd the Crown 
Into a worſe Condition ? 


We wou'd be glad you'd make it plain, 
And fain we would believe it, 
When better Terms you'l for us gain, 
And how thoſe better Terms maintain, 
That we might all perceive it. 


The very day you firſt began 
Diſſenters to reform, 

Heaven told you *twou'd be all in vain, 

| Anddid its juſt Diſlike explain, 

Ina prodigious Storm. 


But Heaven thoſe Men correQts in vain, 
Who are for Judgment worſe ; 

Who ſtill their Vices will retain, 

Who firſt the Bleſſing dare diſdain, 
And then deſpiſe the Curſe. 


In all the grand Faux-Pa?s you make, 

Cou'd you be curs'd alone, 
Wou'd Heaven ſuch proper Vengeance take, 
We might not ſuffer for your ſake, 

You were welcome to go on. 


F 4 
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Then you wight all your ſelves undo, 
And for the time to come 


Make out this Riddle to be true, 
How you can foreign Wars purſue, 
_ By railing Feuds at home. 


W hen you look back on William's Reign, 
And his Miſtakes diſcloſe, 
of his bad ConduC& you complain ; 
But if you'd view It o'er again, 
"'Twou'd all your own expoſe. 


Your want of Temper to thelaſt, 
Did his Deſigns defeat, 

Always too (low, or elſe too faſt, 

Too backward, or in too much haſt, 
Too cold or elſe too hor. 


We wiſh you would look back upon 
The modern things you boaſt, | 
The great Exploits your Fleets have done, ' 


The Glory gain'd, the Conqueſt won, 
And how much all has coſt. 


With wonted Courage and Succeſs 
Sir R-——k invaded Spain ; 

His wonted Conduct we confeſs, 

And all Men own the Happineſs, 
Thet he's come home again. 


The Lords have now thrown out your Bill, 
Which moves your Indignation 
But you betray your want of Skill, 
And manage your Revenge ſoill, 
You're the jeſt of all the Nation. 


Your 
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| Your Anceſtors with one Conſent, 
Complain'd of Lawleſs Power ; 
Made Laws our Bondage to prevent, 
And you of thoſe good Deeds repent, 
| And all thoſe Laws devour. 


You are the firſt that are apply'd 

_ Teexalt th' encroaching Crown, 
As if you did not know that Pride, 
When mounted up, and ask'd to ride, 
Wou'd pull Religion down, 


| Your Strange Unparallel'd Addreſs 
No leſs affronts the Queen, 

Prompts her the lawful Power t abuſe, 

Tells her ſhe holds the Reins too looſe, 
And knows not how to reign. 


Did ever Houſe of K—— but you, 

| Like this betray the Nation? 

ls this our Freedom to purſue, 

Pray what?s Prerogatlive to you, 
In repreſenting Station 2 —\ 


Your Buſineſs is, as all Men know, 
Our Grievance to redreſs, 

Supply the Crown, ſupport it too, 

But not to prompt, he Lord knows who, 
The People to opprels. 


In former time, when Tyrantsreign'd, 
— _ Your Treatments were too rough; 
But if you'd have your Senſe explain'd, 
You give the Queen to underſtand, 
She's not ſevere enough. 
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Is this the bleſſed way you take 
Our Freedoms to defend, 
To force the Queen her Vows to break, 
And all her ſoft Reſolves forſake, 
And absylute Power extend ? 


This Nation has had Kings enough 
That ruPd with Power Deſpotick, 
Who of Tyrannick Arts made Proof, 
And ns'd the Nation much too rough, 

By means and ways Exotic. 


At theſe you always ſnarl'd, and ſhow'd 
Your diſcontented Spirit, | 
And now you would be underſtood, 
Becauſe you have a Queen too good, 
You know not how to bear it. 


With humble Cant, and lowly Speech, 
How you beſiege her Throne, | 

Tell her She is too mild, by Mich, 

That ſhe muſt whip the Nation's B-— h, 
And make her Power be known. 


Have Patience, till by Management 
You bring your King from France ; 
"Tis plain, the ſcope of your Intent 
Is there, or elſe the Devils int, 

And you're all mad by chance. 


When your young Hero mounts the Throne, 
Yow'll quickly have a Proof z 

He'll quickly make the difference known, 

And take juſt Care to have it ſhown, 
Hell tyrannize enough. 
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What Pity *tis you ſhould be fool'd, 
And balk'd in your Petition! 
They who with Scorpions will be ruPd, 
And they who will be ruin'd, ſhould 

Be mock'd in their Submiſſion. 


If &er Tyrannick Powers poſleſs, 7 
And re-reduce the Nation, EN 
' They'l bear their Date from this Addreſs, 
And you'l too late your Crimes confeſs, 
But merit no Compaſllion, 


Now you fall foul upon the Preſs, 
And talk of Regulation ; 

When you our Libelling ſuppreſs, 

| Pray drop your Votes among thereſt, 

For they lampoon the Nation. 


You are the Monkeys of the State, 
And Ape our true Defenders ; 
Heav'n guard us from the haſty Fate, 
Which wiſe Men look for from the Cheat 
_ Of all ſuch vile Pretenders. 


You are the Nation's true Lampoon, 
In Banter be it ſpoken - = 
If you wou'd fave us, 'Tis too ſoon ; 
And 'tis foo late to be undone, 
| Becauſe our Eyes are open. 


And now you ſtand in Peer's Records, 
UVſurpeys of the Nation ; | 

No Men regard your forfeit Words, 

[The Nation's Eyes are on the Lords, 
And there's our ExpeQaation, 
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Your 6G —8s, Ws, R—: ſhall there 
 Theirdue Deſerts encounter, 
And in dne time Vile R-— 
And N-——m may both'appear 
To give a black Account there. 


Aſſure your ſelves the Nation will 
The Houſe of Lords defend, 
You've loſt your Intereſt and your Skill, 
And never wlll regain it, till 
_ Your Manners come to mend, 


That you betray the People's Truſt, 
The Nation knows 1s true, 

Are Arbitrary and Unjuſt ; 

And if we will be ſav'd, we muſt 
Find otber Men than You. 


And now you cavil with the Lords, 
Becauſe they firſt reproy'd you ; 
_ Your Manners juſt Remark affords, 
But moſt of all your Decent Words, 
 HaveR-—sandS=— Ss prov'd you. 


Go home for ſhame ; But firſt the Queer 
Addreſs for Diſſolution 
No more in that high Houſe be ſeen, 
Where ſuch a Scangcal you ha? been 
To th Engliſh Conſtitution. 
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To bis Grace the Duke of Marlborough 
on his late Succeſſes in Flanders, 1706. 


\ \ O'erdiſtant Provinces hold wide Command, 

Mean are thoſe Honours which the Muſe can give, 

Thatin your Name alone aſpires to live. 

She ſees with Rapture your Victorious Arms, 

The Dawn of Liberty's tranſporting Charms ; 

Tries her young Pinions, and would ſoar on high, 

But dazzI'd, downward is compell'd to fly. 

Yet who in ſilence can ſuch Bleſlings ſhare ! 

Thanks to the Gods a pleaſing Tribute are. 

Thrice happy Britain ! Favourite of Heav'n ! 

To whom th'Almighty's righteous Hand has giv'a 

A Queen, from Ages rolling down deſign'd 

To break our Chains, and bleſs undone Mankind. 

She was that Godlike Boon reſerv'd in Store, 

When e*er he ſhould Naſſau to Heav'n reſtore. 
And now impatient to diſcharge her Truſt, 

She bids the Sword ſhake off its {laviſh Ruſt ; 

Each Warlike Inſtrument obeys her Will, 

As you, my Lord, command to fave, or kill. 

Or al} the Confines of the Chriſtian World, 

As LighOning ſwift, her dread Commands are 


(hurPd. 


Three mighty People rais'd from ſad Diſtreſs, 
The Po, the Danube, and the Rhine confeſs : 

But where She does a nearer Friendſhip ow 

She there in Plenty pours her Bleſſings down. 

Replete with Joy, the grateful Dutch ſhall tell, 

How Antwerp, Bruſſels, mighty 24enin fell. 


us Thoſe 


Hileyou, my Lord, with anextenſive Hand; 


E———— ——  ——  — 
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Thoſe Towns whichlate,likean impendingStorm,y 
Did all the Neighb'ring Provinces alarm, 
Do now their Peace, their Liberty confirm, 

_ Oft have Batavia's Sons our Queens implor'd, 
As oft have known their ſinking State reſtor'd: 
When lab'ring under Alva's heavy Yoke 
Eliza freed them, and their Bondage broke : 
Again preſerv'd by ANN 4's Arms they riſe, 

And vanquiſtd France forſakes the glorious Prize. 
In vain had Induſtry inlarg'd that Land, 

Which Nature gave with a penurious Hand ; 

Invain all Arts they *gainſt the Waves explore, 

Should Tyranny inſult their wretched Shore. *» 

Crown'd with Succeſs, to curb the Seas they ſtrive, 

But can no Limits to Ambition give. | 

Nor ſhall Batavia feel alone that Influence, 

Which Anna does by CburchiPs Hand diſpenſe: 

Europe and all her grateful Sons ſhall tell, _ 

By what Illuſtrious Chief proud Gallia fell ; 

How great her Danger, ſudden her Relief, 

Britannia's Glory, and the Tyrant's Grief, 
Naked and bound Andromeda thus lay, 2 

To the Sea's fouleſt Monſter meant a Prey, : 

Nor Tears nor Pray'rs defer the fatal Day. 

See ! the Devourer from afar appears, 

And his huge Creſt above the Billows rears; 

_ To either Shore the frighten'd Ocean files, 

And far above their Brim the Surges riſe. 
Look down O Ammon ! See the wretched Maid ! 
Relent, ye Pow'rs, and ſend a Godlike Aid: 

Our Vows are heard, the Gods a Hero give, 
And the releas'd Andromeda ſhall live, 
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 Fattion diſplay'd, a Poem, 1704: 


To the conceaFd Author of this Excellent 


Poem. 


Hen Dryden's tuneful celebrated Mufe 

Did God-like David for her Subje& chuſe, 
She ſoar*d above her known and common Height, 
To Heay'n ſhe rais'd her Voice, to Heav*n ſhe took 

_ ” _ (her flibhe. 
Such is your Mnſe's Subje&t, ſuch her Tongue, 
Witneſs this poliſh'd and melodious Song : 
Where the ſame Majeſty of Verſe, 
The ſame juſt Stile, the ſame deep Senſe appears. 
No Jeſts nor Puns deform the ſtudy'd Page, 
But all is manly Thought and noble Rage ; 
 Butall along the mighty Genius ſhines, 
Informs and animates the Sacred Lines. 
Not Heav*nly Horace more correQaly writ, : C 


Tho to refine his Senſe, united met 
TheCritick*s Judgment, and the Poet's Wit. 


_C. D. 
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To the unknown Author of the incomparab 
Poem, Fattion Diſplayd. 
CN Matchleſs Genius ! Whoſe exalted Lays 
Tranſcend my humble and unequal Praiſe. 
Not fam'd Apelles Pencil could expreſs 
The Beauteous Heav'nof Cytherea's Face; 
| Nor any Art your Muſe's Image draw, 
_ Whowhatlhe is, like Light, her ſelf can only ſhow. 
Let other Poets, in _untuneful Verſe, 
Or Deliq's, or Lardella's Charms rehearſe ; 
Let Songs and Sonnets be their humble Choice, 
Let them. conform their SubjeQs to their Voice. 
* Bnt you refin'd your more extended Thought . 
(WithJudgment,Wit,Experience,Learning fraught) 
Perſues a loftier Theme, a nobler Height, 
And fathoms all the Secrets of the State ; 
Diſplays the Wily Arts. of Human Kind, 
How Fation ſours the Blood, .and knaws upon the Mind. 
Strong and Majeſtick does your Stile appear, 
Your Notions weighty, your Refle&ions clear. 
_ With niceſt Art you turn each poliſh'd Line, 
To make your Darling Celſus in full Luſtre ſhine, 
But Oh! In-what a moving Strain you mourn 
Orer the belov'd Marcellus ſacred Urn: = 
Mingling the ſweeteſt Joy with the ſevereſt Grief, I 
Like the fam'd Spear, at once you wound, at once 
(relieve, 
*Twas Harmony, as Learned Antients thought, 
The Nat'ral World to Form and Order brought, 
And may your Heav'nly ever tuneful Lays 
Make all our Fattions, our Diviſions ceaſe, 
Charm and compoſe the Moral World to Peace. 


H. B. 
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To the REA DER. 


2-918 the Criticks ObjeF1on to Lucan, that bis Poem 
is too Hiſtorical ; but it muſt be ſaid in his De- 
fence, that tho for that Reaſon be may perhaps delight 
leſs, yet he certainly inftruds more, which 15 the better 
End of Poetry. We have in bim amore diſftin@ Idea of 
the Chara@ers of Czſar, Pompey, Cato, and Brutus, 
than we have of Auguſtus (under the Perſon of Eneas). 
in Virgil. We bave Truth and Nakedneſs in' one ; 
Fiftion and Embelliſhment in the other. Tho ſome 
Fault ( 1 beg pardon for the Alluſion ) will probably 
be found with this Paper of Verſes, Thave this to ſay 
for my ſelf, that tho I may fall as far ſhort of ſome 
of the Whig Writers in Poetry, as Lucan does of 
Virgil, yet 1 have outdone them as much in Sincerity. 
For I bave not forn?d an Imaginary Poetical, Deſign, 
but deſcrib'd a real one: Such a one as 1s now aGFually 
carrying on by the reſtleſs and turbulent Spirits of ſome 
Men, even in the very Place where 1 bave laid the 
Scene, | | 

If then what I bave ſaid be true, and the Senſe of 
the boneſt Part of the Kingdom, the Reader cannot 
think any Liberty I bave taken refie&ing or ſcandalous ; 
for Truth 1s never ſo, tho it may be ſometimes unſea- 
ſonable. But be muſt own, that I have acquitted the 
Duty of a good Subje&, m endeavoring to lay open the 
Enemies of our Conſtitution. A Conſtunution whoſe 
Government 1s projefed upon a more refin'd Policy, 
and experienc'd VViſdom, than any in the V/orld. 
Other Countries labour under the Bondage of Arbi- 
trary Princes, or more Arbitrary Commonwealtbs. 
But bere the Prerogative of the King, and the Li- 
berty of the Subjet are a __ Barrier to each other þ 

| an 
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and it is not the Fault of our Conſtitution that n; 
are not the Envy,” as well as the Terror of our Neighbir 
Nations. But FadGion is of the Growth of our Soil; 
and what ſome Philoſopbers have affirm'd of the Fram: 
of the Univerſe, tbat it ſubſaſts by the conſtant Jarring 
of the Elements, and tbat there 1s a perpetual VV arfar 
 #n Nature, may properly be ſaid of the preſent State of 
England. For it is compounded of ſo many obſtingate 
 SeGaries and inveterate Parties, that they are no mare 
#0 be reconciÞ'd than the differing Principles in Nature, 
and are like to continue their Diſputes too to the End of 

the VYorld, © ER 
Nothing contributes more to the fomenting theſe Civi] 
Embroilments, than a Set of Mercenary Writers, 
who like the Swiſs Soldiers, are always ready to fight on 
the Side that pays beſt. And as none bas labored more, 
fo none 1s more ſcandalous, than a certain DoQor, 
who after baving ſcribled bimſelf, and that ſample 
VVretch bis Son mto Preferment, bas lately appeared 
n his proper Colours, and unſaid what be formerly urged 
with ſo much Vebemence, and pretended Zeal for bis 
Country's Good, Trimming was then an Abommng- 
tion to bim, and one would bardly bave thought that 
Tom Double bad been bis own Chara@er ; but now ne 
plainly ſee what his Aim was : This Cerberus reſolv'd 
to continue barking, till bis Mouth was ſtop'd witi 
Jome Delicious Morſel, which bas at laſt happily com- 
pos'd bis Fury into Peace and Moderation. We are 
like to be well inſiruGed indeed, when ſuch en as 
theſe pretend to give us Schemes of Morality and G0- 
vernmenty when they undertake to dire( our Principles, 
and guide our Conſciences. Sure be has a very cont 
temptible Opinion of Mankind, or a very great one of 
himſelf, to imagine, becauſe be was read with Pleaſutt 
when he fell in with the Peoples juſt Reſentments of 


the Proceedings of a devout Miniſtry, that he cat 
therefore impoſe his own ſhuffling, incofittent; WIN 
X fellagiti 
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tellipible Politicks upon them. What was Reaſon and. 
Tuſtice then, will be ſo ſtill in ſpight of all the poor 
Arguments be can bring to the contrary ;, and if be bad 
' bad the leaſt degree of Modeſty, be would either bave 
purſued bus former Notions, or have been ſilent, 
But ſuch a Cauſe could exped# no better an Ad- 
wocate 5 and thoſe who 1mploy'd him to propoſe and 
recommend their Trimming Meaſures (which always 
proceed from Cowardice or Self-Intereſt) have the Mor- 
tification to ſee bim receiv'd with that Contempr he de- 
ſerves from all Parties. 6 65 | LE 
I wiſhthe Promoters of this new Dorine of Mode- 
ration have not already put it out of their Power to 
cruſh the FaCtion, which they bave hitherto ſo impru- 
dently cheriſhed, and which at laſt (if 1 have not 
Diſplay'd :t mm very falſe Colours) will certainly tear 
and deſtroy the Government. | 


_ * IF II | 


. Se 


Faftion Diſþiayd. 

AY, Goddeſs Muſe, for thy All- ſearching Eyes 

Can Traytors trace thro ev'ry dark Diſguiſe, 

Can penetrate Intriguing Stateſmens Hearts, 
Their deepeſt Plots, and all their wily Arts. 
Say, how a Fierce Cabal combin'd of late, 
Imploy their anxious Thoughts t'imbroilthe States 
What angry Pow'r inſpires '*em to complain 
In Anna's Gentle and Propitious Reign. 

Fattion, areſtleſs and repining Fiend, 
Curdles their Blood, and gnaws upon their Mind ; 
Off-ſpring of Chaos, Enemy to Form, 
By whoſe deſtructive Arts the World is torn. 
She taught the Giants to attempt the Sky, 
And Fove's avenging Thunder to defy. 
She rais'd the Hand, thar ſtruck the fatal Blow, 
Which martyr'd Jove's Vicegerent here below : Y 
vt G2 © 
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She ſtill purſues him with relentleſs Hate, 

Arraigns his Mem'ry, and inſults his Fate. 

- *Tis She, that would, for ev'ry flight Offence, 
Depoſe a true Hereditary Prince; | : 

That would Uſurpers for their Treaſon crown, y 

Till Time and Vengeance drag them — 
And exil'd Monarchs reaſſert their rightful Throne. 

' No Conſtitution in the World can boaſt 

A Scheme of Laws more rational, more juſt, 

Than England's are; where Sovereign, Kingly 
| ", (Sway 


Is mixt and qualify'd with ſuch Allay, 

That Free-born SubjeQts willingly obey : 

Nor yet ſo baſely mixt, as that our Kings 

Are only Tools of State, and Pow'rleſs Things. 

For tho, indeed, they can have no Pretence 

With Fundamental Contrads to diſpenſe, 

(For that were Conqueſt) yet, thoſe Rights main- 

Prerogative is high, and unreſtraind; (tain'd, 

In equal Diſtance from Extremes we move, 

No Tyranny, nor Commonwealth approve. 

Nor Tyranny, that Savage Brutal Pow'r, 

Which not proteQs Mankind, but does devour : 

Nor Commonwealth, a Monſter, Hydra State, 

Whoſe many Heads threaten each others Fate, 

And load their Body with unweildy Weight : 

But a ſucceſſive Monarchy we own, 

With all the lawful SanQtions of a Crown. 

Such was our old eſtabliſh'd Engliſh Frame, 

Which might have flouriſh'd Apes yet the ſame, 

But for this envious Fiend 3 who ſtill prepares 

To ſow the Seed of long inteſtine Wars. 
Near the Imperial Palace's Remains, 

Where nothing now but Deſolarion reigns, 

(Fatal Preſage of Monarchy's Decline, 

And Extirpation of ghe Regal Line !) A 

| | er 
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There ſtands an Antique Venerable Pile, ; 
W hoſe Lords were once the Glories of 'our Ile: 
But now it mourns that Race of Hero's dead, 

And droops, and hangs its'melancholy Head. 

This Pile (howe'er for better Ends deſign'd, 

An Emblem of the Noble Founder's Mind) 

1s Fafion's Refuge ; where ſhe keeps her Court, 
Where all her darling Votaries reſort. 
Here, when their gloriow N— fell, they met ' 
On new Reſolves and Meaſures to debate. 

Say then, my Muſe, their ſecret Thovghts diſplay, 
Expoſe their dark Deſigns to open Day. 

This Grand Cabal was held at dead of Night, 
(For Ghoſts and Furies always ſhun the Light) _ 
Deſpair, and Rage, and Sorrow kept *em dumb, 
Till X-oro roſe (the Maſter of the Dome) _ 
AStamm'ring, Hot, Conceited, Laughing L——, 
Who prov'd his want of Senſe in ev'ry Word 
When hiſling thus, his fetter*d Ton gue broke = 
© [ take it as an-Honour that you've choſe _. 
© For this Debate, your humble Servant's Houſe 
© The Houſe henceforward ſhall recorded ſtand 
© As the Palladium of the ſinking Land 3 
* AndI to future Ages be renown'd, _ 
© The Party's Bulwark, and the Nation' « Mound. 
© Now N——, the immortal N'——s gone, 

* We juſtly his untimely Herſe bemoan. 
© Othat 1 could reſtore his Life again! 
© For who can beara Woman's ſervile Chain? 
pal of ſuch ſtuff}, he would have giv'n it vent, 
But that black Ario's Fierceneſs did prevent ;z. 
A Scotch, Seditious, Unbelieving Prieſt, 
The brawny Chaplain of the Calves-Head- Feaft > 
Who firſt his Patron, then his Prince betray'd, 
And does that Church, he's ſworn to guard, invade; 
Warm with Rebellious Rage, he thus begun : 
« To talk of colng Life agen is vain, 

| Es G 3 © Peace 
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© Peace to the glorious Dead. We juſtly mourn 
© His Aſhes, ever ſacred be his Urn : 90H) 
© But here, my;:L—, we're all together mer, 

© To vow to A——*$-Sceptre endleſs Hate. 

© For ſince my hope of YVintoy is expir'd, 

* With jaſt Revenge and Indignation fird, : 
© F'l] write, and talk, and preach her Title x 


©. 2: a 


© My thundring Voice ſhall ſhake her in theThrone;z 
© Doyou the Sword, and I'll engage the Gown. |; 
A Pauſe enſy'd, till Patriarcho's Grace : 
Was pleas'd to rear his huge unweildy Maſs 3 
A Maſs vnanimated with a Sovh, 
Or elle he'd nc'ex. be made fo vile a Fool; 
He'd ne'er his Apoſtolick Charge profane, 
And Atheiſts, and * Fanaticks Cavſe maintain, 
At length, as from the Hollow of an Oak, _ 
The Bulky Primate yawn'd, and Silence broke. 
© 1 much approve my Brother's zealous Heat, t 


© Snch is the noble Ardour of, the Great, 
© On which Succeſs and Praiſe will-ever wait. 
© But I'muntaught an Polirician-Scliools, 
© Unpractis'd in their Arts, and ſtudied Rules, 
© By which they make the Wiſeſt of us Fools. 
© The Task be therefore yours, to forge ſome Plot, 
* And 1'Il be ready with my truſty Vote, : 
© Norc'er give your Commands a ſecond Thovght. 
© Thol were mute, you muſt confeſs I've ſtood, 
© Fixtas a Rock, amidſt the beating Flood : 
* Witneſs Sr, Jp s, and St. D—d's Cauſe, 
< Where  obſtinately ] "tranſpreſsd the Laws ; 
© And did in either Caſe Injuſtice ſhow, 
© Here ſav'd a Friend, there triumph'd o'er a For, 
Then old Myſterio ſhook his Silver Hairs, _. 
Loaded with HESUREs Prophecy, and Years, 


» 
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* The Maidſtone Ledure, | 
Whom 
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Whom FaQtious Zeal to fierce Unchriſtian Strife, 
Had hurry'd in the leſt Extream of Life, 

Strange Dotage ! Thus to ſacrifice his Eaſe, 
When Nature whiſpers Men to crown their wn 
With ſweet Retirement and Religious Peace ! 
Fore-knowledg ſtruggh'd in his heavy Breaſt, 

Eer he in theſe dark Terms his Fears exprelt. 

© The Stars rowl adyerſe, and malignant ſhine, 

* Some dire Portend ! ſome Comet 1 divine ! 

£ I plainly in the Revelations find, 

[ That A— to the Beaſt will be inclin'd. 

© Howe're,. tho She, .and all her SEnate frown, __ 


© Pl wage eternal War with P- fon, 

© And venture Life and Fame to pull him down. 

As he went on, his Tongue a trembling ſeiz'd, 

And all his Pow'r of Utterance ſuppreſs'd. 

So when the S:by] felt th' Inſpiring God, 

She raving loſt her Voice, and f} peechleſs ſtood. 

Unhappy Church, by ſach Uſurpers ſway'd ! 

How is thy Prim'tive Purity decay'd? ; 

How are thy Prelateschang'd from what they were, 

When Laud or Sancroft fill'd the ſacred Chair ? + 

Laud, tho by ſome traduc'd, with Zeal adorn' d, 

Whilſt Patriarcho is deſpis'd and ſcorn'd, (* 

Shall be by me for ever prais'd, for ever mourn'd. 

Sancroft's unblemiſh'd. Life, divinely pure, 

In its own heav'nly Innocence ſecure, c 

Theteeth of Time, the blaſtsof Envy. ſhall endure. Y 

W hea for th'eſtabliſh'd Faith they ſhould contend, 

Meekneſs and Chriſtian Charity pretend z—_ 

Bat with a blind-aad' unbecoming Rage, 

For Schiſm and Toleration they engage 3 

With ſtrange Delight and Eagerneſs eſpouſe } 

Occaſional Conformiſts ſhameful Cauſe ; f. 

Oppreſs thy Friends, and vindicate thy Foes. 

Thy Guardian Laws to weaken they combine, 

And tamely thy Eſſential Rights reſign, 
.G4 Thy 
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Thy antient Truths with modern Gloſſes blend, 
Deſtroying the Religion they would mend. 
So have they broke-thy Pale and Fences down, 
Snch Arts have Chriſtianity o'rethrown : 
For Scepticiſm, that now triumphant reigns, 
Condemns her Captive to inglorious Chains, 
W here She Forlorn, Contemn'd, Deſpairing lies, 
Nor hopes a Refuge but her Native Skies. 
But Muſe proceed, 'nordwellon Thoughts too long, 
That would intlame thy Satyrizing Song. TY 
Clodio, with kindling Emulation, heard 
What this Triumvirate of Prieſts declar'd. 
Clodio, the Chief of all the Rebel-Race, 
Uncheck'd by Fear, unhumbPd by Difgrace ; 
Whoſe Working, Torbulent, Fanatick Mind 
No Tenderneſs can move, no Ties'can bind. 
To gain a Rake he?) drink, and whore, and rant; 
T* engage a Puritan will pray and cant. 
So Satan can in differing Forms appear, 
Or radiant Light, or gloomy Darkneſs wear. 
Thrice he blaſphem'd, and thrice he frantick fore 
By ev*ry terrible Infernal Powr; 
Then wav'd his-Staff; and ſaid: 
©. Tho N —'s Death has all our Meaſures broke, 
© Yet never will we bend to A——s Yoke. 
< The glorious Revolution was in vain, 
* If Monarchy once more its Rights regain. 
© Letall be Chaos, and Confuſion all, 
« Frethat damn'd Form of Government prevail, 
© O had he liv'd to perfe& his Deſign, c 


© We neer had been ſubjected to her Reign, 
© Bnt rooted out the St ts hated Line! 

© Howeeer, ſince Fate has otherwiſe decreed, 
©:'We may on his unfiniſh*d Scheme proceed. 

* We may 'gainſt Pow'r repos'd in one inveigh, 
© Andcallall Monarchy Tyranaick Inay. 


« We 
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© We may the Praiſes of the Dutch advance, 

| © rail at the Arbitrary Rule of France - 

© Extol the Commonwealthin Adria's Flood, 

© Which for ten rowling Centuries has ſtood : 

© Argue how th' Roman and Athenian State 

£ Wereonly, when Republicks, truly Great. 

c *Tis eaſy the Unreag'ning Mob to guide, 

< For they are always on the Factious Side, 
« This labor'd here, *twill-be our next Reſort, 

© To manage and cajole S——'s Court, 

© To—ndalone for ſuch a Work is fit, 

© Inall the Arts of Villany compleat., 

© The Scotch, a Rough, Revolting, Stubborn Kind 

© Have long at England's growing Power repin'd. 

© Nor need we with unneceſſary Care, 

© Endeavour to foment Rebellion there. 


© For ſcarce our N-——"$;s Empire they "Ju 
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© Tho he their antient Liberties reſtor'd, : 

© And murm”ring now they ask a foreign Lord. 

© But (Health ſuppog'd) ro * Irdand 11] repair, 

© And right or wrong uſurp the Common's Chair ; 
© ThatPoint once gain'd, we'll ſoon ſecure ourCauſe, 
© Soon undermine our hot- brain'd tow'ring Foes. 

© At leaſt PI] ſubſtitute ſome wealthy Friend, > 
* Who ſhall-with Heat and Arrogance contend £ 
© To thwart the Courtinev'ry juſt Command. 

So Catiline the. Fate of Rome defign'd, wy 

And whentthad form'd the Scheme within his Mind, 
In ſuch a warm Harangue his Friends addreſt, 
And oper'd all the Secrets of his Breaſt. 

This hit S5gillo's Thoughts, and made him cool, 
Tho juſt belath he ſcarcely could controul 

The ſtormy Paſſion ſwelling in his Soul; 
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* This Projett was once talkid of, 
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His reſtleſs Soul, that rends his ſickly Frame, 
Worn with a poys' nous aud corroding Flame; ; 
An unjuſt } ——e, and blemiſh of the M—, 


 Wirneſs the: Barkers long depending Cafe; 
A ſhallow Stateſman, tho of mighty Fame, 


For who can e'er that cruſt Par- on name, þ 
But to his ſoul Diſgrace, and to his Shame? | 
Beſides,. in ſpight of all his laud Defence, 
He ſhew'd/a want of: Honeſty or Senſe, 
In paſſing ev'ry plund'ring Courtier's Grants. 
He is (for Satyr dares the "Truth declare) 

Deiſt, Republican, Adulterer. - 

Thus! his-1ov'd Clodto' for his Speech he prais d, 
And Joy.and Wonder in the Hearers rais'd. - 
© There ſpoke the Guardian Genius of our Cauſe, 
< Whoſe ev'ry Word deſerves divine Applauſe. 

© Noti&v'n * Cethego's ſelf could form a-Plor, 

| © More nicely ſpun, more exquiſitely wrought ; ; 

< Tho he, to his immortal envied Fame, 

< The Glory of the Revolution claim. 

© 'Twas hisprofound unfathomable Wit, 

© Did :Fames, and all his Jeſuit-Train defeat. 
© He knew: Reveal'd Religion was a Jeſt, 
< Impos'd upon the World by ſome deſigning Prieſt; 

© Nor therefore fear'd, but to their Idpls _ 
< Prevaricating with his King, his God. | 
« A Proteus, ever ating in. Diſguiſe 35: 
« Afiniſh'd Stateſman, intricately wiſe ;.- 
A ſecond Machiavel,, who ſoar'd above. : 

© Thelittle Tyes of Gratitude and Love-3- 
< Whoſe harden'd Conſcience never felt. Remorſs 
© .Reflectian is the puny>Sihner” $ Curſe. -.' 
© But why ſhould I Cetbego's Praiſe parſue, - | 
6 When all his Vertues, Clodio, ſhine in in you? 


A 
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* you can another Revolution frame, : 

© The ſame your Principle, your Skill the ſame. 

* Whilſt then the wav'ring Iri/h are your Care, y 

© Believe well uſe our vtmoſt Efforts here, 

* Nor Time, nor Pains, norHealth,nor Monyſpare.) 

* Cethego in your Abſence ſhall preſide .' 1. 

© Ore our Debates, and ev'ry Contult guide: 

© Like the ſupreme direQing Hand of Jove, : : - 

© Shall act unſeen, and al] around him/move:;-- 

© ], as the Moderator of the Laws, — 

« Will find a way oo ſanQtify our Cauſe, - + 

© Will prove, in Paſſwve Facobites deſpight, 

© Rebellion is a free-born Peoples Right, * 

© Then as we take ouri'Circuits thro the Land, > 

© We'll mould the ſtern Freeholderstoour Hand; 

© Awetheir EleCtions, and their Votes command. .) 

* When with our faithful Ciry-Friends'we dine, 

© We'll mingle Treaſon with the flowing Wine. | 

£ We'll plant in every Coffee-houſe a Spy, 

© That boldly ſhall the Miniſtry decry; 

© Shall praiſe the paſt, the preſent Reign condemn, 

+* Andall their Meaſures, all their Councils blame : 

© Shall ſpread a thouſand idje, groundleſs Tales, 

© Of foreign Gold, the Pope, and P—ce of  — - 

« Shall never fail ObjefQtions ſtill to raiſe, > 

* (Whatever is tranſacted with Succeſs) © 

© And turn their greateſt Honour to Diſgrace. DJ, 

* This Chymick Art, perverting Nature's Law, 

© Fromſweeteſt Things will rankeſt Poyſon draw. 
Narciſſo next, magnificently Gay, | © 

Smil'd his Aſſent, but not a Word would ſay. 

He fear'd to ſtrain his Voice by talking loud; 

Nor was-his Quail-pipe made for ſuch a Croud. 

A batter'd Beau, yet youthful in Decay, 

Whodreſles, whores, and games his time away. 

Fond of Sedition, but indulging Vice. _ 

With all that Wealth, profuſely ſpent, REPIIs. F 


| ia 


92 POEMS mn © 
And yet this Debauchee pretendsto claim 

_ Aninjur'd Patriot's Meritorious Name. | c 
Then ſqueal'd Orlando, but his furious Heat 
Shew'd him for cool mature Debates unfit, 
Nor will we here the bluſtring Speech repeat. 
A Bully L—, whoſe wild mad Looks proclaim 
His Boſom warm'd with more than Hero's Flame, 
Fighting and Railing are his chief Delight, 
Promiſcuouſly oppoling Wrong and Right. 
Whate'er he does is always in Extreams, 

1 Sometimes the big, ſometimes the Tory damns. 

if His various [Temper and impetuous Mind, 

il To ev'ry Party 1s by Starts inclin'd. 

uw He never was, nor &er will be content 

[| With any Prince, with any Government. 

TH Laſt roſe Bathillo, deck'd with borrow?d Bays, 

3 Renown'd for others Projedts, others Lays. ' 
A gay, pragmatical, pretending Tool, 
Opiniatively wiſe, and pertly dal]. 
A Demy Stateſman, Talkative and Ladd; 

Hot without Courage, without Merit proud; ; 

| A Leader fit for the unthinking Crond. 

With dapper Geſture, -but with haughty. Look, 

| His leud Aſociates vainly he beſpoke. 

j + Do you perform the Politicians Part, 

i © Pl bring th? Aſſiſtance of the Muſes Art. 

l © ThePoet Tribe are all at my devoir, 

_ 5 Andwrite as I command, as [ inſpire. 
$ C-—g—ve for me Paſtora's Death did mourn, 
© And her white Name with Sable Verſe adorn, 

ih | © R—- too is mine, andof the Whiggih Train, ? 

\'nt © Twas he that ſung immortal Tamerlane, Q 

"0h 5 Tho now he dwindles to an * humbler Strain. 
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'] help'd to poliſh G—tb's rough, aukward'Lays, 

[© Taught him in tuneful Lines to ſonnd our Party's 
(ERIE 798 (Praiſe, 

« /_——-fþ Votes with us, who, tho he never writ, 

© Yet paſſes for a Critick and a Wir, ET DN” 

© Yar's Bandy, Plotleſs Plays were once our boaſt 

© But now the Poet's in the Builder loſt. : 

© On A——ſon we ſafely may depend, 

© A Penſion never fails togaina Friend. 

© Thro Alpine Hills he ſhall my Name reſound, 

© And make his Patron known in Claſſick Ground, 

{ Theſe pay the Tribute to my Merit due, 

« Call me their Horace, and Mecenas too, 

© Princes but fit unſettPd on their Thrones, 

* Unleſs ſupported by Apollo's Sons. _ 

© Auguſtus had the Mantuan, and YVenuſian Muſe, 

© And happier N—— had his M——- gues. 

© But A——— , that ill fated Tory Queen, 

© Shall feel the Vengeance of the Poet's Pen. 

Triton, who like the vaſt Leviathan © 

Long wallow?d in the Treaſures of the Main, 

Was all Attention, and ſuſpended hung, 

For ev'ry Rebel Heart has not a Tongue. 

Belides, there ſtood a num?rous Train of P— 

Below the Notice of Recording Verſe. 

Beaus, Biters, Pathicks, B —Ts and Cits, 

Foſters, Kit-Kats, Divines, Buffoons and Wits 

Compos'd the medly Crew ; but forbear 

To give em any Place, or Mention here. 


For fince the Muſe would bluſk to paint their Crimes, 


Let Decency reſtrain th' InveQive Rhimes. 
| 3 (Throng 
When thus their Chiefs had ſpoke, throall the 
Repeated Peals of Acclamations rung. 
Not antient Demagogues, with more Applauſe, 
Aſſerted and eſpous'd the Rabble's! Cauſe. 


; Now 
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Now this Aſſembly to adjourn prepar'd, \ 
When Biblipolo from behind appear'd, y 
As well deſcrib'd by th' old Satyrick Bard ; 
With Leering Looks, Bullfac'd and Freckled fair, 
With two left Legs, and Judas colour'd Hair, 
With Frowzy Pores, that taint the ambient Air. 
Sweating and puffing for a while he ſtood, 
And then broke forth in this inſulting Mood. 
© | amthe Touchſtone of all Modern Wit, 
< Without my ſtamp in vain your Poets write, 
© Thoſe only purchaſe everliving Fame, 
© That in my Miſcellany plant their Name: 
< Nor therefore think that I can bring no Aid, | 


© Becauſe 1 follow a Mechanick Trade, (ſpread. 
_ © I'Il print your Pamphlets, and your Rumours 
© I am the Founder of your lov'd Kit- Xat, 
© A Club that gave DireCQtion to the State. 
« *Twas there we firſt inſtructed all our Youth, 

© Totalk profane, and laugh at Sacred Truth. 
£ We taught them how totoſt, and rhime and bite 
© Toſleepaway the Day, and drink away the Night, 
Some thisfantaſtick Speechapprov'd, ſome ſneer'd, 
The Wight grew Cholerick, and diſappear'd. 

Mean time the Fury ſmil'd, who all this while 
Sat hov'ring on the Summet 'of the Pile, 
A ſecret and exulting Joy ſhe finds, 
To ſee her Influence brooding on their Minds; 
And the bare Proſpect of ſuch Noble 1lls 
Her Thoughts with rapt'rovs Speculation fills. 
Then She——— 

© With what delight dol my Sons behold, 
© So reſolutely brave, ſo fiercely bold? 
« Sure nothing can reſiſt their boundleſs Courſe, 
_ © Nothing ſubdue their well-united Force. 
© Yolgone, who will ſolely now command 
- © The publick Purſe, and T---ſ---e of the Land, 


© Wants 
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© Wants Conſtancy and Courage to oppoſe | 

© A Band of ſuch exaſperated Foes. 
« For how ſhall he that moves by Craft and Fear, 

« Orever greatly think, or ever greatly dare ? 
« What did heeer in all his Life perform, 

«© But ſhrunk at the Approach of every Storm ; 
«< But when the tott'ring\Church his Aid requir'd, 

« With Moderation Principles inſpir'd; SS 
© Forſook his Friends and decently retir'd. 

© Nor has he any real juſt Pretence © 
'< Tothat vaſt Depth of Politicks and-Senſe. 

© For where's the Depth, when Publick Credit's 
© To manage an o'reflowing T---ſ-.-y? (high, 
© Or where the Senſe to know the Tricks of im 


« Since S--ms, Sir 7a--es, H--I--way may claim 

© A Knowledgas profound as his, as loud a Fame? 

« I fear the Man, who dares the Truth aſſert, 

© Who never plays the Double-dealing Part ; 

© ThePatriot's Soul diſdains the Trimmer's Art. 3 
© Such Celſus is, but I foreſee his Fate | 

© To be ſupplanted by Sempronia's Hate. : 

6 (Sempronia of a leud procuring Race, + 

© TheSenate*sGrievance,and the Court'sDiſgrace.) 
* ?Tis well he cannot long his Ground maintain, 
© For Hell would then imploy her Fiend 1a vain. 

* He never knew to proſtitute the State, 

* Never by being guilty to be Great. P28 
* Nor yet when Publick Stormscame rowling on, 

© Did he or Danger or his Duty ſhun. ,, . + 

* Rome's ſubtle Prieſts with Sophiſtry eſſay'd, 

* With Wealth and Honor.in the Ballance laid, 
* To ſhock his Faith; but nothing conld controul > 
* The firm Reſolves of his unbyaſs'd Soul, C 

* True to his Conſcience,as the Needle to the Pole. 

* Ally'd in Blood and Friendſhip to the Throne, 
* He nobly makes his Country's Cauſe his own 3 


© Whilſt 


_ 
© Whilſt others keep their Intreſt ſtill in view, 


She ſtopp'd—for now-her Anger *gan to riſe, 


That ſhe was forc'd the Worth, ſhe hates, to praiſe, 


To the low Regions of Eternal Night. 


' By thoſe, whoſe Duty 'tis to ſerve and aid! 


.One while the People's Sov'reignty they own, 
' Whoto his SubjeQs when at length reſtor'd, 
_ What Party elſe ro Davids happy Throne, 


' But when a King is moulded to their Mind, 
Then/they to him would have all Sway confin'd ; 
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< And meaner Spirits meaner Ends purſue, 

© So the fixt Stars harmoniouſly comply 

< With the firſt Publick Motion of the Sky; 
< Whilſt wandring Planets oppoſitely move, 
© Within the narrow Orbs of private Love. 


Fluſh'd in her Cheeks, -and ſparkV'd in her Eyes, 
And well it might a Fury's Paſlion raiſe, 


The Dawn diſpers'd theCroud,ſhe rook her flight 


O England, how revolving is thy State ! _ 
How few thy Bleſſings ! how ſevere thy Fate! 
Odeſtin'd Nation, to be thus betray'd 


A griping vile degenerate Viper Brood, 
That tears thy Vitals and exhauſts thy Blood, 
A varying Kind, that no fixt Rule purſue, 
But often form their Principles anew ; 
Unknowing where to lodg Supreme Command, 
Or in the King, or Peers, or People's Hand. 


To vex and load a Peaceful Monarch's Crown; 
Without diſtinQion was their common Lord. 


Wov'd have prefer'd a giddy Abſalon 2 


Nor in their own deſpotick boundleſs Reign, 
Of injur'd Rights, and Property complain : 
Nay with a Standing Force thy Sons would awe, 
The Subjeas Slavery, the Tyrants Law, 
But if nor King, nor Commons will comply 
With their deteſted Acts of Villany, - 


They 
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They ſtrive the'Peers declining Pow'r to raiſe, ® 
And get Impeachments voted into Praiſe. | 
Bleſt Patriots theſe, who Liberty imploy, 

T elude thy Laws and Liberty deſtroy ! 

Where is the Noble Roman Spirit fled, 
Which once inſpir'd thy antient Patriots dead? 
Who were above all private Ends, and joy'd, 
When bravely for the'publick Weal they dy'd: 
Who ſpread, like Branching Oaks, their Arms a- 
| Ho nl Rn LESS (round, 
To ſhelter*and prote@ their Parent Ground ; 
Tho Storms of Thunder rattVd o'er their Head, 
Yet all was ſafe beneath their Gnardian Shade. 
Or ſure Hiſtorians on our Faith impoſe, | 
And never ſucha Race of Men aroſe; 

Or Nodding Nature to a Period draws ; 
Or Providence, incens'd by guilty Times, 
With-holds'its Grace, and dooms vs to our Crimes. 

Pardon (for Harmony will bring Relief, 
Will footh thy anxious Cares, and charm thy Grief) 

If my condoliag mournful Muſe preſume | 
To viſit thy Marcellus Sacred Tomb. El 
For his Hereditary Gifts alone (down 2 


4 


Could have retriev'd thy Fame, and carry'd 
TheGloriousSceneof Triumphs Anna has begun. 3, 
O may thy Angel guard her Royal Mind, 
That Fav*rites nor ſeduce, nor Trimmers bling. - 
For *tis on Her thy Church and State depend, 
With Her will flouriſh, and with her will end. 
But my ſhock'd Thoughts the ſad Idea ſhun, 
(The ſad Idea gives eternal Moan) 
When ſhe ſhall late, but ah ! too ſoon comply 
With Nature, to adorn her kindred Sky. _ 
For who can then pretend to wear her Crown ? 
Who repreſent the Mother, but the Son ? 
O! had the Powr, that governs human Fate, 
His Years extended to a longer Date. 
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To what tranſcendance had his Genius ſprung, 
Which was ſo ripe, ſo perfeQ, yet ſo young ! 
But when freſh blooming Youth ſeem'd to proclain 
The laſting Structure of his Beauteous Frame, 
When Health and Vigour with a kind Preſage, 
Promis'd the hoary Happineſs of Ages 
Then with a momentary ſwift Decay, | 
Thy Pride, thy darling Hope was ſnatch'd away. 
So by the Courſe of the revolving Sphears, _ 
Wheneer a new diſcover'd Star appears; 
Aſtronomers with Pleaſure and Amaze 
Upon the Infant Luminary gaze. - _ (thence 
They find their Heav'n inlarg'd, and wait fron 
Some bleſt, ſome more than common Influence, 
But ſuddenly alas! the fleeting Light (Night. 
Retiring leaves their Hopes involv'd in endlek 
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Moderation Diſplayd, A Poem, 170. 
By the Author of FaEtion Diſplay'd. 
| A Gain my Muſe—— Nor fear the ſteepy Flight, 
A Purſue the Fury thro the Realms of Night; 
Explore the Depth of Hel], the Secret Cauſe, 
Whence'the New Scheme of Moderation roſe, 
Now Fa&#4ion re-aſſum'd her Native Throne, 
Which proſtrate Fiends with awful Homage own 
A Crown of eating Flame her Temples bound, 
Darting a blew malignant Radiance round. 
Anlron Scepter in her Hand ſhe bore 
Emblem of Vengeance and'deſtruQive Pow'r. 
A bloody Canopy hung o'er her Head, g7 
Where the four falling Empires are pourtray'd. 
Monarchs depos'd beneath her Foot-ſtool lie, 
And all around it Hell and Anarchy. Whil 
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Whilſt thus the tow'ring fat, the Subje& Train _ 
With Shouts proclainrd the Triamphs of her Reign, 
Then they the Chaos ſung, and Nature's Jars, 
How the firſt Atoms urg'd their Medly Wars. 
How Civil Difcord, and lateftine Rage, 
Have boil'd in'ev'ry Nation, ev'ry Age. 
They ſung divided Abion's hapleſs State, (Fate. 
Her Claſhing Senate's Feuds, her lab*ring Church's 
And, as her coming Ruin they expreſt, 
A ſullen Rapture ſwell'd inev'ry Breaſt. 
For {ach the Bent of their diſtorted Will, _ 
Only to know Delight in Thoughts of Il]. . 
| But on a ſudden, Lo! deſcending flew _ 
A Meagre Ghoſt, which ſoon the Fury knew 3 
Cethego newly Dead, her Darling Pride, 
Whoſe firm nnwav'ring Faith ſhe long had try'd: 
Long in her ſecret Councils had retain'd, 
By which her Empire o'er our Ifle ſhe gain'd. 
No ſooner was arriy'd the welcome Gueſt, 
But him in pury's; Terms ſhe thus addreſt. 
_ Hail beſt belov'd of all my Sons, receive 
What Praiſe, what Joy theſe gloomy Realms can 
For tis to thy ſucceſsful Arts I owe (give. 
My Reign aboye, my Triumph here below. 
This ſaid, ttlibodied Shade obſequious kneePd, 

Struck with Amazement, and with Rapture hiil'd. 
O Mighty Queea ! Permit me to adore 
Thy Awfal Shrine, thy all-informing Pow'r, 
Whoſe nearer Influence my Breaſt inſpires | 
With glorious Rage, and miſchievous Defires, ; 
*Twas in thy Cauſe I ſunk a mouldring Frame, 
Unequal to the hardy Task of Fame. 
But ſtill my Mind, releas'd from mortal Pains, 
Her innate Faculty of 11] retains. ' 
More he had ſaid, but the ſurrounding Throng, 
Impatient of Delay, purſu'd their Noiſy Song, 
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Mean time the Fiend revolving i in her Thought 
The mighty Change Cethego's Death had wrought, 
Refſolv'd atilength to ſummon to her Aid 
Each Plotting Devil, each Seditious Shade. 
| She gave the Signal, and a dreadful Sound 
Ran bellowing thro all th' Abyſs profound. 

Then thus ſhe eas'd her anxious "95 HURGONR 

' O deareſt Friends ! O faithful Miniſters ! 

Ye mutual Partners of my Joys and Cares; 
New Ways, new Means my reſtleſs Thoughts im- 
How Albion to reduce, her Peace deſtroy. (ploy, 
Long have I labor'd, but Alas ! in vain, 

_ For now ſucceeds the Heavenly Anna's Reign 3 
Who watchful guards a Stubborn Peoples Good, 

By Fears not ſtagger'd, nor by Force ſubdu'd.. 
Such are the Gifts of her Capacious Mind, 

Where Juſtice, Mercy, Piety are join'd. 

As Motion, Light and Heat combin'd in one, 
Make up the glorious Eſſence of the Sun. 

But ſtil] She Mortal is, nor will I ceaſe, _ 
*Till my Revenge be crown'd with wiſtyd Succeſs. 

Firſt then, ſuppoſe we ſhould deveſt the Throne 
Of Friends, whoſe Souls are kindred to her own. 
Celſus diſgrac'd, Horten/1o next aPDEars, | 
W hoſe Vigilance ſtill baffles all myEares 3 
To whom by Right of Anceſtry belong 
A Loyal Heart, and a Perſwaſive Tongue. 

Now Plotsareform?d, and Publick Tempeſts rom 
He boaſts a ſtrange unſhaken ſtrength of Soul. 
Fearleſs againſt their Foes the Church ſuſtains, 

_ Alike their Friendſhip and their Hate diſdains ; 
Diſdains their Clamour and Seditious Noiſe, 
Secure in the Applauding Senate's Voice. 

Of Noble Stem, in whoſe Collat'ral Lines 
Virtue with equal Force and Luſtre ſhines. 

W hen Suada Pleads, Succeſs attends the Cauſe, 
Suada the Glory of the Briti/h Laws, 


Not 


Not the fam?d Orators of Old were heard 


With more attentive Awe, more deep Regard, 
When thronging round them, their charm'd Au- 


E- (dience hung 
On the attacking Muſick of their Tongue, 


Nor Hell to Lelio can her Praiſe refuſe, _ 
Whoſe Worth deſerves his own recording Muſe; 
Who in Sophia's Court with juit Applauſe, (Cauſe. 
Maintain*d his Sov'reign's Rights, his Country's 
For *tis in him, with Anguiſh, that find 
All the Endowments of a Gen*rous Mind, : 
Whate?er is Great and Brave, whate'er Refin'd. 
For *'tis in him Fame doubly does commend 

An active Patriot, and a faithful Friend, 
Then from his near Attendance be remov *”"d 
Urbano, tho by all admir'd and lov'd : 

Tho his ſweet Temper and obliging Port, 

Become his Office, and adorn the Court. 
He ſeems by Nature form'd Mankind to pleaſe, 

So Free, ſo unconſtrain'd in his Addreſs, 

Improv?d by ev'ry Vertue, ev ry Grace. 

Senato t00, who bravely does deride 

Sempronia's little Arts, and Female Pride; 
Whoſe lofty Look, and whoſe Majeſtick Mien 

_ Confeſs the tow'ring God-like Soul within. 

A Speaker of unparallePd Renown, 

Long in the Senate, long in Council known. 
Ally'd to Celſus by the Nobleſt Claim, 

By the ſame Principles, by Worth the ſame. 

Old as he is, ſtill firm his Heart remains, 

And dauntleſs his declining Frame ſuſtains. 

So, pois'd on its own Baſe, the Center beats. 
The Nodding Fabrick of the Univerſe. 

Be theſe, and ſuch as theſe, diſcharg'd fram 
The Better Genii that the Crown fu pport. (Court, 
Then, in their ſtead, let Mod'rate Stateſmen reign, 
Practiſe their new pretended Golden Mean. 
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A Notion undefin'd in Virtue's Schools, 
Unrecommended by her ſacred Rules. 

A Modern Coward Principle, defign'd 
To ſtifle Juſtice and unnerve the Mind, 


A Trick by Knaves contriv'd, im pos'd on Fools, 
But ſcorn'd by Patriots and exalted || 


For Mod'rate Stateſmen, like Camelions, Wear 

A difPrent Form in ey? ry dift*rent Air. 

They ſtick at nothing to ſecure their Ends, 

Careſs their Enemies, betray their Friends. 

Their Medly Temper, their amphibious Mind 

Is fraught with Principles of every kind ; 

Nor ever can from Stain and Error free, 

Afﬀert its Native Truth, and Energy. 

As the four Elements ſo blended were 

In their firſt Chaos, ſounited there, 

Thar ſince they ner could fully be disjoin'd, 

Each retains ſomething of each other's kind. 

Nor this is wholly Air, nor that pure Flame, 

But {till in both ſome Atoms are the ſame. | 
Let Jano, ſecond of this Trimming Band, 

 Nextto Yolpone deck'd with Honors ſtand. 

Like him for ſecret Policy renown'd, 

Like him with all the Gifts of Cunning crown'd. 

None better can the Jarring Senate guide, 

_ Or lure the flying Camp to either fide. 

Of an invet'rate old Fanatick Race, 

Of canting Parents, ſprung this Child of Grace. 

In ſhow a Tory, buta Whig in Heart ; 

For Saints may ſately act the Sinners Part. 

Once he was ours, and will be ours again, 

For Art to ſtifle Nature ſtrives in vain: 

For ev'ry thing, when from its Center born, 

S111] thither tends, ſtill thither will return. 

Let him with theſe Accompliſhments ſupply 

Hortenſio's and Faith, and Loyalty. 


Bruchus, 
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Bruchus, for he has Wealth to buy a Place, 
Shall wear Urbano's Key, his Poſt diſgrace. - 

| A Worthy Son, in whom colleQed ſhine 

The Follies of his mad and Ideot Line. 

Lord of the woful Countenance, whoſe Skin 

Seems ſear'd without, and putrify*d within, 

A Dapper Animal, whoſe Pigmy fize 

Provokes the Ladies Scorn, and mocks their Eyes. 

But Bails and Muſick are his greateſt Care, 

So willing Is the Wretch to pleaſe the Fair. 

*Tis ſtrange, that Men, what Nature has deny'd, 

Should make.their only Aim, their only Pride. 

Let Zritono, Who from the Parent Moon 

Derives his Welſbþ Deſcent directly down, 

Succeed Senato in his High Command, 

And bear the Staff of Honour in his Hand, 

A flutt'ring empty Fop, that ev*'ry Night, 

Sits laughing loud, and jeſting in the Pir., 

Whilſt a ſurrounding Croud of Wheres and Bawds, 

His ſpritely Converſe, and his Wir applauds. 

An Atlas proper to ſuſtain the Weight | 

Ot an incumber'd, and declining $St3te, 

Let theſe, as uſeful Tools, a while poſſeſs 

The Court-Preferments, and indulge their Eaſe. 

But they ſhall fly, like Miſts, before the Sun, 


When my Deſign'sto full Perfection grown, (own. 

Exert their Power, and make the ruin'd World my 

When thus the Fury had her Scheme diſplay'd, 

Aſſenting Hell a low Obeiſance paid. 
Molech, Proteftor of the Papal Chair, 

Author of Maſlacres and Chriſtian War, 

Was now convinc'd that Sanguinary Laws 

Could n&er the Reformation's Growth oppoſe, 

Could neer in Albion's Church advance his Cauſe. 

He therefore urg'd with his old conſtant Hate, 

By 240@rate Means conſents to work her Fate. 


Ha4a 


He 
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He finds how ſoon by Toleration's Aid, 
Her Power is weaken'd, and her Rights betray'd. 
Nor doubts Occaſional Conformity 
Will by degrees her Eſſence quite deſtroy. 
Then Satan, Prince of the Fanatick Train, 
W ho form'd the Condudt of their glorious Reign, 
Approv'd the Scheme, not hoping to reſtore 
His Subjects to their late unbounded Powrr. 
For well he knew their Avarice and Pride 
Had wean'd the Bankrupt Nation from their ſide. 
But theſe Auſpicious Moderation Times, "1s 
| By not deteCting, ſanQify their Crimes 
By baifling Juſtice, and eluding Law, 
Make Vice inſuIt# and Sin triumphant grow 3 
Nay, ſuch th? Effects of Moderation are, 
The Guilty to reward, as well as ſþare. 
Hence Foes to Prelacy are clad in Lawn, 
Hence Rebels are the Fav'rites of the Throne, 
What could they more deſire, than thus to paſs 
The bleſt Remainder of their happy Days, : 
Fatted with Plunder, and diſſoly'd in Eaſe ? 
Nor Btlial, th Atheiſt's Patron, could complain, 
For Moderation would enlarge his Reign, : 
Where all unpuniſh'd talk, and live profane ; 
Where Irreligion Providence denies, (Skies, 
Nor dreads the Laws of Earth, nor Thunder of the 
 Mammon, the Trader's and the Courtier*s God, 
No ſooner heard the Projea, but allow'd ; 
For hence his Vot'ries uncontrouPd might live, 
And endleſs Frauds commit, and endleſs Bribes re- 
But molt Cethego the Deſign approves, (ceive, 
Who dead and living in Meander's moves, 
He knew how he deluded hapleſs James, 
By the ſame wily Arts, and ſubtle Schemes. 
Propoſes then, that he alone be ſeat, 
3 0execute the Fury's New Intent. 


When 
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When he had ended, thus he ſoon replies : 51 

Bleſt be the Shade, that can ſo wel] adviſe, C 

On thee thy Goddeſs ſmiles, on thee relies. 

Fly, nimbly to thy Native Soll repair, 

Urge and inforce the well-form'd Counſel there. 

Occaſion favours, the Cabal is met egy! C 


-, 


Art thy own Manſion, thy belov'd Retreat, 

The Muſes Darling Theme, the Graces Sear. 

There Clodio's and Sigillo's Anxious Thoughts 
Are brooding o'er Imaginary Plots, -; 

_ Whilſt Bibliopolo with his aukward Jeſts 
Deſerves his Dinner, and diverts the Gueſts, 
Bathilio, in his own unborrow'd Strains, 

Young Sacbariſſa's Angel Form profanes : 

Whilſt her dull Husband, ſenſleſs of her Charms, 
Lies lumpiſh in her ſoft encircling Arms. 

For he to Wiſdom makes a grave Pretence, 

But wants, alas ! his Father's Depth of Senſe. 
Howe'er ſupplying all Defetts of Wit, 

He ſhews a true Fanatick Zeal and Heart. 

She ſpoke —the Spe&re in a Moment gains 
Altropia's Balmy Air, the Flow'ry Plains, 
At his Approach the Dome's Foundation ſhook, 
When *midſt their Revels ruſhing in he broke. 
Involy?d in Wreaths of Smoak, a while he ſtood, 
Seeming at diſtance an unſhapen Cloud. 
But ſoon, the Cloud aſcending to the Skies, 
He manifeſt was ſeen before their Eyes. 
Horror and Guilt ſhook ev'ry Conſcious Breaſt, : 


But Bibliopolo moſt his Fears expreſt, 

Fainting he tumbled — Paſs we o'er the reſt. 
Clodio alone, fix'd and unmov'd appear'd, 
And what the Phantom ſaid, undaunted heard. 
Forbear, my Friends, your hot Perſuits reſtrain, 
Behold your loy'd Cethego once again. | 
From FaG@tion's dark unbottom'd Cell I come, + 
Fraught with Britanxia's Fate, and final Doom: 


For, 
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For, meditating Vengeance in her Mind, 

 Atlength a finiſh'd Plan-ſhe has deſign'd. 

| Nor doubts by mod'rate Methods to obtain, 

What ſhe by rougher Arts has ſonght in vain, 

That Whigs ſhould triumph in a Tory Reign. 

 _Thns hebepan, and then proceeds to tell 
What FaQtion had before reveal'd in Hell. 

Clodio was raptur'd, and in Terms like theſe, 

_ His Joy and Approbation did expreſs. 

Since thy divided State permits, be thou, 

As once a Friend, a Guardian Genius now. 

Give us to execute this grand Deſign, 

 Thine be the Condu&, and the Glory thine. 

Attempts that often baffle haman Care, 

By aiding Spirits ſoon effected are; | 

Their Knowledg in immediate Intuition lies, 

Nor does, like ours, from long Deductions rife. 
Pleas'd with this Anſwer, the retiring Ghoſt 

Condens'd the ambient Air, and in aCloud was loſt. 
Here ceaſe thy Satyr, Muſe, and form thy Tongue 

To louder Numbers, and Heroick Song : 

Here celebrate, unbyaſs'd as thou art, | 6 


The Triumphs of Sempronia's other Part, 
Nor let her ſtain the Hero's high Deſert. 
Now the Imperial Eagle hung her Head, | 
Drooping ſhe mourn'd, her wonted Thunder fled. 
Now was ſhe fitted for a foreign Yoke, | 
Her Scepter nodded, her Dominion ſhook. 
Such was the tott"ring State of antient Rowe, 
When conq'ring Hannibal pronounc'd her Doom. 
When yet the fatal Capua was unknown, | 
That blaſted all the Laurels Canne won. 
Where ſhall ſhe Succour ſeek ? or whither fly ? 
Shall ſhe for ever in Confuſion lie ? wa tt 
Shall the firſt Kingdom of the Chriſtian World 
Be un-reliev'd, in endleſs Ruin hurl'd? 


Not 
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Not ſo ! Her Aid Auſpicious Aa brings, - 
Anna the Angel of unhappy Kings. 
She ſends Camillo with an Englyſb Force, _- 
To ſtem the Ravaging Invader's Courſe. 
France and Bavaria now in vain combine, 4 
[n vain their Fierce unnumbred Legions joyns 
In vain the Thunderbolts of War oppoſe; 
Eugenio and Camillo are their Foes. 
Like Ceſar, both for Stratagems renown'd, 
Like Alexander, both with Martial Fury.crown'd. 
_ Art length the great deciſive Day drew near, 
On which alone depended all the War. | 
| Atlength the Fight began, the Cannon roar'd, 
Nor knew the Empire yet her Sov'reign Lord. 
But ſoon Camillo with reſiſtleſs Arms, 
With double Rage, the Hoſtike Troops alarms ; 
The Troops that thought no Valor match'd: their 
is (own, 
Till Engliſh Courage bore them headlong down. 
Before his conqu'ring Sword they vanquiſt'd. fly, 
Or in the Field, or in the Danube die. 
The Danube reeking, ran a Purple Flood, 
SwelFd and diſtain'd with Deluges of Blood. | 
Owere I Poet equal tomy Theme! (Stream, 
The future World ſhould wond'ring read this 
Where many Thouſand Warriors more were ſlain, 
Or than on Xanthbus Banks, or the Phar/alian Plain: 
Tho theſe to all Exploitsare far prefer'd, 
One by the Grecian, one the Roman Bard. 
Hence is the Empire to it ſelf reſtor'd, 
Revolting Nations recognize their Lord. 
Lewis no more ſhall Godlike Titles claim, 
Nor Europe aw*dand trembling dread his Name, 
Hence a new Scene of Happineſs appears, 
A long Succeſſive Train of Golden Years. 
S ſav'd Demetrius the Athenian State, tbe 
Oppreſ&d by Foes, and ſunk with adverſe wag | 
| 0 
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No ſoonsr Was the bloody Battel won, 

But all his Fame with Adoration own; 

But on the mighty Victor they beſtow'd 

The ſacred Stile and Honours of a God. 

But tho no Altars we profanely raiſe, | 

But tho a leſs, we pay a juſter Praiſe; 

All but the blind Idolatry intend, (commend. 

Which ridicules the glorious Worth it would 
When with his Zaſtern Spoils returning Home, 


Auguſtus enter*d his applauding Rome, 


Virgil and Horace waited on his Fame, 
Glad to record the Muſes Patron's Name; 


And well could they in-ever living Strains, 


Deſcribe his Triumphs, and reward his Pains. 
But modern Heroes, tho as truly brave 

As thoſe of old, not equal Poets have. 

No Virgils now, nor Horaces to raiſe 

Trophies proportion'd to their deathleſs Praiſe. 


An Addiſon perhaps, or Tate may write ; 


Yolpone pays them for their Yenal Wit. 

But ſince my Muſe, warm'd with a gen'rous Flame, 
Unbrib'd would eternize Camillo's Name ; 

Let him accept ſuch Homage as ſhe brings, 


Nor think that wholly uninſpir'd ſhe ſings. 


But, Goddeſs, ſtill one Labor more rema'ns, 


Still Nereo claims thy Tributary Strains ; 


Tune thy Harmonious Voice to Wereo's Praiſe, 


A Subje& pregnant with immortal Lays. 


*T is he extends the Heav'nly Anna's Reign 
High as the Stars, unbounded as the Main. 


?Tis he, whoſe Valour the Batavian Wars 


Inur'd to Glory from his greener Years. 


Tis he La Hogue's oppoling Ord”nance bore, 


Nor fear'd the Lightning Blaſts,nor Thunders roar. 
'Tis he with Scipio, Darling of our Iſle, 


From vanquiſh'd Yigo forc'd the Indian Spoil. 


'Ti 
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*Tis he the Straits Defence ſo lately ſtorm'd, 

A Town by Nature fortity'd and arm'd, 

'Tis he, unequal far in Force, o'ercame 

A Fleet ſecureof Conqueſt and of Fame, 

A Fleet by vaſt Expence for War prepar'g; 

At once the Spaniards Terror and their Guard.' 
For what can Engliſh Bravery withſtand ? 

When Nereo or Camillo do command, 

It vindicates the Sea and triumphs o'er the Land. 
'Tis he DetraQtion's baleful Breath has born, 
But with a Noble and Heroick Scorn, 

For let his Foes this Juſt Monition have, 

Envy's the Coward's Homage to the Brave. 

So Ariſtides long with Malice ſtrove, | 
Nor could his Vertue win a FaCtious People's Loye' 


nn ——_—_—————_. 
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The French King's Lamentation for the 


Loſs of the Occaſional Bill, 1705. 
"Think I ſhall never deſpair, 
Tho beaten at Hochſtet full ſore, 
Since I have gotten ſomewhere 


130 and 4, 
Tho Malbro has ruin'd my Cauſe, 
Il foon that matter reſtore, 
For amongſt the Makers of Laws 
BL I've 130 and 4: 
The Cub that I've cheriſh'd ſo long, 
In time will pay off his ſcore, 
For 1 find his Party is ſtrong, | 
£ In *Tis 130and 4. 
I'll ſend him home tv his Throne, 
Which his Father abandon*d before, 
I'm ſure he will be maintain'd Wh 
By the 130and4o 
The 
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"Ie Alliance had all been diſſolv'd, 

And I had got all in my Power, 
| Had then the Queſtioa been carry - 
\ By then 30 oand 4- 
| My Son had been tack'd unro Sparn 
| Much faſter than ever before, 

E _ Had the great Defign but one 2 5) 
| Of the 130 and 4. 
| But they have put ſome of my Friends 
1 Into Places v© Profit and Power, 
Orelſe the Queſtion had gone 
With the 1 3o and ;. 

| [There's Shernodink, and H-——t, and H—n, 
| AndSt. F——#, and M—-1, and M—re, 
| Have now forſaken their Friends, 


_ "The13oand4. 
I think-my Afﬀairs at Sea ; 
Look better than ever before, 
Some Officers are of the Mind 
:-::}:Of the hxoml's 
| Some Captains have made me a Preſent, 
Ot ſome of their Ships of War, 
And theſe are. all of a piece | 
__., Withthex 30 and 4+ 
Pll fit out' an En liſh Fleet, 
To the Number of half a Score, 
And theſe ſhall all be employ'd * 
For the 130 and 4. 
Am not I a Politick Prince, 
Who have ruin'd Mankind with my Power, 
To have ina Proteſtant Land 
13oand 4 ? 
[ have had my Cabals in that Nation 
Theſe 45 Years, and more, 
And 1 find I'm not yet out of Faſhion 
 Withthe 130 and 4- 


With 


—— —  ————_—_—— ——— — —— 


With Wenches I doz'd an old Stallion, 
He Dunkirkreſign'd fora Whore, 
And I play a new Game of Rebellion 
_— _  Withthe 13oand 4. 
1 govern'd and gull'd Brother Femmy, 

He firmly beliey'd what I ſwore, 

Till they baniſld him hither to ſee me, 

OW ay From the 130 and 4. 
{ maintain now their dear Prince of Wales, 

_. As I did his old Father before, 

TholI wiſh he was gone from Yerſailles, 

8, ______ Tohis 130and 45 
Now to keep theſe brave Allies in-heart, 
 I'mglad my Friend Tallard's gone o're, 

1 hope he'll again do his Part et 
a With the 1 30 and 4. 
Tho he ſheath*d his Sword with Diſgrace, _ 
Yet he knows how to'draw a Lu'd' Or, 


And that Weapon ſhall always have place 


Withthe 130and 47 
Anjou muſt be left in the lurch, EO 
(The moſt Catholick Son of the Whore) 
Till he's rais'd by ſuch Sons of the Church, 

+ whe ______ Asthe130and4g. 
When my Troops were ſent all a packing, 
No Plaiſter ſo fitted my Sore, 

As the Brawling and Wrangling and Tacking 
xx ata if. _ Of thexzoand 4; 
The Kings of the Spaniards and Romans, 
Muſt be humbled and turn'd out of Doors, 
if I get but another Houſe of Commons 
RT Like the 130 and 4. 
Nor ſhall my ſtrong Hopes ever faulter, 
Tho I'm ſqueez'd and drain'd very Poor, 
TH Juſtice is tack'd with a Halter 

To the 130 and4. 


On 
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| On the [I Fight between Sir G. R. and | 
Wo Toloule, 3704. 


HO does not extolonr Conqueſt Marine ? 
| Courage and ConduR, Rook and Tolouſe, 
Twas the ſharpeſt Engagement that ever ſeen, 
Courage, @c. 

An Action ſo glorious was never yet known, 
Courage, &c 

Where no Ship wastaken, and no Trophy won, 

Courage, Oc. 

_ *Tisplainthatthe French by Sir George wereout-ſhot, 
Courage, Oc. 

They only th” Advantage, we Victory got, 
Courage, @c. 

Their Fleet a whole day we did terribly manu], 
Courage, &c. | 

And purſu'd them two more without Pouder or Ball, 

Courage, Occ 

' The Flag-man that madly the doſe Fight began, 
Courage, O&e. | 

Had loſt all his Squadron and not ſav'd a Man, 
Courage, Oc. 

Had not the Cool Admiral to Prudence inclin'd, 

 _ Courage, @c. 

 Thediſtance maintain'd in ſpight of the Wind, 

| Courage, @c. 

We conquer'd the French, but had they been beat, 

Courage, @c. 

Our Conqueſt tho glorious had been morecom pleat, 
Courage, @c 

If our Hero abroad no Laurels has got, 

_ Courage, Oc. 

Yet he triumphs at home, and is ViRor by Vote, 

Courage, ©&c P 
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% A Song on the ſine. 


6 brave Sir Rooke Thoulouſe did beat, 
So brave Toulouſe beat him : : 

put whenſoe'er they meet again, 
George will his Jacquet trim. 

They both did fight,” they both did beat, 
They both did run away; 

They both did ſtrive to meet again ; 
The quite contrary way. Heh 


Y «Tan? FT ny 


_— uu 
— 


0n the Colt in Weſtminſter Hall ,1704; 


; Hodge 2 Dick, KI lately came 
From: Lichfield, and from Nottingham, 
Walk'd vp the long litigious Hal}, 
Where Enaves at one another bawl; 
Quoth Hodg, Adzookers! what are theſe 
That hang aloft as thick-as Bees ? 
Dick who (beſides his Country Tricks) 
Was hugely vers'd- in Politicks, 
An1 never miſfs'd a Markef-day 
To read what Jones and Dyer ay, / 
Thus gravely aniwer'd: Friend, quoth he, 
| marl at thy Stypidity 3 
if thou had'ſt read; as have done, 
The News that weexly comes to Town, 
Thow'dfſt not.been ignorant z bur now 
Liſten a while and thou ſhalt know. 
Theſe on the right are what were took 
From French-men by the Noble Rooke - 
Thoſe on the left from Blenheim came, 
Where 2carlborough encreas'd his Fame, 
[ For 
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- For thus, in moſt of your Addreſles, 
The Matter wonderful expreſs is. 


They tell you plainly how that we ? 


Obtain'd a donble Vieory, 
' Firſt one at Land, then one at Sea, 
A Jolly Red- Coat ſtanding by, 
Cry'd out, You Whoreſon that's a Lye; 
Come vp yon Dog, and then look back, 
Here's neither Pendant, Flag nor Jack. 
. With that, an honeſt Tar ſteps in, 
Before a Quarrel conld begin, | 
And ecry'd, Hold faſt Brother, that i is true, 
Theſe Trophies all belong to you. 
We fought the French indeed, but they 
Would not be beat, but run away, 
And ſo did we another day. | 
We ſaw their Flags, but could not catch *em, 
But Shovel's going now to fetch *em. 
They all ſhook hands bur Dick, and he 'N 
Was plaguily concern'd to ſee 6 
They ſpoiPd his Noble Rookery. 


4 - A new Ballad. 


LL the Materials are the ſame, 
Of Beauty and Deſire; 
| In a tair Woman's goodly Frame, 
No Brightneſs is without a Flame, 
No Flame without a Fire. 
Then tell me what thoſe Creatures are, 
Who wou'd be thought _ chaſt and fair ? 


| 
[ If on her Neck her Hair be ſpread, 
With many a curious Ring ; 


'That - 
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That Heat which ſerves to carl her Head, 
Will make her mad to be a Bed, 
And do another Thing. 

Then tell me, &C. 


3. 
If Modeſty it ſelf appears 
With Bluſhes in her Face ; 
Think you the Blood that dances there, 
Can revel it no other where, 
Or warm no other Place? 
© Then tell me, res 


Ak but of her Philoſophy, CN 
What gives her Lips the Balm, © 
What makes her Breaſts to heave fo ok, 
What Spir*ts give motion to-her Eye, 
And moiſture to her Palm? 

Then tell. me, QC. 


Then, Celia, be: not _ for that 

Betrays thy Self and thee: 

There's not a Beauty nor a Grace 

Bedecks thy Body or thy Face, 

But plead' within for me. 
Then tell me what thoſe Women ave, 
Who wou'd "be ___ both Cbaſt and: Fair, 


De ee CE EET 


The Down-Caſt 1705. 


A with your Ballads,be gon with old Simon; 
What a Rope can you find fo delightful to. 
| (rhime on ? 
What gnify Hundreds, and: Thirties, and Fours, 
When the Bill they have brooded iscaſbout of doors? 
[ cannot irideed: diſown their Good! Nature, | 
i know they deſgn'd well, but that makes no y IG 


1 2 Had 
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Had the Bill been japan'd intoone that gives Mony, 
Then the Queen had receiv'd ſome Gall with her 
_ Hony. __ (fcience 
The Tax muſt be rais'd with ſqueezing the Con- 
(Some thought this was neither injuſtice nor Non- 
But now I amgravel'd in all my Devices, ſenſe) 
My Policy's foundred, my Scheme's all in pieces, 
The Archbiſhop of Paris, my great Cater- Couſin, 
Will ſcarce keep his Fiddle in Tune without Roſin, 
| You know when my Forces make Enemies flee ? em, 
The Choire and the Cardinal roar a Te Deum, 
Nay tho lam trounc'd and made to diſgorge, 
Or makea Draw-game on't(asI did with Sir George) 
Yet all theſe Defeats I can prudently gild (Field, 
With the Name of Triumph on the Sea, or the 
When my Gains arethe ſhorteſt, = Songs are the 
(longeſt, 
TheGazette and Biſhop will call ita Conquel?, 
But here's a Miſcarriage above all Diſguiſe, 
To prove this Good News needs a Buſhel of [.tes. 
The Crime of Diſſentiag I ſtrive to 1nhance, 
To damn the Indulgence with the Edict of Nants 
To bring down the Whigs, and the Men of the 
Low-Church, (Church; 
I retain'd all the Papiſts, and the Atheiſts of No- 
They that were" moſt famous for ſwearing and 
(ſtorming, 
Snſtain'd the Diſpute againſt Partial Conforming: 
The Reaſons they for the Bill's Piety bring, 
Are ſuch as prove me the moſt Chriſtian King z 
. For this is moſteaſy,when Menſet their deſire on's, 
To make a Virtue of Rage,and a Saint of a Tyrant. 
Don't ſay that a Church-Perſecution looks odly, 
I've a hundred Divines that fay this is godly. 
It's ſtuff for to 'preath up Accord and Allyance 
With Low Oberon and Round- heads, hold em all 
(at Defiance. 
Hang 
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Hang out bloody Flags for the Men that do ever. ill; 
Live up to the Dottrine of Pious Sacheveril. | 

+ The Church is a falling, and theſe Men muſt prop 


By fixinga Crime oneach Interloper. (her, 
The Commons took care of their Bill, like good _ 
Nurſes, Curſes) 


(Tho in that Houſe *twas plagu'd with Reaſons and 
But when it went up for their Lordſhips Concur- 
rence,-:: Wa (horrence, 
"They read it, and then kick'd it out with Ab- 
Its Advancement was only like that of thole Fel- 
RE __ (lows 
Who riſe up the Ladder, to hang on the Gallows. : 
It's crue, Pad my Champions in that upper Hovſe, 
Who ventur'd their Credit this Cauſe to eſpouſe, 
' And had rather be laugh'd at than ſmother their 
| Fury 
(Theſe Worthies look fine in my Books III aſl 2 ) 
Great -—ſea bully'd the Lords with a hvff, 
And N—— m1 ſpoke more Rhetorical ſtuft, 
My Lord's Grace of Y— ſhook his Head with the 
/ | (Hair on'r, 
And faid, the Religion of this Bill's apparent, 
(And he was Pth” right ont, for no Church cer 
Fe ({tood 
More firmly than ours that's cemented with Blood) 
| But the Politick Iſfues are things thar he leaves 
To ſuch of the Peers as wear no Lawn-Sleeves. 
My good Lord of L—-1, in very odd Faſhion, 
Stood up for to mumble a pithy Oration, 
But (whether the Duns and the Bailiffs had ſcar'd 
| _ him) 
He mutter'd ſo low that ſcarce any one heard him,{ 
Tho had he been audidle, few would regard him. 
In the heat of theſe Argnments learned and able, 
The Bill was ſtretch'd out on its Death-bed, the 
hk "SHOT (Table. 
IT 3 For 


/ 


iis  @POEMSm © 


' For alas, all theſe Topicks of Flattery and Error, 


Were banter'd and martyr'd to my very great 
| _ (Horror, 

That this braveContrivance again ſhould miſcarry-a, 

Comes heavily after the Stroak at Bavaria . 

My Veteran Troops at Hochſtet were routed, 


| My Veteran Agents in England are flouted. 


There's Sommers and Wharton,with others in vogue, 
And Orford who puts mein mind of La Hogue, 
With Peterborough, Hallifax, Sarum, and Mobun, 


In all to the Number of Seventy one; 


As ſome of the Commons would have tack'd it, 
ths ; ({o they 
Firſt read it, than rack*d it, and packt it away. 
The Bill was Aſthmartick quite thro the Debate, 
And bloated with Venom, lay waiting its Fate. 
Sometimes it wou'd redden, and my Agents wou'd 


(ſmile on't, 


z 


| Till the Vollies of Reaſon made it faint, and then 


ſilent, IT - 
But the worſt of all came when the Queſtion was 
Then it fetch d along Gaſp and humbly departed. 
What I took for a Champion's no more than 


| (Martyr, 
By puſhing it forwards I've but caught a Tartar. 


PO to 


————_———_—_ 


Sir S, G's Petition to the 200d People of 
Ag —-tham. 


Y Petition, good People of 4 ———11, hear, 
L For now my Heart aches, and my Head's full 


HET (of Care; 
j*or I find I have too much Reaſon to fear 


That you will not chuſe me a Means 
| f 
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My Qualifications I will rehearſe, 
Which pray you amongſt my Electors diſperſe, 


And to ſhew you my Parts I will doit in Verſe. 
I hope you will chuſe me a Member, 


cincea Knighthood I got,and an Alderman's Gown, 
| With theſe 1 ſet up for to bully the Town, 
(known; 
Tho ſome ſay Pm the arranteſt Coxcomb thatfs 
O therefore pray « chuſe me a Member, 


The Marks of my Church you may ſee in my Face, 
I've the Wit of a Gooſe, and the Brains of an Aſs, 
(Braſs; 
| And my Phi has been often rubb'd over with 
O therefore pray chuſe me a Member. 


I could ſhow you my Love to the Young Prince of 
But I am afraid you'l be telling of Tales, (Wales, 
By my Actions you ſee I look to'ard Yerſazlles 

O therefore pray chuſe me a Member. 


But Sir Thomas's Work-houſe affiits me full ſore, 

Whoobliges the Town by employing the Poor ; 

But I and my Lord will deſtroy 't to our Pow'r. 
O therefore pray chuſe us both Members, 


If a Fool and a Knave you've a mind to obtain, 

You will find that your labour will not be 1n vain, 

It we the Election do happen to gain, 
By "_y_ both choſen your Members. 


Ls IS 


—_— — 


Ihe Lamentation of Heb. (bu <, 1704. 


Hus God does bleſs our Sovereign Anne, 
Makes her a glorious Queen, 
For bi her Arms ſuch Feats are done, 
; | !helike was never ſeen. | 
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She for the Clergy did provide, 
Which was full well] trow 3 
And now we mult be on her ide, 
\ hether we will or no. 


But. Moderation 1s her Text, 

» Which ſhe does fo explain, 

That we ſhall ſorely be perplext 
How to turn Tale again, 


For my Lord Duke, and my Lord Sly, 
Both join in with the Court, 

And they are lifted up fo high 

_ They?l makevs but their Sport. 


The Duke the Victory did obtain, 
Or elſe h'had got a Tartar ; 

If he had been beaten back again, 
Perhaps he had been ſhorter. 


And now they take the Sons of the Church, 
And put them into Places, 

Which makes them leave vs in the lurch, 
Oh! this the very Caſe is. 


Our rich and conſtant ul now, 
Since they a Place have gave him, 


He votes not as he us'd to do, 


But juſt as they would have him. 


Our Bully-back Fack Mw. alas! 
Since he is made Pay- Maſter, 

What my Lord Sly will have him do, 
He'l do it in all haſt Sir. 


Vol. IV. | State-Affairs. 


young H —-— d too, that talkt fo much 
To bring the Lords to Trial, 


He minds not Us, nor Them, nor Church, 


But minds the Navy-Royal. 


Our prating Ar —r A —re, whom we 
Always rely'd on ſtill, 7 
For ſeven hundred Pounds a Year 
Does vote againſt the Gill. 


That Cunning Fox the Speaker too, 
That us'd to trick and trim, 

Wherein his Intereſt is concern'd, 

The Church may fink or ſwim. 


Thus you may ſee that Sons of Church 
'The Places are preter'd to; 

And that the Queen might pleaſe us all, 
Slvas oblig'd the Sacred Herd too, 


And yet the Whigs vote for the Queen 
More heartily than we do; 

And is not this as fad a thing 
AS eny Man can ſee to? 


Now the Cauſe I will explain, 
Why we do gruinble ſtill, 

We cannot perſecute again, 
Altho we have the Will—— 


We thought when their Dutch King was dead, 


We ſhould have leave to ſmite *em, 
But now our Hands are ſo ty'd up, 
We cannot Gibconite [em. 


wo” 
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And now they ſay the Houſe of Lords 
Do's keep 'em all from Ruin, Hs 
Whilſt to bring home our Natural Prince 
[th t'other Houſe is OG: 


p 1 bus ſorrowfully muſt we fi ing, 
Or mournfully may fay, 
Our Queen is ſo much like Their King, 


Alack and well-aday. 


p" 2% 


— 
—} 


The Royal Gameſters, or the old Cards new 
ſhuffled for the Conquering Game. 


_ Germany. 
'RE weto play this Match prepare, 
E Let's know, firſt, who together are. 
Holland. 
Let England deal the Cards about, 
The four Knaves play, the reſt ſtand out, 
Pruſſia. 
France 1s a Gameſter, and muſt fall, | 
Elſe Odds will beat the Devil and all. 
France. | 
What I have won T'l] venture ſtill, 
I will give nothing but the Deal. 
England. 
Play fair then, and it is agreed, 
| The two black Knaves againſt the Red ; 
| The Kings ſhall hold another Sett, 
And the four Queens ſhall ſet the Bett. 
The Knaves of France and Spain are black, 
"Tis Gerraany muſt hold the Pack. 
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Germany. 
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Germany. 
| Give me the Cards, the Deal is mine, 
Diamonds : are Trumps, Who betts this time ? 
Holland. 
Pl hold ten Thouſand Livers by 
*Gainſt France and Spain ; PII tel you why, 
Becauſe the Odds are ten to one, 
They'l certainly be both undone. 
Savoy. 
Fl take you up, with you PII lay, 
That France and Spain will hold you play, 
Denmark. 
11 nothing bett on either ſide; 
Portugal. rr 
Nor 1 until 1 ſee them try'd. | 
Bavaria. 
I know on which ſide I would bett, 
But will not tell my Mind as yet. 
| Sweden, 
Nor I, but ſtill will Neuter ſtand, 
And do them Service underhand. 
Poland. 
One ſingle Game with Swedes Pll try, 
I'll make the ſmooth-facd Youth comply, 
Venice. 
Go on, and proſper all, ſay I. 


The Firſ Game, 1702. 
(my held good Cards,and play'd them well, 


by Deal. 


The ſecond Deal France held the Cards,and then 

The Game ſeem'd two to one for France & Span, 

But in a little time they turn'd again. 

For Fortune now old Zewts's Side forſakes, 

England won all, but Holland drew the Stakes. + 
c 


Got ſome by Tricks and Honours, and ſome 


* 
a ” 


For Lewis elſe had quickly been brought low : $ 


Loſes ſome Stakes, but England lends him more, 


The firſt Deal from the Cards Bavaria loſt, 


Holland deals next,France the firſt Trick did get, 


And had not left another Croſs to play. 


Hs POEMS m 


The Second Game, 1703, 


\ FE, Second Game Bavaria took their Parts, 
And the firſt Deal turn'd up the King of Hearts, 
Got the Court Cards and Trumps into his Pomer, 
And put the Slip upon the Emperor. 
And well it was for France he ſerv'd him fo, 


Germany fretted thus to ſee it go. 
England ſtill play'd its Part, and won ſome Tricks, 
And fairly brovght the Game up Eight, to Six. 
But Germany had no good Cards to play, 
And by 1I] Fortune gave the Game away, 
Savoy did from France and Spain divide, 

And ventur'd all on the contrary Side ; 


And Portugal Goes for that ſame declare. 
Te Third Game, 1704, 


UT vex« to ſee the Buſineſs done by halves, 
England and Holland took the Cards themſelves, 
Germany laid his laſt Stake down to play p 
France cut the Cards, and Holland led the way, 
But all the Streſs upon the Dealers lay. 


And fear*d that now his great Deſigns are croſs'd.. 


But England by the Honours won the Sett. 
Bavaria tuin'd threw the Cards away, 


The Fourth Game, 170g, 


Ranceto the laſt Stake brought, & Spain the ſame, 
But Germany revo'd and ſpoild the Nt : 
Ic 
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Which mads the othey Gameſters for to. ſivear, 
He did not play at all upon the Square. 
England chang'd Sides, and took the Dutch again, 
Whilſt Portugal yay. ſingle hand with Spain. 
But after many Deals, and mighty croſs 
Between them both, there little was but loſt. 
Now England deals about for the laſt Stake, 
And had a band that made Great Adon/zeur quake. 
| But when the Sett to a Concluſion came; 

_ Holland loſt Dealing, and quite baulk'd the Game. 


The Conquering Game, 1706. 


Neland deals next, and france is fain 
FE To lend a loſing Stake to Spain. 

Savoy betts all, France threatens hard 

To take from him his Leading Card : 

But England all the reſt reſtore, 

And tell him they will lend him more. 

Now on all Sides the Stakes are down, 

And Spain plays briskly for the Crown : 
And Portugal ſome Betts doth lay, 
Which England does, and Holland pay. 

The firſt Deal Spain three Tricks does loſe, 
Which doth old Lewis much confuſe, 

France ſhuffles next, more Stakes doth bett, 
And threatens hard to win the Sett, 

E're Germany his Cards can ſort, 

While Yenice laughs and likes the Sport. 
England ſays nothing all the while, 

But plays ſuch Cards makes Holland ſmile. 
France wins a Stake or two at firſt, 

And Swedes would back them if they durſt: 
But Poland holds him to't as yet, 

And hopes to gain his laſt loſt Bett. 

France with his beſt Court-Cards begins, 
While Spain loſe faſter than he wins. 


The 
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The Lot grows warm, brisk Play is ſhown, 
And $S4voy lays his laſt Stake down, 

But Germany with Trumps ſupply'd, 

_ Soon turns the Game on t'other ſide, 
France with the Ace of Hearts doth join, 
But England plays the King and Queen. 
O1d Lewis vex'd, yet looking grave, 

With ſpeed throws down another Knave, 
And queſtions not the Game to ſave. 
While Portugal, with Anger then, 

Plays down another Single Ten : 

At which the Gameſters ſeem'd to ſmile, 
And ſtood amaz'd a little while. 

But when he ſome Excuſe did make, 

They paſs it by as a Miſtake. 

Venice at laſt for Holland betts, 

And holds ten thouſand Pounds on th'Sett, 
France offers now to part the Stakes, 
And Spain the ſelf-ſame Proffer makes : 
But England will to neither ſtand, 

_ For all the Honours are in their Hand. 
France plays a Trump then, for to try 

In whoſe Hand all the others lie 

Which he ſoon found unto his Coſt ; 
When Spain perceiving all was loſt, 
Throws down the Cards,& gives theSett for gone, 
Bavaria takes it up and plays it on: 
But England trumps about, & ſo the Game is won. : 


m_— _—_——— —_—_— —— 


Advice to a Pamter, 170t. 


Ainter, Pve ſeen a Picture repreſent 
The Five illuſtrious Gentlemen of Kent - 


Juſt 


-” 
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aſt ſuch a Piece as that, for ſize, Pd have, 

But for each Hero there pourtray a Knave > - 

Each Traytor's Guilt diſcover in his Face, 

And let juſt Art dete& their want of Grace. 
Draw Robin Hood a plotting in a Chair, . 3 

| And Little Fohn well pleas'd to ſee him there, 

Brothers in Villany, as next 1n Shire. 9 

Place H—t next, and then let F—-ch appear ; 

Let Tallard's Gold and Sydney's Blood be there ; 

ThenK:t theTrimmer,8 when theſe yow've drew, 

The Merry Andrew of St. Bartholomew 

Bring in with his Fool's Coat, and cloſe the Shew. > 
But hold —— there are a Couple wanting yet, F, 

Whoſe Effigies thou art in England's Debt, 

Old Ned; and let me ſee a Coronet, d\ 

A Hide-bound Carkaſs, that deſerves no Name, 

But what of old in French from Dunkirk came ; - 

When his vile Sire that Fortreſs did betray, 

To thoſe his Son would ſell us all away. 
Now Auro Patriam for their Motto chuſe, 

And fay, We have a Right to ſpeak that loſe. 


The Rook, 


F old, the very Name of Drake 

Made the whole Spaniſh Nation quake. 
And ev'n of late, an Engliſh Rook 
bar'd all their Coaſt, and one Town took. 
Some ſay, they were more ſcar'd than hurt, 
And will not thank the Black Bird for't : 
Envying that one of his dark Feather 
Sow'd guard the Roman Eagle thither ; 
And after that made all the Sail 
01 Spain and France quite to turn Tail. Th 
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Tho Whiggiſh Malice will not ſay, 

This Noble Rook's a Bird of Prey ; 

Yet Truth muſt make all Men allow, 


That he has been a good Scare-Crow, 
And left Theulouſe 1n fearful pain, 


on &1 pluck a Crow with him again. 


bo. oa ns : ” (pm, ; 


OnK. Charles's Yoyage to Spain, 1704; 

Bat with Confederate Force, the Auſtria 
es, 

To find in Spain ſtrong Friends, and feebler Foc, 

How long has our poor Gazetteer miſtook, 


Firft made a Monarch, then redubb'd a Duke! | 
Philip was King of Spain two months ago, 


| And now, the Lord be prais'd, Duke Charles is fo, 


 Brigan- 
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Bricannia's Prayer for the Queen, 1506: 
By Mr. Tate, Poet Laureat to her Ma- 


fefiye 


* hdd juſtly now wight [ aſpire 
To Mighty Pindar's Force and Fire ! 
When Gods wee God-like Kings he did rehearſe, 
And crown'd them with immortal Verſe, 
Worth all their Statutes, by the skilfulſt Hand, 
That only could for ſhort-liv'd Ages ſtand, 
But the Poſſeſſion. of the Galden Lyre, 
Where all the Charms of Harmony conſpire, 
"The Muſe to Pindar did confine : - 
Pindar alone ſhe does permit 
In Wirt's ſublimeſt Orb to fit, 
And, like the Sun, without a Rival ſhine. 


Zeal therefore ſhall perform the Muſe's Part, 
And Poetry's Deficiences ſupply 3 

Zeal, that ſhall vie with Art, 

And mount the Song as high, 


Beſides, my Theme, ſo Charming, ſo Divine: 

Without a Muſe, ſhall raiſe Poetick Fire z 

A QUEEN, that can, beyond a Muſe, inſpire, 
A QUEEN more ſacred than the NINE. 


O beſt of Sov” reigns! From your lofty Sphere, 
Vouchſafe your trembling Bard to.chear, 
Vouchſafe your Votary to hear ; 

Who in ſincere, tho ſlender Lays, 

Attempts the Trinmphs of your Praiſe, 

Andto attempt is all ———- 


For 
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For what raſh Mortal will pretend 
In Words to comprehend | 
Vertues, where Speech no Aid affords ; 
Graces, beyond the narrow Bounds of Words; 
Or number Royal Gifts that Number's Pow'r tran- 
--.---1-: :-  Q 
To You (her Sacred Guardian here) 
Happy Britannia ever will addreſs, 
And, with repeated Vows confeſs, 
- That, in her Sov'reign Sphere, 
Your Equal never roſe, nor ſhall hereafter riſe, 
The beſt and greateſt Prize 
That Fate &er gave, or ever ſhall beſtow ; 
And, yet for ought we Mortals know, 
Another Golden Seaſon may be ſeen, 
A Second Golden Age, but never ſuch a QUEEN: 
A QUEEN ! Whom all United Vertues crown, 
That, ſingly, gave her Anceſtors Renown : 
She does their precious Ore ingroſs, 
Without the leaſt Remains of Droſs, 
So Sublimated, ſo Refin'd, 
* That now Thoſe Sons of Light, 
 Soglorious in their Night, 7 
Languiſh like Stars by the Sun's Beams out-ſhin'd, 


Amidſt theſe Triumphs of her State, 
Advanc'd to ſuch a dang'rous Height, 
And jealous of her future Fate, 
Poſterity is now BRITANNI A's Care; 
For them ſhe prays — W hat thereforeis her Pray'r! 
Not for Increaſeof Wealth, more Blenheim-Spoils; 
More Trophies of her Hero's Toils, 
'To hear her Naval Thunder roar, 
Alarming all th? Atlantick Shoar ;' 
Great ANN Athere new Garlands win 
.New Conqueſts there begin, 
Where Hercules gave o'er.  $yes 
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encceF&fully for theſe ſhe has addreſt, 
But ſums her Wiſhes now in One Requeſt, 
| And does for that with utmoſt Ardour call, 
The mighty Bleſſing that includes them All 
That ſuch a Princeſs, ſo belov'd 
By Heaven, by Britain, and by Allapprov'd, 
Whom every Nation wiſh their own, 
| BY bleſs herPcople long may long poſſeſs herThrone: 


Long may my Queen ſurvive to be 
By Juſtice, Prudence, Conſtancy, 
The True Vicegerent of the Deity 3 
To cheriſh Peace, ſupport Allies, 
And Haughty Tyrants to chaſtiſe, 
The Griefs of Europe to redreſs 5 
The Univerſal Patroneſs. 
Live ANNA! for the Publick Welfare Live 5 
And live to ſhare the Bleſlings that you give 
In your ProteCQtion ſafe our Law remains, 
Sweet Liberty,with You,her antient Rights regains, 
With you Religion's crown'd, with you Religion 
(reigns. 
Then, ſince aſſur'd, wheneer You £0, 
Of everlaſting Welcome there, 
May your Return to Native Skies be flow ; 
This is the Gen'ral Pray'r, 
While You remain, our World is bleſt ; 
When You remove L leave the reſt 


To be in Sighs Exprelt. 
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The Myeries of England, from the Growing 
Power of her Domeſtick Enemies, 1701, 


AE B ION, diſcloſe thy drouſy Eyes, and ſee 
The Bondage that ſurrounds thy Liberty ; 
Put on thy mourning Weeds, prepare to groan . 
Beneath that Fate thy Foes are hurry'ng on : 
Thou haſt not only thoſe Abroad to fear, 

But worſe at Home that Favour's Badges wear ; 
Who fond of Honours lurk beneath the Throne, 
And ſacrifice thy Welfare to their own: 
They envy Monarchy, thy Church they hate, 
And are but flatt'ring Sycophants of State ; 
Who widen Diſcords, and Diſlenſions breed, 
Yet are, by Querks, from common Juſtice freed; 
 Upheld by Brethren partial to their Cauſe, 
T*abuſe the Kingdom, and defy the Laws ; 
Rais'd for ſome ſecret Services in State, 
From narrow Fortunes to be vaſtly Great. 
"Theſe for new Wars may well expreſs their haſt, 
Who throve ſo ſtrangely in the fruitleſs laſt, 
And Mercenary-like delight in Broils, 

To fill their Coffers with the Kingdom's Spoils. 
So thoſe that live on Wrecks calm Weather hate, 
Becauſe they gain moſt when the Storm is great. 
Nations in trouble, like to Ships diſtreſs'd, 

_ Often by thoſe that help them are oppreſs'd. 
Stateſmen, like Salvages, the Publick ſave, 

And for ſmall Service great Rewards will have. 
|  (fincere, 
Thoſe who-with Hands unbrib'd, and Hearts 
*Twixt Prince and People in a Medium ſteer, 
Preſerve that Ballance which ſupports the State, 
And makes the People Safe, and Monarch Great- 
Such worthy Patriots merit our Eſteem, ; 
y ad ſhine like Jqs about the Diadem, Eg: 
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Enjoying what they equally approve, 
Their Prince's Favor, and their Country's Love. 
- But thoſe aſpiring Minions, who extend 
Their Maſter's Powr, to ſerve their own by-End, 
Beyond thoſe Fences which the Laws have made, 
That neither Part ſhould t'other's Rights invade ; 
Confound that Concord in the Soul of Pow?r, 
That makes the Whole harmoniouſly ſecure ; 
Filling each SubjeQt's Heart with Diſcontenr, » 
Weakning the pow'rful Frame of Government, 
' Byſtraining all its Springs beyond their dueextent. 
Sotl'aftive Man, too prodigal of Strength, 
Exerts his ſtrenuous Sinews, till at length, 
Aiming to ſhow ſome wonderful Exploit, 
Amazing to the fond SpeQaator's ſight, 
He breaks in the attempt ſome Nerve within, 
And lamely leaves unfiniſh'd his Deſign ; 
Thus ſtrains himſelf beyond juſt Nature's'Laws, 
And gains Contempt inſtead of vain Applauſe, 
So fare ambitious Miniſters of State, 

Who ſtretch their Power to be unjuſtly Great. 
Some from Obſcurity ſtart up on high, 
And are made Great for none knows what, or why. 
To ill Compliance brib'd with golden Baits, 
Glean from the Publick Treaſure large Eſtates; 
And for dark Stratagems perform'd by ſtealth, 
Glut their baſe Av'rice with the Nation's Wealth. 
Theſe are reſerv'd to pacity the Rage 
Of injur*d People in a prying Age ; | 
And muſt, when ſullen Times require, atone 
For other's Ills as tamely as their own, 
And with their Sanative Deſtruction heal 
The paiaful Wounds the angry Publick feel. 

Others born Great, more wary, and more wiſe, 
Bulky in Wealth, and ſubtle in Advice, 
Run with the Crown for Honor and for Gold, 
But yet for Safety with their Country hold : 

K 3 __ Betwixt 
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Betwixt them both their own By-ends perſue, 
By both much truſted, bur to neither true; 
From Poſt to Poſt they unſuſpeted flide, 
And 1n one Station never long reſide ; 
But in due Seaſon, to oblige the State, 
Make way for Favorites of a later Date. 
Some forward Tools, who haſty to aſpire, 
Will yield to all their Monarch can deſire; 
And for unlawful Deeds obſcurely done, 
Are quickly raisf'd and oft deſpis'd as ſoon : 
Whilſt rhofe more cunning ſhift from Place to Place, 
And ſtill ſteer clear of Danger and Diſgrace 53 
Yet glean and plunder ſafely as they move, 
And raiſe their Minions thro Delign not Love ; 
Who ſtand as Skreens that interrupt the Light, 
To hide their Patrons Ills from human ſight ; 
Labouring where cer they come to bellow forth 
My Lord's great Honour, Honeſty and Worth 3 
What mighty things for th* Publick he has done, 
W hat Univerſal Love his Deeds have won : 
Whilſt thoſe that try my worthy Patriot find, 
He's Courtier true, all Words,and thoſe but Wind. 
Such Lords as theſe the hood wink*d Nation fleece, 
As 1! the People were their Sheep or Geeſe, 
And they the Foxes that the Flocks betray, 
Making th* unthinking Innocents their Prey. 
Theſe are the Men the Common-wealth abufe, 
Plunder its Treaſure, and their Power miſuſe ; 
To private Ends pervert their Publick Truſt, 
And for baſe Bribes ſubmit to things unjuſt. 
By their vaſt Fortunes we are Debtors made, 
Of Sums too mighty to be nam'd or paid ; 
\V hoſe growing Int'reſt does fo faſt accrue, 
The Nation ſcarce can raiſe it when its due, - 
By waat ſtrange Meaſures muſt we then prepare, 
New 9inews for a freſh more. vig'rous War ; 


Since 
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Since Debts we owe are too profuſely large, 
Without the People's Murmurs to diſcharge ? 
Beſides, if we proje& no wiſer ways | 
T* apply and husband what the Publick raiſe, 

How ſhould old Debts be otherwiſe than due, 
Since-ev*ry Tax we raiſe begets a New ? 

| What Man, whowith the Eye of Reaſon ſees, 
Can juſtify Enormities like theſe ? 
Or what blind partial Ideot can plead, 
That ſuch MiſconduQts no Inſpettion need ? 
What Tool, but he who does his Country hate, 
Would labour ſuch Faults to extenvate ; 

Or ſtrenuouſly oppoſe what's clear as Light, 

To make ſuch dark Intrigues of State look white ? 
What cloſe clandeſtine Service can atone | 
For Ills like theſe to the whole Publick done ? 

Or who but Guilty Favorites make Delays 

Ot common Juſtice by uncommon Ways; 

Whoſe very Friends their Crimes with Horror ſee, 
Thro the dim Glaſs of Partiality : 

Tho pleas'd and proud their Leaders are fo great, 
And buſy Afors on the ſtage of State, 

Yet the whole Faction ſome Concern muſt feel, 

To ſee fall Sharers play their Parts ſo ill ; 

Having no more in their Behalf to ſay, 

But only plead th' Advantage of Delay, 
Believing they have manag'd Things awry, 

And done what Juſtice cannot juſtify ; 

ObieQing, that alone the great Afair, 

Relating to the new Impending War, 

Does at this JunQure juſt Precedence claim, 

And ought to be the Senate's only Aim 

Whilſt ſach ſmall Trifles varedreſt ſhould Iy, 
Ore at leaſt defer'd till by and by, 

And all ſuch petty Faults neglected be, t | 
Till ome more proper Opportunity. | 
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 _ Wholeſom Advice, and wiſely urg'd by thoſe, 
Who ſide for Intereſt with Domeſtick Foes, 
And frightning us with Foreign Ills to come, 
Wound fain encourage thoſe we find at home. 
Shame on Forbearance ! ſhall the Commonweal 
Endure with Patience, Miſchiefs that they feel, 
And arm againſt thoſe 1Ils we only fear, 
Neeglecting preſent Wrongs the Publick bear ? 
If Men in Truſt ſhall ſink the Nation's Aid,} 
And common Juſtice by a Trick evade : 
If ſuch a Latitude as this we give, 
How can our Arms ſucceed, or Nation thrive? 
What is't that made our Funds deficient prove, 
And caus'd thoſe Debts we cannot yet remove! 
W hat 1s't of late prevented our Succeſs, 
And made France greater and old England leſs ? 
Why 1s the payment of the Fleet delay'd, 
And why the Tranſport-Service yet unpay'd ? 
Why is the Army in ſuch large Arrears, 
That ſerv'd us in the late ſucceſleſs Wars ? 
Who rais'd Eſtates miraculouſly ſoon, 
And left theſe National Concerns undone ? | 
Why not thoſe Perſons from their Poſts remov'd, 
By the laſt Senate blam'd, and diſapprov'd ? 
And why not, if known guilty of a Fault, 
Without delay to common Juſtice brought ? 
Neglet&t of ſuch Miſguidance in the State, 
Brought Rome to Ruin which was once ſo great 3 
Her publick Treaſure being miſapply'd, 
Forc'd her to ſtoop to thole ſhe onte defy'd. 
if ſuch Abuſes are excus'd ſolong, 
Till Common Practice juſtifies the Wrong 
"That careleſs Nation does it ſelf betray, 
Laying a Ground-work for its own Decay 3 
And like the Pellicay expends its Blood, = 
To fiedg a greedy, worthleſs, callow Brood- 


Yes 
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yet from ſome partial Penman have we heard, | 
Errors ſo ſmall deſerve not our Regard ; 
Or elſe that we ſuch Trifles ſhould defer, 
To be the laſt dull Siftings of our Care. 

In the late Wars they cannot but allow, 
That France was nothing near ſo ſtrong as now; 
The fatal Union which ſo much we dread, 
Tho long ago foreſeen, was then unmade : 
And wealthy England, when the War began, 
More rich in Coin, and numerous in Men, 

- With Voice united cry'd, To Arms, To Arms, 
And every Pulſe beat nothing but Alarms. 
The People's Hearts and Purſes open lay, 
Some fond to fight and others free to pay, 
The forward Rabble needed no Decoy, 
- But freely enter'd, and embark'd with Joy. 
Each tipling Hero o'er his Belch would ſwear, 
He'd have a Vineyard of his own next Year ; 
And doubted not but ſo far to advance, | 
That in a Cup of Soldier's Cordial Vants, 
He'd drink to England in the midſt of France. 
Strong foreſight of Succeſs the Nation fed, 
And mighty hopes the Common People led ; 
The Kingdom rich, andev'ry Native free 
To hazard all to curb French Tyranny. 
Thus wanting neither Mony, Men nor Will, 
_ The faithleſs French to conquer, or to kill; 
But all things made a kind auſpicious ſhow, 
And look?d more fortunate by much than now : 
Threatning our miſcall'd cow'rdly Enemy, | 
With ſad Deſtruction both by Land and Sea. 
What then obſtructed the Deſigns we laid, 
That our great Hopes no better Iſſue had ?_ 
What higder'd us we humbl'd not our Foes, *:3 
Nor then effected what we now propoſe ? 
When the whole Kingdom richer was by far, 
And ey'ry Genius well inclin'd to War. 

What 


7138 POEMS om 

| What then obſtructed our defir'd Succeſs, 
But ſome Miſcondutts we may now redreſs ? 
What made our Jong expenſive Wars prove vain; 
And leave us worſe than if they*dneer began? 
What made us give the Gallick Tyrant Breath, 
To gain his Ends by Ferdinando's Death ? 

Thus by a Peace miſ-tim'd we ſooth*d our Fate, 
And made th? aſpiring Foe juſt twice as Great. 
What made our Taxes, tho profuſely large, 
Always too ſlender to ſupport the Charge ? 

Such worthleſs Numbers gleaning from our Funds 
Private Rewards, the Publick Int'reſt wounds, 
Some climb to Poſts of Profit misbeſtow'd, 

And, haſty to be Great, grow rich by Fraud : 
Others by begging private Boons and Grants, 
Swallow what ſhould relieve the Nation's Wants; 
Thus from ſmall Merits make a wondrous Riſe, | 
And become huge State-Monſters in a trice: 
Hatch'd up and fledg'd beneath a bounteous Throne, 
From callow Wrens to mighty Eagles grown: 
Having no Herald their Deſerts to prove, 
But the large Badges of Imperial Love. 
Such Men as theſe the Nation's Wealth ingrofs, 
Gaining vaſt Riches by the Kingdom's Loſs. 

And ſhall we now a War like Madmen make, 
With theſe Domeſtick Dangers at our Back ? 
Shall mercenary Tools in Truſt remain, 

To cheat the Kingdom o'er and o'er again ? 

Muſt we run headlong to a dubious War, 

To make rich Minions, and our Country paor ? 
And ne'er look back on thoſe Enormities 

That caug?d our Debts, and our Deficiencies ? 
Which did our Arms obſtruR, our Meaſures break, 
When we were ſtronger, and our Foes more weak * 
Pray, What Succeſs can we in War expe, 

If we thoſe IIs as frivolous rejeq, 


Which 
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Which ſtain'd our ConduQ, & our Arms diſgrac'd, 

By rend'ring us ſucceſleſs in the laſt ? EO 
One Cauſe of theſe did our late Ends prevent, 

Our Foes great Strength, or our Miſmanagement : 

If our Miſconduct, we ſhovld then take care 

| To mend our Faults before we make the War 
Remove thoſe {eliiſh mercenary Props 

That ſtop'd our Speed,and mar'd our mighty Hoyes. 

Or when our Swords ſhall for the Laurel ſtrive, 

What ProſpeCt can unbiaſs'd Reaſon give, 

That England with her Arms ſhall now do more 

And finiſh what ſhe left undone before ? 

No, we muſt firſt thoſe Obſtacles remove, 

That made our late long Conteſt fruitleſs prove. 
If our Foes Strength ſuperior was to ours, 

And ſtem'd the Force of our United Pow'rs ; 

And we too feeble for our great Deſign, 

When we abounded moſt in Men and Coinz 

And France, as "tis believ*d, now ſtronger grown, 

By its late Union with the Spaniſh Throne: 

'Tis then high time our Fury ſhould abate, 


I 


For no Succeſs on our Attempts can wait, 
Except kind Providence proves our Confederate. 
The Coffee-Politician, grave and wiſe, 
To this objeas, and warmly thus replys : 
What if the French by Span are ſtronger made, 
Were ſtill ſuperior by the German Aid! 
And if but England, with a gen'rous Heart, 
Would at one puſh her utmoſt Strength exert, 
We might o'er France be Conquerors with eaſe, 
And make the Tyrant truckle as we pleaſe. 
But ſhould the Nation this Advice recetve, 
And yield the utmoſt ſhe at once could give, 
Yet not accompliſh what we now projedc, 
And humble France ſo ſoon as we expect, 
But further Strength, and more Supplies ſhall need, 
Than we can raiſe 1 effe& the Glorious Deed ; 


What 
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What Mis'ries muſt our vain Attempts atteng, 
If Fortune crown not with Succeſs the End ?. 
Into what Slav'ry muſt the Nation fall, 

Tf to no purpoſe we ſhould ſpend our All ? 
Contempt and Poverty we then ſhould find, 
Inſtead of Spoils and Trophies we deſign'd. 
Then our long Conteſt for a time mult ceaſe, 
And fruitleſs end in an Inglorious Peace. 
Who firſt want Mony, firſt muſt ſheath their 
For War no Forma Pauperts affords: (Swords, 
Therefore let's think of Means, e'er we proceed 
To raiſe Supplies ſo great a War muſt need. 

One pow'rful Party has declar'd for Arms, 
And ev'ry FaQtious Pamphlet ſounds Alarms : 
But above all, they ſhow the greateſt haſt, 
Who by foul Dealings proſper'd in the laſt, 
And would inyolve us headlong in a War, 

'To thrive by Crimes which yet unpuniſh'd are; 
Who furniſh'd France in the late Wars with Lead 
For Ball, to knock our Army on the head : 

Thus rais'd vaſt Riches by ſuch Ills as theſe, 

And dealt, unpuniih'd, with our Enemies. 
Theſeare the Wolves who ſo impatient are, 
And ſuch a hideous howling keep for War, _. 
Stretching their noiſy Throats where e'er they run, 
Crying Arm, Arm, or England thowrt undone. 
Thus a Necellity they ſtrongly plead, 

| To break that Peace fo lately we agreed 
Which if delay'd had ſtrengthen'd our Allies, 
Show'd France leſs Pow'rful,& our ſelves more Wile. 
By Arms prevented what without prevaild, 
And ſtop'd that War for Ages now intail'd. 
 Exrope has long her Obſervation made, 

Of what Deſigns her proſp'rous Foe has laid : 
Qur preſent State might eagly be foreſeen, : 
And by right Meaſures might have hindred beet. 


The 
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The fatal Union ſhould have prov'd but weak, 
Which now requires a vigorous War to break, 
* Bat ſince our Foes to ſuch a height are grown, 
from our Neglect, or Conduct of their own ; 
No matter which or whether made thus great, 
| By Chance, Induſtry, or Decree of Fate : 
Yet from the Danger of their Pride and Pow'r 
Were fartheſt off, and ſtand the moſt ſecure ; 
And therefore ſhould be careful how we run 
Raſhly to meet thoſe Miſchiefs we may ſhun ; 
But with due Patience and Diſcretion wait 
Till our Rich Neighbours, more expos'd to Fate, 
Shall crave our Aid, to free them from their Fears, 
On the ſame Terms they lately gaye us theirs. 
We were the Suff 'rers, they Advantage made, D' 
And little leſs than all the Charge we paid, - 
Beſides a liberal Preſent for their uſeleſs Aid. 7 
Which in their Bank, Rich as an Indian Mine, 
Lies bag'd and bury'd cloſe in Engliſh Coin. 

England be wiſe, and make thy ſelf amends, 
Return the coſtly Favours of thy Friends; 
Let now thy Juſtice to thy Self be ſeen, 
And be as kind as they to Us have been ; 
Neither be aw'd, or yet by Flatt'ries drawn, 
Tho our Foes threaten, and our Neighbours fawn, 
To call a diſtant Eyil on our Heads, 2 
And take upon our ſelves what Holland dreads: 
But make the Charge, e'er we the War begin, 
Juſt equal to the Danger wearein; 
Andif afliſt our Friends with further Aid, 
To be allow*d, and that Expence repay'd. 
For why ſhould we, that have leaſt Cauſe to fear, 
Defend a Neighbour whom the Danger's near; 
And we endure the Toil, and pay the Coſt, 
When they, without our Help, muſt needs be loſt? 

Firſt pay our Debts, and we ſhall ſee how far 
We're able to maintain a vig'rous War, 

Nu And 
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And ev'ry fatal Obſtacle remove, 


 Fhat made our Taxes ſo deficient prove; 


Or we ſhall toil beneath a tireſom Weight, 

And but with half our Engli/h Courage fight, 
Like Tinkers Dogs, with Budgets on their Backs, 
Or Carriers Horſes laden with their Packs. 4 
Oppreſſions unforeſeen we ſoon ſhall feel, 


And with hard Dealers we ſhall hardly deal: 


Weary of War repent our laviſh'd Pounds, 
And court Balſamick Peace to heal our Wounds, 

But ſince ſuch Motives of a {peedy War, 
On every ſide engagingly appear, $ 
That as our fierce impatient Heroes ſay, 


Both Shame and Danger mult attend Delay ; 


Our forward Nation no Expence muſt grudg, 
To ſave our wiſer kind Allies the Dutch; 

And next revenge the great Diſhonour done 

By the French Tyrant to the Engliſh Throne : 
Therefore,good People, ſince for cauſe well known, 
England's ſharp Sword a ſecond time is drawn, 
*1'is dangerous now todote upon your Coin, 


 Yourlove of Wealth may baulk the great Deſign. 


Millions are Sinews that exert the Sword, 
Therefore Supplies without regret afford; 
Ballet in War is grown a Modern Cheat, 

Silver, not Lead, mult do the mighty Feat, ( ea 


 Mony mult bleſs our Arms, and our Succeſs com- 


Therefore your Aid moſt willingly impart, © _ 

And draw your Purſeſtrings with a gen'rous Heart, 

What you're aſſeſs?d with chearful Spirits give, 

Good Will makes every thing the better thrive. 
Belides, conſider, tho the Tax runs high, 

Juſt at this Juncure for a large Supply ; 


War cannot always laſt, *twill one day ceaſe, 


And if not end in Conqueſt, *twill in Peace 3 

And Peace alone in ev'ry good Man's Senſe, 

Is held a Bleſſing worth a War's Expence. What 
Vha 
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What Niggard then can at a War repine, 

Carr'd on with ſuch a peaceable Deſign ? 

Beſides, what Albumazar can foreſee, 

What the bleſt Iſſue of our Arms may be? 

Who knows but we may force aſpiring France 
 Tolow?r the Prizes of her Cordial ants, 

And cauſe French Claret to become leſs dear 

In England, than our home-brew*d Ale and Beer ? 
For certain ev*ry Engliſhman 'twould pleaſe, 


'To ſee our Quarrels end in ſuch a Peace, (theſe. 
That would produce at laſt ſuch glorious.Days as 


— 


AT. nn cent 


The Rape of Lucrece. Written by Mr. 

_ William Shakeſpeare, and dedicated 

' to the Right Honourable the Barl of 
Southampton. 


The Argument. ig 


UCIUS Tarquinius (for his cxceſſuve Pride ſur- 
nam'd Superbus) after be bad caw'd his own Fa« 
 ther-;n-Law Servius Tullius to be cruclly murder'd, 
and contrary to the Roman Laws and Cuſtoms, not 
requiring or ſtaying for the People's Suffrages, bad 
poſſeſſed himſelf of the Kingdom ;, went accompany d with 
bis Sons and other Noblemen of Rome to be/zegeArdea : 
_ during which Siege, the principal den of the Army 
meeting one Evening at the Tent of Sextus Tarquinius 
the King's Son, in heir Diſcourſes after Supper, every 
| I- one 
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ene commended the Vertues of bis own Wife ; among 
whom Colatinus extol'd the incomparable Chaſtity of 
his Wife Lucrece. In that pleaſant Humor they all 
poſted to Rome, and intending by their ſecret and 
ſudden Arrival, to make trial of that which every one 
had before avouch'd, only Colatinus finds his Wife (thy 
it were late in the Night ) ſpinning amongſt ber Maids, 
_ the other Ladies were found all dancing and revelling, 
_ 07 in ſeveral Diſports. Whereupon the Noblemen yield. 
ed Colatinus the ViGory, and bs Wife the Fame. At 
that time-Sextus Tarquinius being inflam'd with Lu- 
crece's Beauty ; yet ſmothering bus Paſſions for the 
preſent, departed with the reſt back to the Camp, from 
whence be ſhortly after privily withdrew himſelf, and 
was (according to his ſtate ) royally entertain'd and 
lodg'd by Lucrece at Colatium. The fame night, he 
zreacherouſly ftealeth into her Chamber, violently ra- 
viſh'd ber, and carly in the Morning ſpeedeth away.. 
Lucrece 7n this lamentable plight, baſtily diſpatcherh 
Meſſengers, one to Rome for ber Father, another tothz 
Camp for Colatine. They came, the one accompanied 
with Junius Brutus, the other with Publius Valerivs : 
and finding Lucrece attir'd 1n Mourning Habit, de- 
mnanded the Cauſe of her Sorrow. She firſt taking an 
Oath of them for ber Revenge, reveal dthe Afor, and 
whole Matter of his Dealing, and withall ſuddenly 
fabVd ber ſelf. which done, with one Conſent, they 
all yow'd to root out the whole hated Family of the Tar- 
quins : and bearing the dead Body to Rome, Brutus 
acquainted the People with the Doer and Manner of the 
vile Deed, with a bitter Inveive again#t the Tyranny 
of the King ; wherewith the People were ſo mov'd with 
one Conſent, and a general Acclamation, that the Tar- 
quins were all exif d,and the State-Government chang's 
from Kings to Conſuls. | 
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The Rope f Lncrece. 


PROM the. beſ eg'd Ardea alli in poſt, 41; 248/ 
Born by. the truſtleſs Wings: of falſe 7h 279i 
\ (defire/{8 7 
Luſt- breathodTequin leaves the RomanHoſt, as haſt, 
And to Colatinum' bears the lightleſs Fire, | vertuous 
Which in pale Embers hid, lurks to aſpire, 4nd bea- 

And girdle with imbracing Flames the ih fe. 
. _(Waſt ar- 


quin en- 


Of Colatine's fair Love, Lucrece the chaſt. amor, 


Haply that Name of Chaſt, unhaply. ſat; 2nii/61 il 

This bateleſs Edg on his keen appetite : 

When Colatine unwilſely did! not let 

To praiſe the-clear unmatched Red and White, 

Which triumph'd in that Sky of his Delight, 
Where mortal Star,as bright asHeaven'sBeauties, 
With pure Aſpects did him peculiar per 


For he the Nis -tit before i in > Conia” S. Tent, 4 
Unlock'd the Treaſure of his happy.ſtate : + 
What Prizeleſs-Wealth the Heavens had him lent, 
In the Poſſeſſion of his Beauteous Mate z 
Reckoning his Fortune at ſo high a rate, 
_ That Kings might be eſpouſed: to-more Fame, 
- But King nor Prince to luck's youre Dame. 


O Happineſs enjoy'd but of a few, | 
Andif poſſeſt, as ſoon decay'diand done! 
As if the Morniog's filver melting dew, 
Againſt the golden Splendor of the Sun, 

A date expir'd, and canceVd &er begun. 


L | Honour 
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Honour and Beauty in the Owner's Arms, + 
_ Areweakly fortreſt from a World of Harms, 


Beauty it. ſelf, doth of it ſelf perſuade 


The Eyes of Men without an Orator ; 


What needed then Apologies be made. 


To ſer forth that which is ſo ſingular ? 


Or why is Colatine the Publiſher 


Of thiat rich Jewel he ſhould keepunknown 
From thieviſh Cares becauſe it is his own ? 


Perchance his boaſt of Lucrece Sov'reignty, 


Suggeſted this proud Iſſue of a King 

For by our Ears our Hearts off tainted be : 
Perchance that Envy of ſo rich a thing 
Braving compare, diſdainfully did ſting 
es B39 in (ſhould vant 
His high pitcht Thoughts, that meaner Met 
The Golden Hap which their -Superiors want. 


But ſome untimely Thought did inſtigate 


His all too timelefs ſpeed ; if none of thoſe, 
His Honor, his Afﬀairs, his Friends, his State, 
Neglected all ; with ſwift Intent he goes 


— To quench the Coal which in his Liver glows. 


O raſh falſe Heat, wrapt in repentant cold ! 


| Thyhaſty Spring ſtill blaſts,and neer grows ol 


2, When at Colatia this falſe Lord arriv'd, 
Tarquin Well was he welcom'*d by theRomanDame, 


 welcom'd ly Within whoſe Face Beauty and Vertve 
-Lucrece. 59: (ſtriv'd, 


Which of them both ſhould underprop her Fame: 
W hen Vertue brag*d, Beauty would bluſh for ſhame; 
When Beauty boaſted bluſhes, in deſpight _ 

Vertue would ſtain that o'er with Silver white 


But 
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But Beauty in that White intituled, _ | 

From Fenus Doves doth challenge that fair Field ; 

Then Vertue claims from Beauty Beauty's Red, 

Which Vertue gave the Golden Age to guild 

Her Silver Cheeks, and calPd it then their Shield ; 
"Teaching them thus to uſe it in the Fight, 
When Shame aſllail'd, the Red ſhould fence the 


Ne he (White, 

This Heraldry in Lucrece Face was ſeen, 
Argu'd by Beanties red and Vertues white, 
Of either's Color was the other Queen; 
Proving from World's Minority their Right, 
Yet their Ambition makes them ſtill to fight : 

The Sov*reignty of either being ſo great, 

That oft they interchange each other's Seat, 


This ſilent War of Lillies and of Roſes, 

Which Tarquin view'd in her fair Faces Field, 

In their pure Ranks his Traitor Eye incloſes ; 

Where leſt between them both it ſhould be kill'd, 

The Coward Captive vanquiſhed doth yield 
To thoſe two Armies that would let him go, 
Rather than triumph in ſo falſe a Foe. 


Now thinks he that her Husband's ſhallow Tongue, 
The niggard Prodigal that prats'd her fo, 
 Inthat high Task hath done her Beauty wrong, 
Which far exceeds his barren Skill to ſhow. 
Therefore that Praiſe which Colative doth owe, 
| Inchanted Tarquin anſwers with Surmiſe, 
In filent Wonder of ſtill gazing Eyes. 


This earthly Saint adored by this Devil, TY | 
Little ſuſpected the falſe Worſhipper ; | 
* For Thoughts unſtain'd doſeldom dream on Evil, 
* Birds never limb'd, no ſecret Buſhes fear : 
$0 guiltleſs ſhe ſecurely gives good Chear, 

LT ' | 
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And reverend Welcome to her Princely Gueſt, 
Whoſe inward le no outward Harm expreſt. 


For that he color'd with his high Eſtate, 
Hiding baſe Sin in pleats of Majeſty: 
That nothing in him ſeem*d inordinate, 
Save ſometime too much Wonder of his Eye, 
Which having all, all could not fatisfy ; 
But poorly rich ſo wanteth in his ſtore, 
That cloy*d with much, he pineth ſtill for more. 


| But ſhe that never cop'd with ſtranger Eyes, 
Could pick no meaning from their parling Looks, 
Nor read the ſubtle ſhining Secrecles 
Writ in the Glaſſy Margents of ſuch Books: 
She touch'd no unknown Baits, nor fear'd no Hooks, 
Nor could ſhe moralize his wanton ſight, 
More than his Eyes were open'd to the light. 


He ſtories to her Ears her Husband's Fame, 
\Von in the Fields of fruitful [taly z - 
And decks with Praiſes Colatine's high Name, 
Made glorious by his manly Chivalry, 
Ii ith bruiſed Arms and Wreaths of Vifory 
Her Joy with heay'd-up hand ſhe doth expreſs, 
And wordleſs ſo greets Heav'n for his Succeſs. 


i-ar from the purpoſe of his coming thither, 
He makes Excuſes for his being there ; 
No cloudy ſhow of ſtormy bluſtring Weather 
Doth yet in his fair Wc«lkin once appear, 
Till ſable Nighr, ſad ſource of Dread and Fear, 
Upom the World dim Darkneſs doth diſplay, 
And in her vaulty Priſon ſhuts the Day, 


For then is Tarquin brought unto his Bed, 
Iatending Wearineſs with heavy Sprite : i 
; 4 0 | 
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For after Supper long he queſtioned | 
With modeſt Lucrece, and wore out the Night: 
Now leadenSlumber withLife's ſtrength doth fight, 

And every one torelt themſelves betake, (wake. 
| Save Thieves,and Cares,and troubled Minds that 


| Asone of which, doth Tarquin lie revolving 

The ſundry Dangers of his WilPs obtaining, 

Yet ever to obtain his Will reſolving, 

Tho weak-built Hopes perſuade him to abſtaining, 

Deſpair to gain doth traffick oft for gaining ; 
And when great. Treaſure is the Meed propoſed, 
Tho Death be adjun?, there's no Death ſuppos'd. 


Thoſe that much covet are with gain ſo fond, 
That oft they have not that which they poſlleſs; 
They ſcatter and unlooſe it from their Bond, _ 
And fo by hoping more they have but leſs; _ 
Or gaining more, the Profit of Exceſs 
Is'but to ſurfeit, and ſuch Griefs ſuſtain, 
"That they prove bankruptin this poor rich Gain, 


The aim of all, is but to nurſe the Life 

With Honor, Wealth and Eaſe, in waining Age: 

And in this aim there is ſuch thwarting ſtrife, 

That one for all, or 21] for one we gage: 

As Life for Honor, in fell Battels rage, | 
Honor for Wealth, and oft that Wealth doth coſt 
The Death of all, and altogether loſt, 


So that in venturing all, we leave to be 
Thethings we are, for that which we expeQ; 
And this ambitious foul Infirmity, EE 
In having much, torments us with defe&t 
Of that we have : ſothen we do negle& 

The thing we have, andall for want of VVit, 
. Make ſomething nothing, by augmenting it. 

| Fg Such 
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Such hazard now muſt doting Tarquin make, 

Pawning his Honor to obtain his Luft : 

And for himſelf, himſelf he muſt forſake. 

Then where is Truth, if there be no ſelf-Truſt? 
When ſhall he think to find a Stranger juſt, 

| _ When he himſelf himſelf confounds, betrays 
To ſlandrous Tongues the wretched hateful Lays? 


Now ſtole upon the time the dead of Night, 
When heavy ſleep had clos'd up mortal Eye; 
No comfortable Star did lend his light, 
No noiſe but Owls and Wolves death-boding cries: 
Now ſerves the Seaſon that they may ſurprize 
The filly Lambs, pure Thoughts arc 


- (dead and fill: 
| diporingthe Whilſt Luſt and Marder wakes to ſtain | 
—_— DL + > 
laſtveſolves 'L 

ple i 4 And now this luſtful Lord leapt from his 
(Bed, 


Throwing his Mantle rudely o'er his Arm, 
Is madly toſt between Deſire and Dread ; 
Th' one ſweetly flatters, the other feareth Harm : 

But honeſt Fear, bewitch'd with Luſt's foul Charm, 
|  Dothtoo too oft betake him to retire, 
Beaten away by brainſick rude Deſire. 


His Fauchion on a flint be ſoftly ſmiteth, 
That from the cold ſtone ſparks of Fire do fly, 
Whereat a waxen Torch forthwith he lighteth, 
Which muſt be Load-ſtar to his-luſtfol Eye: _ 
And to the flame thus ſpeaks adviſedly ; 
© As from this cold flint I enfore'd this Fire, 
- $0 Lucrece muſt 1 force to my defire. 


« - | 
ſ 


Here pale with Fear, he doth premeditate | 

The Dangers of his loathſom' Enterpriſe ; 

And in his inward Mind he doth debate, 

What following Sorrow may on this ariſe : 

Then looking ſcornfully he doth defpiſe 
His naked Armor of ſtill flaughter'd Luſt, 
And juſtly thus controuls his Thoughts unjuſt. 


Fair Torch burn out thy Light, and lend it not 
To darken her whoſe Light excelleth thine : 
 Anddie unhallow'd T houghts before you blot 
With your uncleanneſs that which is Divine: 

Offer pure Incenſe to ſo pure a Shrine- . 
| Let fair Humanity abhor the Deed, (Weed. 

"That ſpots and ſtains Love's modeſt ſnow-white 


0 ſhame to Knighthood, and to ſhining Arms! 
O foul Diſhonour to my Houſhold's Grave { 

O impious AR including all foul Harms, 

A martial Man tobe ſoft Fancy's ſlave ! 

True Valor ſtill a true Reſpe& ſhould have : 
Then my Digreſſion is ſo vile, fo baſe, 
That it will live engraven in my Face. 


Yes, tho I die the Scandal will ſurvive, 

And be an Eye-fſore in my Golden Coat : 

Some loathſom Daſh the Herald will contrive, 

To cipher me how fondly I did dote : 9H 

That my Poſterity ſham'd with the Note _ 
Shall curſe my Bones, and hold it for no Sin, 
To wiſh that I their Father had not been, © 


What winTif 1 gain the thing I ſeek? 

A Dream, a Breath, a Froth of fleetung: Joy, 

Who buys a Minute's Mirth to wail a Week ? 

Or ſells Eternity to geta Toy? a 
For one ſweet Grape who will the Vine deſtroy ? 8 
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Or what fond: Beggar, but. to touch the Crown, 
Would with the Scepter ſtrait be RR domn? ? 


Tf Colatinis dream of my Intent; 7A 

Will he not wake, andin a deſperate rage. 

Poſt hither, this vile purpoſe to prevent ? 

This Siege that hath ingirt his Marriage, 

T his Blur to Youth, this Sorrow to the Sage, 
This dying Vertve, this ſurviving Shame, 
Whole Crime will bear an ever-during Blame. 


O what Excuſe can my. Invention make, | 
When thou ſhalt charge me with ſo black a Deed! 
Will not my Tongye be mute, my trail Joints ſhake? 
Mine Eyes torgo their light, my falſe Heart bleed? 
The Guilt being great, the Fear doth ſtill exceed, 
And extreme Fear can neither hght nor flie, 
But Coward like Wmiell trembling Terror die. 


Had Colatinns killa my Son or Sire, ke Bil 
Or lain in Ambuſh to betray my Life ; 
Or were he not my dear Friend, this Deſire 
Might have excuſe to work upon his Wife, 
AS in Revenge or Quital of ſuch ſtrife : 
But as he is myKinſman, my dear Friend, - 
The Shame and ——_ finds no Excuſe nar End. | 


Chawefut i it is, if once the Fatt be Ts 3 4 
Hateful it is, there is no' Hate in loving ; 
i'1l beg her Love, but: ſhe.is not her own : 
| The worſt is but denjal;, and reproving..' 
My Will is ftrong, paſt Reaſons weak removing, 
W ho fears a Sentence'or an old-Man's Sawe, 
Shall by a Painted Cloth be kepL Wane... 
03 1.117% i evi i 
Thus (eraceleſs) holds jhe Diſputation,s: | 21151 10 
"Tween frozen Conſcience and hot-burging Will, et 
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And with good Thoughts makes Diſpenſation, 

Urging the worſer Senſe for Vantage ſtill, 

Which in a moment. doth confound and kill 
All pure Effefts, and doth ſo far proceed, 
That what is vile ſhews like 7 vertuous Deed. 


Quoth he, ſhe took me kindly by the Hand, 
And _ for Tidings in my eager Eyes, | 
Fearing ſome bad News from the warlike Band 
Where her beloved Colatinus lies. 

' O how her Fear did make her Colour riſe! 

Firſt red as Roſes that on Lawn we lay, 
Then white as Lawn the Roſes took away, 


And now her Hand in my Hand being Ilockt, 
Forc'd it. to tremble with her Loyal Fear : 
Which ſtrook her ſad, and then it faſter rockt, 
Until her Husband's Welfare ſhe did hear, 
Whereat ſhe ſmiled with ſo ſweet a Chear, 
That had Narciſſus ſeen her as ſhe ſtood, 
Self-love had never drown'd him in the Flood. 


Why hunt 1 then for Colour or Excuſes ? 
All Orators are dumb, when Beauty pleads ; 
Poor Wretches have remorſe in poor Abuſes, 
Lovethrives not in the Heart that ſhadows dreads; 
Aﬀ/eCtion.is my Captain, and he leads : 

And when this gaudy Banner is diſplay*d, 

' The Coward fights, and will not bediſmay'd. 


Then childiſh Fear avant, debating die, 

Reſpect and Reaſon wait on wrinkled Age : 

My Heart ſhall never countermand mine Eye, 

Sad Pauſe and deep Regard beleems the Sage ; 

My Partis Youth, and beats theſe from the Stage, 
 Delire my Pilot is, Beauty my Prize, 


Then who fears ſinking where ſuch Treaſure lies? | 
As. 
| 


\ 
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As Corn o'er-grown by Weeds, ſo heedful Fear 
1s almoſt cloak'd by unreſiſted Luſt ; 
Away he ſteals with open liſt*ning Ear, 
| Full of foul Hope, and full of fond Miſtruſt : 
Both which as Servitors to the unjaſt, 
So croſs him with their oppoſite Perſuaſion, 
| That now he vows a League, and now Invaſion, 


Within his Thought her heavenly Image ſits, 
And in the ſelf-ſame Seat ſits Colatine : 
That Eye which looks on her, confounds his Wits; 
That Eye which him beholds, as more Divine, 
Unto a view ſo falſe will not incline : 
But with a pure Appeal ſeeks to the Heart, 
Which once corrupted takes the worſer part. 


And therein heartens up his ſervile Powers, 
Who flatter'd by their Leaders jocund ſhow, 
Stuff up his Luſt, as Minutes fill up Hours. 
And as their Captain fo their Pride doth grow, 
Paying more laviſh Tribute than they owe. 
By reprobate Deſire thus madly led, 
The Roman Lord doth march to Lucrece Bed. 


| The Locks between her Chamber and bis Will, 

Each one by him enforc'd, recites his Ward; 

But as they open, they all rate his 1II, 

Which drives the creeping Thief to ſome regard. 

The Threſhold grates the Door to have him heard, 

* Night-wandring Weezels ſhreek toſee him there, 
They fright him, yet he ſtil] purſues his Fear. 


As each unwilling Portal yields him way, 
Thro little Vents and Crannies of the Place, 
The Wind wars with his Torch to make him ſtay, 


And 


And blows the Smoke of it into his Face, 
Extinguiſhing his ConduQt in this Caſe. 
- But his hot Heart,which fond Deſire doth ſcorch, 
Puffs forth another Wind that fires the Torch. 


And being lighted by the Light, he ſpies 

Lucrecia's Glove, wherein the Needle ſticks; 

He takes it from the Ruſhes where it lies, 

And griping it, the Needle his Finger pricks : 

| As who ſhould ſay, this Glove to wanton Tricks 
Is not inur'd ; return again in haſt, 

Thou ſeeſt onr Miſtreſs Ornaments are chaſt. 


But all theſe poor Forbiddings could not ſtay him, 
He in the worlſt Senſe conſtrues their Denial; 
The Doors,the Wind, the Glove that did delay him, 
He takes for accidental Things of Trial, 
Or as thoſe Bars which ſtop the hourly Dial; 
 Whowith a ling'ring ſtay his Courſe doth let, 
Till every Minute pays the Hovr his Debt, 


So, ſo, quoth he, theſe Lets attend the Time, 

Like little Froſts that ſometime threar the Spring, 

Toadd a more rejbycing to the Prime, 

And give the ſneaped Birds more cauſe to ſing. 

Pain pays the Income of each precious thing ; 
Huge Rocks, high Winds, ſtrong Pirats, Shelves 

and Sands, nA 

The Merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands. 


Now is he come unto the Chamber Door, 
That ſhuts him from the Heaven of his Thought, 
Which with a yielding Latch, and with no more, 
Hath bar'd him from the bleſſed thing he ſought. 
So from himſelf Impiety hath wronght, 

That for his Prey to pray he doth begin, 

As if the Heayens ſhould countenance his a, : 

u 


356 | POEMS on 


But in the midſt of his unfruitful Prayer; 

Having ſolicited th'Eternal Power, 

That his foul Thoughts might compaſs his fair Fair, 

And they would ſtand auſpicious to the Hour, 

Even there he-ſtarts, quoth he, I muſt deflour : 
The Powers to whom I pray, . abhor this FaQ, 
How can they then aſſiſt me in the AQ : 


| Then Love and Fortune be nay Gods, my Guide, 

My Will is back'd with Reſolution : 

Thoughts are but Dreams till their Effects be try'q, 

Black Sin is clear'd with Abſolution; 

Againſt Love's Fire, Fear's Froſt hath diſſolution, 
The Eye of Heaven is out, and miſty Night 
Covers the Shame that follows {weet Delight. 


This ſaid, his guilty Hand plack'd up the Latch, 
_ And with his Knee the Door he opens wide, 
The Dove ſleeps faſt that this night-Owl will catch. 
Thus Treaſon works &er Traitors be eſpy'd : 
Who ſees the lurking Serpent ſteps aſide ; 
But ſhe, ſound ſleeping, fearing no ſuch thing, 
Lies at the mercy of his mortal SUNE, 


into the Chamber mickedly he ſtalks 

And gazeth on her yet unſtained Bed: 

The Curtains being cloſe, about he walks, 

Rolling his greedy Eye-balls in hig Head, ; 

By their high Treaſon is his Heart miſled, (ſoon, 
Which gives the, Watch-word to his Hand too 
To draw the Cloud that hides the Sivar:þ Moon. 


Look as the fair and fiery pointed Sun, - 
Ruſhing from forth a Cloud, bereaves our FIT 
Even fo tue Curtain Fs! his Eyes begup., 
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| To wink, being blinded with a greater Light : 

| Whether it is that ſhe refleQts ſo bright © 35] 
That dazleth them,or elſe ſome Shame ph6vd; 
But blind they are, and Keep themſelves Inclos'd. | 


O had they in that darkſom Priſon died, 
Then had they ſeen the Period of their mz" 
Then Colatine again by Lucrece ſide, © ©©- 7 
In his clear Bed might have repoſed ſtill :' 
But they muſt ope this bleſſed League to kill; 
And holy-thonghted Zucrece to their fi 540 
Muſt fell her Joy, her Life, ker World's Deli ih; 


ger lilly Hand her roſy Checks lies under," $1 
Cozening the Pillow of a lawful Kiſs, = 
Who therefore angry, ſeems to part in ſunder, 
Swelling on either ſide to want his Bliſs, 
Between whoſe Hills her Head intombed is; p11 
Where like a virtuous Monument ſhelies, 
To be admir'd of lend unhallowed 0 


Without the Bed her other fair Hand was 
On the green Coverlet, whoſe perfe& White 
Shew'd like an April Dazy on the Graſs, | 
With pearly Sweat, reſembling Dew of Night, 
Her Eyes like Marigolds had ſheath'd their Light, 
And canopy'd in Darkneſs ſweetly lay, 
Till they might open to adorn the Day. 


Her Hair like golden Threds plaid with her Breath, 
O modeſt Wantons, wanton Modeſty ! 
Showring Life's Triumph in the Map of Death, . 
And Death's dim Look in Life's Mortality. 
Each in her ſleep themſelves ſo beautify, 
Asif between them twain there wo no ſtrife, 
But that Life liv'd in Death, and Death i In Life. 


Her 
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Her Breaſts like Ivory Globes circled with Blew, 


A pair of Maiden Worlds unconquered: 
Save of their Lord no bearing Yoke they knew, 
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' And him by Oath they truly honoured. 


Theſe Worlds in Tarquin new Ambition bred, 
Who like a foul Uſurper went about, 
From this fair Throne to have the Owner out, 


What. could he ſee bt mightily he noted ? 
What did he note, but ſtrongly hedeſir'd ? 


What he beheld, on that he firmly doted, 


And in his Will his wilful Eye he tir'd. 


With more than Admiration he admir'd 


Her Azure Veins, her Alabaſter Skin, : 
Her Coral Lips, her Snow-white dimpled Chin, 


As the Grim Lion fauneth o're his Prey, 


| Sharp Hunger by the Conquelt ſatisfy'd : 


So o're this ſleeping Soul doth Targuin ſtay, 

His rage of Luſt by gazing qualify'd, 

Slack*d, not ſuppreſt ; for ſtanding by her ſide, 
His Eye, which late this Mutiny reſtrains, 
Uato a greater Uproar tempts his Veins. 


And they like ſtragling Slaves for Pillage fighting, 
Obdurate Vallals fell Exploits effedting, ; 
In bloody Death and Raviſhment delighting, (ing, 
Nor Childrens Tears, nor Mothers Groans reſpeQ- 
Swell in their Pride, the Onſet ſtill expeRing. 
Anon his beating Heart alarum ſtriking, (108: 
Gives the hot Charge, and bids them do their lik- 


His drumming Heart chears up his burning Eye, 
His Eye commends the leading to his Hand : 
His Hand as proud of ſuch a Digaity, 


Smok- 


Smoking with Pride, marcht on to make his ſtand 
On her bare Breaſts, the Heart of all her Land, 


Whoſe Ranks of blew Veins as his Hand did ſcale, 
Left their round Turrets deſtitute and pale. 


They muſtring to the quiet Cabinet,  _ 
Where their dear Governeſs and Lady lies, _ 

_ Dorell her ſhe is dreadfully beſet, 

. And fright her with Confuſion of her Cries. 
She much amaz'd breaks ope her lockt up Eyes ; 

Who peeping forth chis Tumult to behold, 


Are by his flaming Torch dinr'd and control['d, 


[magine her as one in. dead of: Night, _ 
From forth dull Sleep; by dreadful Fancy waking, 
That thinks ſhe hath beheld ſome gaſtly Sprite, 
Whoſe grim Aſpe& ſets eyery Joint a ſhaking, 
What Terror *tis : but ſhe in\worſer taking, 
From Sleep diſturbed, heedfully doth view 
 Theſight which makes ſuppoſed Terror rue. 


Wrapt and confounded ina thouſand 5. 
_ - Vearey te \ Lycreria 
Like to a new-kil'd Bird ſhe trem- 7X 1 


: . ed and con- 
bling lies : Sondad to be 


She dares not look, yet winking there þ ſwpriz'd. 
appear - 
Quick ſhifting Anticks ugly in her Eyes, 
Such Shadows are the weak Brain's Forgeries ; 
— Whoangry that the Eyes fly from their Lights, 
In Darkneſs daunts them: with more dreadful 
BI VL LT (Sights. - i 
His Hand that yet remains upon her Breaſt, 
(Rude Ram to batter ſuch an lyory Wall ) 
May feel her Heart (poor Citizen) diſtreſt, 
Wounding it ſelf to death, riſe up and fall, 
Beating her Bulk, that his Hand ſhakes ae fn 
Is 
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7 Firſt like a Trumpet doth his Tongue bebin! 
To ſound a Parley to his heartleſs Foe, 


| My Will that marks thee for my Eartl's Delight, 
Which | to conquer ſought with all my Might. 


By thy bright VOnry" it was newly bred. 


\ I think the Hony guarded with a Sting, 


This moves in hith more Rage, and leſſer Pity, 
To make the Breach, and enter this ſweet City. 


W ho o're the white Sheet peers her whiter Chin, 
Thereaſon of this raſh Alarm to know, 
Which he by dumb Demeanor ſeeks to ſhow : 2 0 
But ſhe with vehement Prayers urgeth til, 
Unger what Colour he commits: this IN]. 


Thus is replys, The Colobr i in thy Face, 
That even for Anger makes the Lilly pale, 
And the red Roſe blaſh at her own Diſgrace, 
Shall plead for me, and tell my loving Tale. 
Under that Colour am 1 come to ſcale” 
— Thy never-conquer'd Fort, the Fault'is thine, 
For thoſe thine Eyes betray thee unto mine, oY; 


Thus I foreſtal thee : !if thou mean to tides 
Thy Beauty hath inſnar'd thee t@ this Night, 
W here thou with patience muſt my Will abide, 


But as Reproof and Reaſon beat it dead, 


I ſee what Croſſes my Attempts will ilk. 
I know what Thorns the growing Roſe defends, 


All this before-hand Counſel comprehends ; 

But Will is deaf, and hears no heedful Friends. 
Only he hath an Eye to gaze on Beauty, 
And dotes on what he looks, 'guiale: Law or Duty. 


I have debated even in my Soul, (breed, 


What Wrong, what Shame, what Sorrow | Ta 
U 
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But nothing can AﬀeRtion's Courſe controul, | 

Or ſtop the headfong; Fury of his' Speed; 

| know repetitant Tears inſueithe Deed, > £] 
Reproach,” Diſdain, and deadl jo Ke 
Yet ſtrive Fro itpbrace mine In MT 


This Gaid, be ſhkes aloft his Roman Blade, * 
Which like a Faulcvti tow "ring in'the Skies, ' 
Couchet the Fowl below with his Wings ade, 
Whoſe crooked Beak threats, if hemount he Hr : 
Sounder his' inſulting Fauchion lies 
Harmleſs Zucretia, marking whiathe tells,” 


With trembling 7 far wFontheerFanlconhBell 


Tucrece, quoth he, dE NightTmuſt i injoy thee, 

If thou deny, then Force muſt work my way ;* 

For in thy Bed I purpoſe to deſtroy thee. 

That done, fottic worthleſs Slave of thine Pll ſlay, 

To kill thine Honour with thy Life's decay. 
And in thy dead Arms do I mean to place him, 
Swearing k flew him ſeeing thee imbrace him. 


$0 thy ſurviving Huzband ſhall remain, 

The ſcornful Matk'of 'every open Eye ; - 

The Kinſmen bang, their heads at this diſdain, 

Thy ae blur'd with nameleſs Baſtardy : 

And thou the Author of their Obloquy, _ 
Shalt have thy Treſpaſs cited up in Rhimes, 
And ang by Children in ſucceeding Times, | 


But if thou yi; 1 reſt thy ſecret Friend, 

The Fault unknown is a Thought gnadted ; 4 

A little Harm done to a great good End, 

For lawful Policy remains enaQted. 

Te poiſonous Simple ſometimes is apeticd 
In pureſt Compounds ; being ſa apply'd, 
. His Venom in cc I is parify'd a. 


Then 
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Then for thy  Hoxhand, and thy Childrens ke, 
| Tender niy Suit hequeath. oor ro:their-Lot  - 


The Blemith tþ that 
Worſe than a flaviſh 


Are N Nature $ Fate barns lf. y 
Here aka Cackgtrjce -killing bye... ] 
He rouſeth up bimſel i eats akes6 pauſe.z 
While lhe, the Þ 1 of pure Lac POR 
Likes White H3gg.b8 the Gripe's ſhar ll 
Pleads in a Wil Rs no Laws __ 
T9therovgh,Beg Knows Ne gentle Right, 
Nor ought, ob 04.00% kis foul APPetits. i174 


Yet foul night-waking Cat be doth butdally, FA 
Her ſad Behaviour feeds his Voltuge Folly, 


_ Aſwallowing Gulf that &enin/Plent 
_ His Ear her Prayers admits, but his Heart grantetl 


Her modeſt 


THITE 


The Shame that. Pave if Yice can take 


will. ns er_be.tor 


pe, or birt "hour's Blot: 


For MArREOA Of Fo Lin Mens Nagivity,'. 


But. whena black- tac'dCloud theWorkl does threat 
In bis dim Miſþ th? aſpiring Mountain hiding, | 
From Earth's dark Womb ſomegentle Guſt doesget, 
Which blow theſe, pitchy.Vapo rs from their biging, 
Hindring their preſent Fall > his dividing. 
So his unhallowed haſt her Words delays, 
And moody Pluto winks while Onpvene A 


While in his hold-faſt foot the weak fouſe panteth 


waggeth | 


No penetrable- entrance £0 her: plaining, - (wg 
Tears harden Luſt, tho Marble Wears with rain- 


Her pity- pleading Eyes are ſadly $a. 

In the remorſleſs Wrinkles of his Face : 
Eloquence with Sighs is mix'd, 
Which to her Qratory adds more Grace, _ 


oa» 
ke 
4a*® 
« 
” z; 
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che puts the Period often from his Place, _ 


And midft the'Sentence ſo her Accent breaks, 
That twice ſhe doth begin'&er once ſhe _ 


She conjures. him by high Almighty | 


MP 44, > 0 LAGES 5 E 
py Knighthood, 'Geniry, and ſmeet Joann 


friendſhip's —_——_— kc. om aſtity, fi, 
py her untimely Tears, her Husband's exprobrates bis. 


5, ogy | WATT Be © 
By holy human Law &common Froth, EN 
By Heaven and Earth, and all the Power of both, 
That to, his borrow'd Bed he make retire, 
And ſtoop to Honour, not to foul Deſire. 


Quoth ſhe, rewatd not Hoſpitality 
With ſach black Paiment as thou haſt pretended, 
Mud not the Fountain that gave Drink to -_ | 
Mar not the Thing that cannot be amended : 
End thy ill Aim, before thy ſhoot be ended. 
He is no Wood: man that doth bend his Bow, 
To ſtrike a poor unſeaſonable Doe. 


My Hesband is thy Friend, for his ſake ſpare me ; 
Thy ſelf art mighty, for thine own ſake leave me; 
My ſelf a Weakling, do not then inſnare me; 
Thou look*ſt not like Deceit, do not deceive me. 
My Sighs like Whirlwinds labour hence to ot 
ee: 
Ifever Man was mov'd with Woman's Moans, 
Be moved with my Tears, my Sighs, my Groans. 
All which together, like a troubled Ocean, 
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatning Heart, 
Tofoften it with their continual Motion ; 
on Stones difſoly*d to Water do convert. 
vif no harder than a Stone thon art, 
| M 3 Melt 


_ es. Toes Xx; IRE 
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Melt at my Tears, and be compaſſionate; = 
Soft Pity enters at an Iron Gate, . FRA 


In Tarquin's Likeneſs 1 did entertain thee, _ 
Haſt thou put on his Shape to do him ſhame? 


To all the Hoſt of Heaven I complain me; 


o 


Thou wrong'ſt his Honour, wound'{ his Princely 
IE 5 as (Name, 


' Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt 3 and if the ſame, 


Thou ſeem'ſt not, what thou art, aGod, a King, 
For Kings like Gods ſhould govern every thing, 


How will thy Shame be feeded in thine Age, 
When thus thy Vices bud before thy Spring ? 


If in thy Hope thou dar'ſt do ſuch Outrage, _ 
What dar*ſt thou not when once thou art a King? 
O be remembred, no outragious thing | 
From Vaſſal AQtors can be wip'd away; 
Then Kings Miſdeeds cannot be hid in Clay. - 


This Deed ſhall makethee only. lov'd for Fear, 
But happy Monarchs ſtill are fear'd for Love: 
With 'foul Offenders thou perforce.muſt bear, 
When they in thee the like Offences prove ; 
If but for fear of this, thy Will remoye. 0 
For Princes are the Glaſs, the School; the Book, 
Where Subje&s Eyes do learn, do read, do look, 


And wilt thou be the School where Luſt ſhall learn? 
Muſt he in thee read Lectures of ſach Shame? | 


Wilt thou be Glaſs wherein it ſhall diſcern 


Authority for Sin, Warrant for Blame ? 
To privilege Diſhonour in thy Name... + 
Thou back*ſt Reproachagainfl long-living Layd; 
And mak'ſt fair Reputation buta Baud. 
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Haſt thou commanded? by Him that ; gave it thee, 
From a pure Heart command thy rebel Will: 

Draw not thy Sword'to guard Iniquity, =- 
For it was lent thee all that Brood to kill. £ 


Thy Princely Office how canſt thou fulfil, 


Fl 


When patterr'd by thy Favlt, foul Sin may ſay, 
Helearn'd to ſi in, and thou didft teach the ways Þ 

n bink but how vile a SpeRacle i it were, 

To view thy preſent Treſpaſs in another : 

Mens Faults do ſeldom to themſelves appear, 

Their own Tranſgreſſions partially they rk: 

ThisGuilt would ſeem death-worthy inthyBrother. 
O how are they wrapt in with Infamies, (Eyes! 
That from their own Miſdeeds askaunce their, 


To thee, to thee, my | heav'd up Hands appeal, 
Not to ſeducing Luſt thy raſh Reply : 
I ſve for exil'd Majeſty's Repeal, 
Let him return and flattering T houghts retire. 
His true Reſpect will-priſon falſe Deſire, 
And wipe thedim Miſt from thy doting Eyes, 
That thou ſhalt ſe thy State and pity mine. 


Have done noth he,. m uncontrov- 7. $ 
led Tide G F Tarquin of 


impatient in- 


Turns not, but ſwells the higher by ;errupes ber, 
this let; and denied of 
Small Lights: are ſoon blown out , huge Conſent break- 


1  eth the inclo- 
Fires abide, prone f 


And with the Wind i in greater Fur Y Chaſtity by 


fret : Force, © 
The pretty Streams that pay a daily 


Debt 
Totheir altSovereign with their freſh falſe haſt; 
Add to:this Flow, but alter not the Taſte. - - 


"es M 3 Thou 


Thou art ( noth ſhe) a Sea —oreralay King, 
And lo! (gvoth be) Se aSorere Flood < 
Black Luſt, Diſhonour, Shame, Miſgoverning, 
W ho ſeek to ſtain the Oceam'oft: thy Blood 

If all theſe petty Ills ſhould change thy Good, 
Thy Sea within a paddle Wombis burs'd,' 
Andfot the Puddle 1 in thy Sea perry 


So ſhall theſe Slaves be King, and thou their Slave: 

Thou nobly baſe, they baſely dignified; 

Thou their fair Life, and they thy fouler Grave: 

Thou loathed in thy Shame, they in thy Pride, 

Theileſſer thing ſhould not the greater hide. 
The Cedar ftoops not to the bafe Shrub's Foot, 
| But low Shrubs wither at the Cedar' $ Root. 


$o let thy Thoughts low Vaſſals to thy State, 
No more, quoth'he, by Heav'n I will not hear thee: 
Yield to my Love if not, enforced Hate, 
Inſtead of Love's coy Touch, ſhall rudely tear thee: 
That done, defpitefully I mean to bear thee 
_ Untothe baſe Bed of ſome Raſcal Groom, 
To be thy Partner in this ſhameful Doom. 


This ſaid, he ſets his Foot upon the Light, 

For Light and Luft are deadly Enemies : 

Shame folded up in blind concealing Night, 

When moſt unſeen, then moſt doth tyrannize. 

The Wolf has ſeiz'd his Prey, the poor Pome 

cries, 
Till with her own whits Fleece her Voice v1 
(trol' 

Intombs her Outcry in her Lips ſweet old, 


For with the wighty Linen that ſhe Wears, | 
He pens her piteous Clamors in her Head, 
Cooling bis hot Face in the chaſteſt Tears, 


That 
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That ever” niodeft Eyes witl Sorfdw ſhed: 
O that fobl- LuſF'fh6uld ſtain fo: pore a Bed'! F 
The'Spots' whereof could Weep ping ly!” - | " 
* Her Tears ould drop off them-perperualiy. y. 'x 
4 


Be ſhe ich lofts Adverts etilitg thai Life, . 

And he hath'woni what he would loſe apain Io 

This forced League doth force a further er ſtrife, 

This Momeiitary Joy breeds Months of Pain, 
This hot Deſire converts t6 cold Diſdain : 

' Pare Chaſtity is rifled of her ſtore LE" 

And Luſt, the Thief, far poortr that before. 


Look as the full-fed Hound or or ed Hawk, 
Unapt for tender Smell or ſpeedy - ll 1 
Make flow purſuit, or altogether balk _ 
The Prey wherein by Nattre they delight 
| So ſurfeit-taking moe fears this Niokt THINS 
His Taſt delicious, in Digeſtion Tang: _ 
Devours his Wall, that liv'd by foul devouring 


Odeeper Sin than bottomleſs Coticeit VSG 

Can comprehend in {till Imagination! 

- Drunken Defire muſt vomit his Receit, 

_ Fer he can fee his own Abomination. 

While Luſt is-ifi his Pride, no Exelamation 
Can curb his Heat, of reign his raſh Defire, 
Till, lixe a Jade, Self- will himſelf doth tire. coy 


And thei with lank and Jean: Aiſeolor'd Check, 
With heavy Eye; knitBrow; and'ſtrengthleſs Pace, 
Feeble Deſire all recreant, poor and meek, 

Like to a Bankrupt Beggar-wails his Caſe: | 
The Fleſh beinf proud, Defitedosfght mithrace. 
Far there kr revels; afd por egi0eM 
The guilty Rebel 1 for Reihilſon prays. | 


WW. | "th 
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So fares it with. this Fault-full, Lord of Rome, 
Who this Accompliſhmeant ſo hotly chas'd; - 
' For, now againſt himſelf he ſounds this Doom, 
That thro the length of time he ſtands diſgracd: : 
Belides, his Sonl's fair Temple is defac'd, 

To whoſe weak Ruins muſter Troops of Cares, 
To ask the ſpatted Princeſs how. ſhe. ares. 


She ſays, her Subjedts with foul ihation 
Have batter'd down her conſecrated Wall, 
| And by their mortal Fault brought in ſubjeQtion 
Her Immortality, and made her thrall 
To living Death and Pain perpetual, 

Which in her Preſcience ſhe:controled ſtil], 
 Buther Forepghþ con! not foreſtall their Will. 


E'eninthis Tho ught throthedark: night he ſtealth; 
A Captive Vitor that hath loſt in Gain : 5g 
Bearing. away the Wound that nothing healeth, 
The Scar that will deſpight of Cure,remaia ; 

| Leaving his Spoil perplext in greater Pain. 

| She bears the load of 'Luſt he left behind, 
And he the Burden of a guilty Mind. 


He like a thieviſh Dog creeps Gadly thence, | 
She like a weary'd Lamb lies panting-there: 
He ſcowls and hates fete "ay his Offence, 

She deſperate, with her Nails her F Ieſhdoth tear. 
He faintly flies, ſweating with guilty Fear ; 
She ſtays nd che g on the direfol Night, 

He runs and chides his vaniſht loath'd Delight. 


He thence departs. a heavy 7 Courertite, 

She there remains a hopeleſs Caſt-away : 

He in his ſpeed logks fore the Morning Light, 

She prays ſhe never may bebold the Day, 

For WR quoth ſhe, night-ſcapes doth'open lay: : 4 
n 
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| And my true Eyes have never praftixd how 
_ To cloak Offences with a cunning Brow. 


They think not but that every Eye can ſee - 

The ſame Difgrace which they themſelves behold : 

And therefore would they ſtil] in Darkneſs lie, 

To have their unſeen Sin remain untold: © 

For they their Guilt with weeping will unfold, 
And grave, like Water that doth eat in Steel, 
Upon my Cheeks what helpleſs ſhame I feel, 


Here ſhe exclaims againſt Repoſe and Reſt, 
And bids her Eyes hereafter ſtill be blind:: 9%. 
She wakes her Heart by beating on her j3=<e 
And bids it leap from thence, where it may plains of 
"0 ---- #1 OO berMiſeyy, 
Some purer Cheſt tocloſe ſo pure a Mind. 
Frantick with Grief, thus breathes ſhe forth her 
 Againſtthe unſeen Secrecy of Night. (Spight 


Ocomfort-killing Night, Image of Hell! 

Dim Regiſter and Notary of Shame! 

Black Stage for Tragedies and Murders fel] ! 

Vaſt Sin-concealing Chaos, nurſe of Blame! 

Blind muffl'd Baud, dark Harbour of Defame ! 

_ Grim Cave of Death, whiſpring Conſpirator 

With cloſe-tongu'd Treaſon and the Raviſher ! 


Ohateful;yaporous and foggy Night ! 

Since thou art guilty of my cureleſs Crime, 
Muſter thy:Miſts to meet the Eaſtern Light, 
Make War againſt proportion'd Courſe of Time : 
Or if thou wilt permit the Sun to climb 

His wontedheight, yet cer he go to bed, 
Knit poiſenous Clouds about his golden Head, 


Wigh 


ow _ - *% >. ew 
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With ropbent c aceibite Mortilvg/Air, 
Let their exhaPd unwholeſom Breaths make lick 
The Lite of Purity, :the ſupreme Fair,” 

Eerhe arrive his.weaty Noon-tide prick: 

Andet thy miſty Vapots-marth ſo thick, | 

That in Yer ſmoaky' Ranks his ſmother'd Light 
May Fer at Noon Ws Make att haponn nag.19 
"v'& [1] 
Were Tarquin Night as he isbut Night's Child, 
_ The Silver-ſhining Queen he would diſdain, 
Her twinkling Handmaids too (by him-defird) 
Thro Night's black Boſom ſhould not'peep again 
So ſhovId 1 have Copartners inmy Pain 35 
. And Fellowſhip in Woe doth Woe aſſuage, | 
_ AsPalmers that make hott their Pilgrimage. 


Where now I have'ti0 ohe to bluſh withme, 
 Td6eroſfs their Arms and hang theirHeads with mine, 
Fo: mask their Bfrows and hide their Infamy. 
But I alone, alone muſt ſit and pine, 
Seaſoning the Earth with Showers of Silver Brine, 
Mingling wy Talk with Tears, my Grief with 
. (Groans, 
Poor waſting Monuments of laſting Mpans 


O Night! ! thou Furnace of foul-rexking Smoke, 
Let not the jealous Day behold that Face, 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding Cloak 
Immodeſtly hes + 1% go with Difgrace. 
Keep ſtifl/poſſeſſion loomy Place, 
| That all th the Fats ions inthy ry ire M made, 

- May likewiſe be ye amapkes in thy Shade. 

3 03 02 27% 1 
Make m@not Objett to the tell-tale Day, 
TheLightſhall fhew-otiaratter'd in my Brow = 


The 


I'M 7 of ſweet Chaſtity's Decay, 
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The impious-breach of holy Wedlock's rh 
yea, the Illiterate, that know not how. : 
To Cipher what is writ in Learned Books,” - 
_ Wir my loathiſom Treſpaſsin my Looks. 


The Nurſe to ſtill her Child will tell my'Story, 

And fright her crying Babe wirh pe Name : 

The Orator to deck his Ora £15! 

Will couple my Reproach to Tarquin' 0 ; Shame, | 
Fealt-finding Minſtrels tuning my Gaibiney) | 

_ Will er the Hearers toatrend each 


How Ti pn wronged me, [ Colatine,. 


Let my good Name, that ſenſeleſy Reputation, 

For Cojatine's dear Love be kept unſpotred : 

If that be made a Theme for Diſputation, 

The Branches of another Root are rotted, 

And undeſerv'd Reproachto him allotted, 

| That ts asclear from this Attaint of' ain, 
As I ere this was Parets Colatine, 


O unſeen Shame, inviſible Diſeraces .. 

O unfels Sore, exald-woniniit private Sear ct 

_ Reproacit/ is. ſtampt in Colatinus Face, - 

And Tarquin's Eye may read the Mote afar, 

How he in:Peace is wounded; not in War. - 
Alas, how many bear fach ſhamefu} —it 


Which not themſelves but he that gives them 


- or ens ? 

If Colatine; thine Honor lay in me, Mie Og 
From me by ſtrong Allavlt it is bereft: 
My Hony loſt,  and-I a drone-like Bee-- 
Have no Perfe&ion of my Summer left. 4 
But rob'd-and'ranſack'd by injurious Theft... 

In thy weak Hive a wandring Waſp tath crept; 

And ſuck'd the Hony which hy caſt BOOK 


OY 


Yee 
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Yet am I guilty of thy Honor's wrack , | 
Yet far thy Honour did lentertain hims 
Coming from thee, I could not pot him back, 
For it had been Diſhonor to diſdain him, 
Beſides;/ of -Wearineſs-he did complain him, 
_ And talkof vertue-(Ounlook'd for Evil!) 
When Vertue is profan'd'in ſuch a Devil. 


Why ſhould the Worm. intrude the Maiden Bug ? 

Or hateful Cuckows hatch in Sparrows Neſts? 

Or Toads infe& fair Founts with Venom Mud ? 

Or Tyrant Folly lurk in gentle Breaſts ? 
Or Kings be Breakers of their own Beheſts ? 

But. no Perfection is ſo abſolute, 

That ſome Impurity doth not pollute. 


The Aged Man that coffers up his Gold, (fits. 
| Is plagwd. with Cramps, and Gouts, and painful 
And ſcarce hath Eyes bis Treaſure to behold, 
- But like ſtill pining Tarntalus he ſits, 
And uſeleſs Banns the:/Harveſt of his Wits: 
Having no other Pleaſure of his Gain, 
But Torment that it cannot cure his Pain, 


So then, he hath it when he cannot uſe it, 
And leaves it to be maſter'd by his Young, 
_Whoin their Pride do preſently abuſe it ; 
Their Father was too weak, and they too ſtrong, 
To hold their curſed bleſſed Fortune-long, 

The Sweets we wiſh for turn to ans f Sours, 
Een in the moment that we call them ours. 


Unruly Blaſts wait on the tender Spring, . (ers: 
Unwholeſom Weeds take root with precious Flow- 
The Adder hifſeth where the ſweet Birds ſing : 


45 f What 


Wee,» 


Yol. iv. State Aﬀei To I00 


What Vertue breeds, Iniquity devours: 
We have no Good that we can ſay is ours : 
Bur. ill-annexed Opportunity, 


Or kills his Life, or elſe his Guiry, 


00 gportunity ! ? thy Guilt is great ; 

'Tis hou that executeſt the Traitor's Treaſon : -- 

Thou ſetſt the Wolf where he the Lamb may pet : 

Whoever plots the Sin, thon pointſt the Seaſon, 

Tis thou that ſpurnſt At Right, at Law, at Reaſon ; 
' And in thy ſhady Cell, where: none may ſpy her, 

Sits Sin to ſeize the Souls that wander by her. 


Thou mak'ft the Veſtal violate her Oath; 
Thou blowſt the Fire when Temperance is thaw'd; 5 
Thou ſmotherſt Honeſty, thou murderſt Troth : 
Thon foul Abettor, thou notorious Baud ! 

Thou plaiiteſt Scandal, and diſplaceſt'Land. _ 
 Thon Raviſher, thou Traitor, thon falſe Thief ! 
Thy Hony turns to Gall, thy Joy to Grief. | 


Thy ſecret Plea ſure turns to open Shame, 
Thy private Feaſting to a publick Faſt z 
Thy ſmothering Titles to a ragged Name; 
Thy ſugar*d Tongue to bitter Wormwood Taſte: : 
Thy violent Vanities can never laſt. 
How comes it then, vile Opportunity, 
_ Being ſo bad, ſuch Numbers ſeek for thee B 


w hen wilt thou be the humble Suppliant's Friend, 
And bring him where his Suit may be obtain'd ? 
When wilt thou ſort an Hour great Strifes'to end, 
Or free that Soul which wretchedneſs hath chained ? 
Give Phyſick to the ſick, eaſe to the pained ? 


The Poor, Lame, Blind, Halt, Creep, ery out 
(for tees 
NE But they ne* er met wich Opportynity, 


The 
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The Patiept, dies whilh the, phyſician S__ ih 

The Orphan pines while the Oppreſlor feeds: 

Juſtice is feaſting while the Widow 'weeps : 

Advice is ſporting while Infe&tion breeds, 

Thou grant'ſt no time for charitable Deeds : 
Wrath, Fnvyy, Treafon, Rape, and Morder: rages, 
Thy HELROUS Flows Sion them ay their Pages, 


When Feuth and Vertue have to da with thee, | 
A thouſagd Crofles: keep them from thy! Aid z 


They Pup thy Help, but Sin ne'er gives a Fee, 


He gratis comes, ard thou art wellapaid, 

As well to:;hear, as grant what he hath ſaid. 
 My.Colatine would elſe have come tome, 
When Tarquin did, but. he was ſtaid _ 


Guilty, thav artof Murder and of Theft, | 
Guilty of! Perjury and -Suabornation, | 
_ Guilty of Treaſon, | Forgery and Shift, - 


Guilty of Inceſt that Abomination 

An Acceſlary by. thine- Inclination- - +. 
To all Sins paſt, ang all. that are to come. 
your the Creation. to the genersl Doom. 


Miſhapen time, Copeſate of ugly Night, 


Switt ſubtle-Poſt, Carrier of griſly Care, 
Eater of Youth, falſe Slave to falſe Delight, 
Baſe Warch of Woes, Sin's Fack-norke, Vertue's 
- (Snare; 
Thou nurſeſt all, and murderſt al that are. 
© hear me then, injurious ſhifting Time ! 
Be guilty of my Death, ſince of my Crime. 


Why bath thy Servant Opportunity 
Betray'd the Hours thou gav'ſt me to repoſe? 
Cance'd my Fortunes and nchalngd me 


Te 
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To endleſs Date of never-ending Woes? 
by *$s Office is to find -735 3 Fr I 
Bp Error LNION, Dr 
Not EN d the Davey lia bed... 
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Time's Gor is to call ntending Kin 
repo Be, 
To ſtamp Thi mes... .i > 
To wee the Morn "A log nag {1 Rs 
To wrongthe Wron 4 ME render Right... 
To ruigats prov YA of rh thy Qurs, .. 
And lacs wi Du th ir glictering galden 
| ob Town ers, 
Tofill y eo pyey gitar Mouineaia, 
To feed, Oblivion with Decay of. things, Ks 
To blat, old Books, and alter their Contents, . 
To pluck the Quills from antient Ravens Wings 
To dry the,gld Oak's Sap, and.cher = Springs, , 
To ſpoil Antiquities of. hammer” Steel, | 
And, farathe F2r vi ranad of Fortune's 7 Whee! 


Toſhew the Reldame Daughters of her Daughter, 
To make the Child a Man, the Man a Child, 
Toſlay a Tyger that dath. live by Slaughter, 


"<0: 


To tame the Unicorn and Lion wild, 
To mock the Subtle in. themſelves beguil'd ; ry 
To chear the MOTO, with increaſetul cr.0Ps, 


Why oct thay Mikihiet'i in oh hy Fginage, 
Unleſs thou canld'ſt return. to make amends. 


One paar; ;Se6hring MINE in.an Age, _ 
Would purchaſe thee a thouſand choofand! E riends, 
Lending, kim Wit that to. bad Debtors lends. _ 
O this dread Night,wauldit thou one "WE 
C 
I could prevent this Storm and ſhun this Wrack. 


Thou 


| 
| 
: 4 
Mi 


—_— —— — ———”e ne nn Serene oe 
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Thou ceaſeleſs Lacky to Eternity; | 
With ſome Miſchance croſs Tarquin inks us Flight 
Deviſe Extremes beyond Berrevicy” F 
To make him curſe this curſed crimefn] Night : 
Let ghaſtly Shadows his lend Eyes affright, 
' And thedire Thought of his corttitced Evit- 
Shape every Buſh a hideous ſhapeleſs Devil. 


' Diſturb his hours of Reſt with reſtleſs Trances, 


Afflit him in his Bed with bedrid Groans : 
Let there bechance him pitiful Miſchances, 
To make him moan, but pity not his Moans: 
Stane'him with harden'd Hearts harder than ſtone, 
[5 ler mild Womento him loſe their Mildneſs, 
ilder to him than Tygersin their Wildneſz, 


| Let him have time to tear his curled Hair, 
' Let him havetime againſt himſelf to rave.” 


Let him have time of Time's help to deſpair, 

Let him have time to live a loathed Slave: 

Let him have time a Beggar's Orts to crave, 
And time to ſee one That by Alms do liye, 
Diſdain to him diſdained Scraps to give. 


Let him haye time to ſee his Friends his Foes, 


And merry Fools to mock at him refort': ' * 
Let him have time to mark how'ſlow Time'goes 


In time of Sorrow, and how ſwift and ſhort 
His time of Folly, and his time of Sport. ” 


And ever let his unrecalling Time. © 
 Havetime to wail th? abuſing of his Time. 


O Time, thou Tutor both to Good and Bad, 
Teach me to curſe him that thou tanghtſ' this IU, 


At hiso@wn Shadow let, the Thicf run nM 


Him- 


Himſelf, himſelf. ſeek every Hour to kill; (ſpill.» 
&nch wretched Hands, ſuch wretched Blood ſhould | 
For who fo baſe would fuch an Office have, | 
As ſlanderous Deaths-man to ſo baſe a Slave? 


The baſer is he, coming from a King, | 
To ſhame his Hope with Deeds degenerate ; | 
The mightier Man, the mightier is the thing, 
That makes him honour'd, or begets him Hate ; 
For greateſt Scandal waits on greateſt State, 
The Moon being clouded, preſently is miſt, 
But little Stars may hide them whea they liſt, 


The Crow may bathe his cole-black Wingsin Mire, 
And unperceiv'd fly with the Filth away ; Ro 
But if the like the ſnow-white Swan deſire, 

The ſtain upon his ſilver Down will ſtay. (Day, 
Poor Grooms are ſightleſs Night, Kings glorious 
Gnats are unnoted whereſoc'er they fly, : 

But Eagles gaz'd upon withevery Eye. 


Our idle Words, Servants to ſhailow Fools, 
Unprofitable Sounds, weak Arbitrators, 
Buly your ſelves in skill-contending Schools, _ 
Debate where leiſure ſerves with dull Debators ; 
Totrembling Clients be you Mediators : 

For me, 1 force not Argument a ſtraw, 

Since that my Caſe is palt all help of Law. 


in vain I rail at Opportunity, 
At Time, at Targquin, and unſearchful Night : 
In vain I cavil with mine Infamy, 
 nvain I ſpurn at my confirm'd Deſpight : 
This helpleſs ſmoke of Words doth me no right ; 
The Remedy indeed to do me good, 
Is to let forth my foul defiled Blood. 


N - Poor 


158 POEMS on 


Poor Hand, why quiverſt thou at this Decree ? 
Honour thy ſelf torid me of this Shame, 

For if 1 die, my Honour lives in thee, 

But if I live, thou liv'ſt in my Defame; 
Since thou could(ſt not defend thy Loyal Dame, 
And waſt afraid to ſcratch her wicked Foe, 
Ki:] both thy ſelf and her for yielding 0. 


| This ſaid, from her betumbled Couch ſhe ſtarts, 
To find ſome del] perate Inſtrument of Death ; 
But this no Slaughter-houſe, no Tool i imparts, 
To make more veat for paſſage of her Breath, 
Which thronging thro her Lips ſo vaniſheth 
As Smoke from etna, that in Air conſumes, 
Or that which from diſcharged Cannon fumes, 


In vain (quoth ſhe) I live, and ſeek in vain 
Some happy Mean to end a hapleſs Life : 
1 fear'd by Tarquin's Fauchion to be ſlain, 
Yet for the ſelf. ſame Purpoſe ſeek a Knife : 
But when I fear'd, I was a Loyal Wife, 

So am I now: Ono, that cannot be, 

Of that true Type hath Tarquin rifled me. 


O that is Jone, for which I ſought to live, 

And therefore now I need not fear to die; 

To clear this Spot by Death (at leaſt) I give 

A Badg of Fame to Slaunder's Livery, 

A dying Life to living Infamy, 
Poor helpleſs help the Treaſure ſtoln away, 
To burn the guiltleſs -Casket where it lay. 


Well, well, dear Colatize, thou ſhalt not know 
The ſtained taſk of violated Troth : 

I will not wrong thy true AﬀeCtion ſo, 

To flatter thee with an infringed Oath, 


Thus 
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This baſtard Graſs ſhall never come to growth ; 
He ſhall not boaſt who did thy Stock pullute, 

"That thou art doting Father of his Fruit. 


Nor ſhall he ſmile at thee in ſecret Thoughr, 
Nor laugh with his Companions at thy ſtate: 

But thou ſhalt know thy Intereſt was not bought 
Baſely with Gold, but ſtoln from forth thy Gate ; 
For meI am the Miſtreſs of my Fate, 
And with my Treſpaſs never will diſpenſe, 
Till Life to Death acquit my froſt Offence. 


I will not poiſon thee with my Attaint, 
| Nor fold my Fault in cleanly coin'd Excuſes; 
My ſable ground of Sin I will not paint, 
"To hide the Truth of this falſe Night's Abuſes : 
My Tongue ſhall utter all; mine Eyes like Sluces, 
| As from a Mountain Spring that feeds a Dale, 
Shall guſh pure Streams to purge my impure Tale. 


By this lamenting Philomele had end- 9. 
ed Bas OLE Lneroce. con 
The well-tun'd Warble of her night- rouns Fog/53 
ly Sorrow, | putes whether 
And ſolemn Night with flow ſad Gate he ſhould kill 


deſcended her ſelf or mo. 
To vgly Hell, when lo the bluſhing 
Morrow (row, 


Lends Light to all fair Eyes that Light would bor- 
But cloudy Lucrece ſhames her ſelf to ſee, 
And therefore ſtill in Night would cloiſtred bes 


Revealing Day through evety Cranny ſpies, 

And ſeems to point her out where ſhe ſits weeping, 

To whom ſhe ſobbing ſpeaks, O Eye of Eyes, (ing, 

Why pry'ſ thou thro myWindow ? leave thy peep- 
= N 2 Mock 
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Mock with thy tickling Beams, Eyes that are ſleep- 
Brand not my Forehead with thy piercing Light, 
For Day hath novght rodo what'sdone by Night. 


Thus cavils ſhe with'ev'ry thing ſhe ſees; 
 Frue Grief is fond, and teſty as a Child, 
Who way-ward once, his Mood with nought agrees, 
Old Woes, not Infant Sorrows bear them mild ; 
Continvance tames the one, the other wild, 
Like an unpracis'd Swimmer plunging ſtill, 
With too much labour drowns for want of Skill. 


So ſhe deep drenched in a Sea of Care, 

Holds diſputation with each thing ſhe views, 

| And to her ſelf all Sorrow doth compare, 

No Obje& but her Paſſions ſtrength renews, 

And as one ſhifts, another ſtraight enſues ; 
Sometimes her Grief is dumb, and hath no words ; 
Sometime 'tis mad, and too much talk affords. 


The little Birds that tune their Mornings Joy, 
Make her Moans mad with their ſweet Melody; 
For Mirth doth ſearch the bottom of Annoy, 
Sad Souls are ſlain in merry Company, 
Grief beſt is pleas'd with Grief's Society : 
True Sorrow then 1s feelingly ſurpriz'd, 
When with like ſemblance ir is ſimpathiz'd. 


"Tis double Death to drown in ken of Shore; 

He ren times pines, that pines beholding Food ; 

To ſee the Salve doth make the Wound ake more ; 

C:reat Grief grieves molt at that will do it good; 

| Deep Woes roll forward like a gentle Flood, 
Which being ſtopt, the boundingBanks o'er-flows; 

Grief dallied with, nor Law nor Limit knows. 


X | You 
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You mocking Birds, quoth ſhe, your Tunes intomb 

Within your hollow ſwelling feather'd Breaſts ; 'Z 
And in my hearing be yon ever dymb, 

My reſtleſs Diſcord loves no Stops nor Reſts; 

A woful Hoſteſs brooks not merry Gueſts : . 
Reliſh your nimble Notes to pleaſing Ears, 
Diſtreſs likes dumps whenTime! Is kept withTears. 


| Come Philomele, that fing/ſ of Raviſinent, 
Make thy ſad Grove in my-diſhevePFd Hair: _. 
As the dank Earth weeps at thy La angviſhment, 
So] at eachſad Strain will ſtrain my Tear, 
And with deep Groans the Diapaſon bear: 
For Burden-wiſe I'll hum on Targuin ſtill, 
While thou on Tereus deſcants better Skill 


And whites againſt a Thorn thou bearſt thy part, 

To keep thy ſharp Woes waking, wretched I 

To imitate thee well, againſt my Heart 

Will fix a ſharp Knife, to affright mineEye, 

Who if it wink, ſhall thereon fall and die. 
Theſe Means as Frets upon an Inſtrument, 
Shall tune our Heartſtrings to trueLanguiſhment. 


And for poor Bird, thon ſing!ſt not in the Days. 
As ſhaming any Eye ſhould thee behold : 
Some dark deep Deſart ſeated from the way, 
That knows nor parching Heat, nor freezing Cold, 
Will we find out; and there we will unfold _ 
To Creatures ſtern, fad Tones to change their 
(Kinds ; 
Since Men prove Beaſts, let Beaſts bear gentle 
_ (Minds. 


Asthe poor frighted Deer that ſtands at 24Ze, 


Wildly determining which way to Ys 
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Or one incompaſt with a winding Maze, 
That cannot tread the way out readily : 
So with ber {elf is ſhe in mutiny, 


| Toliveor die, which of the twain were better, 
When Life is ſham'd & Death reproaches Debtox. 


To kill my ſelf, quoth ſhe, alack what were it, 
But with my Body my poor SouP's Pollution ? 
They that loſe half with greater patience bear it, 
Than they whoſe whole is \wallowed.in confuſion. 
That Mother tries a mercileſs Concluſion, (one, 
Who having two {ſweet Babes,when Death takes 
Will ſlay the other, and be Nurſe to. none. 


| My Body or my Soul, which was the dearer ? 
When the one Pure, the other made Divine, 
W hoſe loveof either to my ſelf was nearer ? 
When both were kept for Heaven and Colatine. 
Ay me, the Bark peal'd from the lofty. Pine, 
His Leaves will wither, and his Sap decay ; 
So muſt my Soul, her Bark being peal'd away. 


Her Houſe is ſackt, her Quiet interrupted, 
Her Manfion batter'd by the Enemy, 
Her Sacred Temple ſpotted, ſpoil'd, corrupted, 
Groſly ingirt with daring Infamy. 
"Then let it not be calld Impiety, F 

If in this blemiſht Fort 1 make ſome Hole, 
. Thro which I may convey this troubled Soul. 


Yetdie I will not, till my Colatine - 

Have heard the Cauſe of my untimely Death, 
That he may vow in that ſad Hour of- mine, 
Revenge on him that made me ſtop my Breath ; 
My {tained Blood to Targquin V'Il bequeath, 


Which 
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Which by him tatnted ſhall for him be ſpent, 
| And as his due, writ in my Teſtament. 


My Honour PII bequeath unto the Knife, 
That wounds my Body ſo diſhonoured : 
'Tis Honour fo deprive diſhonoured Life, 
* The onewill live, the other being dead : 

 &o of Shame's Aſhes ſhall my tame be bred 
For in my death I Murder ſhameful ſcorn, 
My Shame ſo dead, my Honor is new born. 


Dear Lord of that dear Jewel I have loſt, 

What Legacy ſhall I bequeath to thee ? 

My Reſolution, Love, ſhall be thy boaſt, 

By whoſe Example thou reveng'd mayſt be. 

How Tarquin muſt be us'd read it in me. os 
My ſelf thy Friend will kill my ſelf thy Fo, 
And for my ſake ſerve thou falſe Targuin fo. 


This brief Abridgment of my Will I make: 
My Soul and Body to the Skies and Ground, 
My Reſolntioa (Husband) do you take ; 
My Honour be the Knife's that make my Wound 
My Shame be his that did my Fame confound ; 
And all my Fame that lives disburſed be 
To thoſe that live and think no ſhame of me. 


Then Colatine ſhall overſee this Will, 
How was I overſeen that thou ſhalt ſee it ? 
My Blood ſhall waſh the Slander of mine Il] ; 


My Life's foul Deed, my Life's fair End ſhall tree it. 


Faint not faint Heart, but ſtoutly ſay, fo be it. 
Yield to my Hand, and that ſhall conquer thee ; 
Thou dead, that dies, and both ſhall yictors be. 


N 4 This 
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u6' ** pj Plot of Death, when ſally. ſhe 


Lucrece re- 
folved to kill” had laid, 


ber ſelf, deter- AN Wi ip'd the briniſh Pearl from her 
_ mines firſt to \bri right Eyes, | 
ſend her #uſ- With untun'd T6ngue ſhe hoarſly 
band word, calFd her Maid, 
Whoſe ſwift Obedience to her Mir- 
Trols hies,” 
For flect-win g'd Duty withThough t's Feathers flies 
Poor Lucrece Cheeks unto her Maid ſeem fo, 
As Winter-Meads when Sun dos melt their Snow. 


HerMiſtreſs ſhe doth give demure g90d- -morrow,. 
With ſoft flow Tongue, true Marks of Modeſty, 
And ſorts a ſad look to her Lady's Sorrow, 
(For why her Face wore Sorrows Livery) 
But durſt-not ask of her andaciouſly, 
Why her two Sons were Cloud-eclipſed ſo, 
Nor why her Fair Cheeks over-waſht with Woe. 


But as the Earth doth weep, the Sun being ſet, 

Exch Flower moiſtned like a melting Eye: _ 

Een ſo the Maid with ſwelling Drops gan wet | 

Her circled Eyne enforc'd, by {impathy | 

Of thoſe fair Suns ſet in her Miſtreſs Sky, _ + 
Who in a falt-wav'd Ocean quench their Light, 
Which makes the Maid weep like the dew YG 


A pretty while theſe pretty Creatures ſtand, 
Like ivory Condouits Coral Ciſterns filling : 
One juſtly weeps, the other takes in hand _. 
No Cauſe, but company of her Drops ſpilling ;. 
T heir 2entle Sex to weep are offen willing, 
Grieving themſelves to gueſs at other Smarts, 
And then ney drown their Eyes, or break their 
(Hearts, 
For 
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For Men have Marble, Women waxen Minds, 
And therefore are they torm'd as Marble will : | 
TheWeak oppreſt, tl? Impretlion of ſtrange kinds. 
Is form'd in them by Force, by Fraud or Skill. 
Then call them not the Authors of their Il], 

No more than Wax ſhall be accounted Evil, 

_ Wherein is ſtampt the ſemblance of a Devil. 


Their ſmoothneſs like a HER Plain, 
Lays open all the little Worms that creep 
In Men, as a rough grown Grove remain 
Cave, keeping Evils that obſcurely ſleep ; | 
Thro Chriſtal Walls each little Mote will peep, 
Tho Men can cover Crimes with bold ſtern Look, 
Poor Womens Faces are their own Faults Books. 


No Man inveighs againſt. the wither'd Flower, 

But chides rough Winter that the Flower has kiPd : 

Not that devour'd; but that which doth devour 

Is worthy blame, O let it not be held 

Poor Womens Faults, that they are ſo fulfid 
With Mens Abules,thoſe proud Lords to blame; 
Make weak-mad Women Tenants to their ſhame. 


The Preſident whereof in Lucrece view, 

Aſail'd by, Night, with Circumſtances: ſtrong 

Of preſeat Death and Shaine that might enſue, 

By that. her. Death to. do her Husband "IDEs 5 

Such Danger to reſiſtancedid belong.  _ 
The dying Fear thro all her, Body ſpread, 
And who cannot abuſe a Body dead ? 


By this'mild Patience did fair Lucrece ſneak 

To the poor Counterfeit of her complaining : 
My Girl quoth ſhe,on what occaſion break(raining? 
Thoſe Tears from thee, that down thy Cheeks are 


If 
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If thou doft weep for Grief of my ſuſtaining, 


Know gentle Wench, it ſmall avails my Mood, 
If Years could help mine,own would do me good. 


But tell me, Girl, when went (and there ſhe ſtaid, 

Til! after i "deep 'Groan) Tarquin from hence ? 
Madam, e*er | was up (reply*d the Maid) 

' Fhe more to blame my ſluggard Negligence: 
Yet with the Fault I thus far can diſpenſe, 

My ſelf was ſtirring e'er the break of day, 

And &er I roſe was Tarquin gone away. 


But, Lady, if your Maid may be ſo bold, 
' She would requeſt to know your Heavineſs. 
O peace (quoth Lucrece) if it ſhould be told, 
The Repetition cannot make it leſs: 
For more it is than I can well expreſs, 
And that deep Torture may be call'd a Hell, 
When more is feltthan one hath power to cell, 


Go get me hither Paper, Ink, and Pen; 

Yet ſave that labour, for 1 have them here : 

CW hat ſhould I ſay? ) one of my Hnsband's men 

| Bid thou be ready by and by to bear 

A Letter to my Lord, my Love, my Dear; 
Bid him with ſpeed prepare to carry it, 
The Canſe craves haſt, and it will ſoon be writ. 


Her Maidi is gon, and he prepares to write, 
Firſt hovering o'er the Paper with her Quill 3 
Conceit and Grief an eager Combat fight, 
What Wit ſets down is blotted ſtill with will, 
This is too curious good, this blunt and ill; 
Much like a Prefs of People at a Door, 
Throng her Inventions which ſhall 89 before. 


At 
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At laſt ſhe thus begins : Thou worthy Lord 

Of that unworthy Wife that greeteth thee, 
Health to thy Perſon, next vouchſafe Yafford 

(If ever, Love, thy Zucrece thon wilt ſee) 
Some preſent ſpeed to come and viſit me, 

 $ol commend me from one Houſe ini grief, 
My Woes are tedious, tho my Words are brief. 


Here folds ſheup the Tenor of her Woe, 

Her certain Sorrow writ uncertainly ; 

By this ſhort Schedule Colatine may know 

Her Grief, but not her Grief*s true Quality; 

: the dares not therefore make diſcovery, 

Leſt he ſhould:hold it her own groſs abuſe, 

Fer ſhe with Blood had:ſtain'd her ſtain'd: Excuſe, 


Belides the life and feeling of her Paſſion, _ 
She hoards to ſpend, when he is by to hear her, - 


When Sighs, and\Groans, and Tears may grace the 
Of her Diſgrace, the better ſo to clear her (faſſtion 


From that. ſaſpicion which the World might bear 


(her: _ 


To ſhun this Blot ſhe would not blot the Letrer 
With Words, till Action might become theny 


(better. 


To ſee ſad Sights,moves more than hear them told; 

For then the Eye interprets. to the Ear 

The heavy Motion that it doth behold : 

When every Part a part of Woe doth bear, 

Tis but a part:of Sorrow that we hear. (Fords, 
Deep Sounds make leſſer Noiſe than ſhallow 


And Sorrow ebbs-being blown with- Wind- of 


(Words, 
Her 
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Her Letter 1 now is ſeal'd, and on it writ,” 
At Ardea to my Lord with more than haſt , 
The,Palt attends, and ſhe delivers it, 
Charging the ſour-fac'd Groom to. hie as faſt, 
_ As lagging Souls before the Northern Blaſt. 
Speed, more than Speed, but dull and ſlow ſhe 
_Extremity ſtill urgeth ſuch Extremes. | (deems, 


The homely Villain curſies to her low, | 
And bluſhing on her with a ſtedfaſt Eye, 
Receives the Scroll without or Yea or No, 
And forth- with baſhful- Innocence doth lie; 
But they whoſe Guilt within their Boſoms lie, 
Imagine every Eye beholds their blame, 
. Far Lucrece thought he bluſht to ſee her ſhame, 


When filly Groom: (God wot) it wasidefeCt 
Of Spirit, Life,- and bold Audacity ; | 
Snch harmleſs Creatures have a true reſpect 
* Tatalk in Deeds, while others ſaucily 
Promiſe more ſpeed, but do. it leiſurely. 
Eyen fo this Pattern of the worn-out Age 
..Pawn'd honeſt Looks,but laid no Wards to gage, 


- His kindled Duty kindled her Miſtruſt, 
' That two red Fires in both their Faces blaz'd: 
She thought he bluſht as knowing Tarquin's Luſt 3 
And bluſhing with him, wiſtly on him gaz'd, 
Herearneſt Eye did make him more amaz'd : 
The mare ſhe ſaw-the Blood his.Cheeks repleniſh, 
"The more ſhe thought he ſpy'din her ſome blemiſh. 


| But-long the thinks Fall bs rodnet again, | 
And yet the duteous Vaſſal ſcarce is gone 3 
The Weary Time ſhe cannot entertain, 


For now 'tis ſtale to ſigh, to woe, and groan. . 
. 


Vol. IV. State- Affairs 189g 


c Woe hath wearied Woe, Moan tired Moan, 
That ſhe her Plaints a little while doth ſtay, 
pauſing for Means to mourn ſome newer way. 


Of skilful Painting made for Priam's Troy, 
Before-the which is drawn the Power of Greece, 
For Helen's Rape the City to deſftroy, © © 
Threatning cloud-kiſling [on with Annoy ; 
Which the conceited Painter drew ſo proud, 


As Heaven (it ſeem'd) to kiſs the Turrets bow'd. 


Athouſand lamentable ObjeQs there, 

In ſcorn of Nature, Art gave lifeleſs Life : 

Many a dire Drop ſeem'd a weeping Tear, 

Shed for the Naughter'd Husband by the Wife. 

The red Blood reek'd to ſhew the Painters Strife, 
And dying Eyes gleem'd forth their aſhy Lights, 
Like dying Coals burat out in'tedious Nights. 


There might you ſee the labouring Pioneer 
Begrim'd with Sweat, and ſmeared all with Duſt ; 
And from the Towers of Troy there would appear 
The very Eyes of Men thro Loop-holes thruſt ; 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little Luſt, 
Such ſweet Obſervance in this work was had, 
That one might ſee thoſe far off Eyes look fad. 


In great Commanders, Grace and Majeſty 

You might behold triumphing in their Faces ; 

In Youth Quick-bearing and Dexterity : 

And here and there the Painter interlaces 

Pale Cowards marching on with trembling Paces, 
W hich heartleſs Peaſants did ſo well reſemble, 


That one: would ſwear he ſaw them quake and 
OE I (tremble. 


In 


| 
| 
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In 4jax and Ulyſſes, O what Art 
_ Of Phyſiognomy might one behold! | 
[he Face of either cipher'd either's Heart ; 
Their Face, their Manners moſt expreſly told. 
In 4jax Eyes blunt Rage and Rigor rolPd, 
But the mild Glance that ſhe Ulyſſes lent, 
Shew'd deep Regard and ſmiling Government. 


There pleading might you ſee grave Neſtor ſtand, 
' As *twere incouraging the Greeks to fight, 
Making ſuch ſober Actions with his Hand, 
That it begail'd Attention, charm'd the Sight : 

In Speech it feem*®d his Beard, all ſilver white, 
 Wayg'd upand down, and from his Lips did fly 

| Thinwinding Breath, which purl'd up to the Sky. 


About him were a Preſs of gaping Faces, 

Which ſeem'd to ſwallow up his ſound Advice ; 

All jointly liſtning, but with ſeveral Graces, 

| As if ſome Mermaid did their Ears intice, 
Some high, ſome low, the Painter was ſo nice. 

The Scalps of many almoſt hid behind, 

To jump up higher ſeem'd to mock the Mind. 


Here one Man's Hand lean'd on another's Head, 
His Noſe being ſhadow'd by his Neighbour's Ear; 
Here one being throng'd bears back all boln andred; 
Another ſmorther'd, ſeems to pelt and ſwear, 
And in their Rage ſuch Signs of Rage they bear, 

As bur for loſs of Neſtor's Golden Words, 
It ſeems they would debate with angry Swords, 


For muchimaginary Work was there; 
Canceit deceitful, ſo compact, fo kind, 
Fhat for Achilles Image ſtood his Spear, 


Grip'd 
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Grip'd in an armed Hand, himſelf behind 

Was left unſeen, ſave to the Eye of Mind, 
A Hand, a Foot, a Face, a Leg, a Head, 
Stood for the Whole to be imagined, 


And from the Walls of ſtrong beſieged Trop, 

When their brave Hope, bold He@or, march'd to 

Stood many Trojan Mothers, ſharing Joy 

Toſee their youthful Sons bright Weapons wield, 

And to their Hope they ſuch odd Action yield, 

\ That thro their Light Joy ſeemed to appear 
(Like bright things ftain'd) a kind of heavy Fear, 


And from the ſtrond of Dordan where they fought, 

To Simots reedy Banks the red blood ran, | 

Whoſe Waves to imitate the Battel ſoughr 

With ſwelling Ridges, and their Ranks began 

To break upon the galled Shore, and then 
Retire again, till meeting greater Ranks | 
They join, and ſhoot their Fome at Simmots Banks, 


To this welFpainted Piece is Lucrece come, 
To find a Face where alldiſtreſs is ſtell'd : 
Many ſhe ſees, where Cares have carved ſome, 
But none where all Diſtreſs and Dolor dwell'd ; 
Till ſhe deſpairing Hecuba beheld, 
Staring on Priam's Wounds with her old Eyes, 
Which bleeding under Pirrbus proud Foot lies. 


[n her the Painter had anatomiz'd 

Time's ruin, Beauty's wrack, and grim Cares reign ; 

Her Cheeks with Chops andW rinkles werediſguis'd, 

Of what ſhe was, no Semblance did remain, 

Her blew Blood chang'd to black in every Vein. 
Wanting the.Spring that thoſe ſhrunk Pipes had 
Shew'd Life imprifon'd in a Body dead. as, 


192 | "0 OEMS on 


On this fad ſhadow Ziebiel (ends hey Eyes, | 
And ſhapes her Sorrow to the Beldame's'Woes, 
Who nothirg wants to anſwer her but Cries, 
And bitter Words to ban her cruel Foes, 

The Painter was no God to lend her thoſe ; 
And therefore Lucrece ſwears he did her1 wrong, 
TV give her ſo much Grief, and not a Tongue. 


Poor Inſtrument (quoth ſhe) without a Sound, 
Fll tune thy Woes with my lamenting Tongue ; 
Anddrop ſweet Balm in Priam*s painted Wound, 
And rail on Pirrbus that hath done him wrong, 
And with my Tears quench Troy that burns ſo long; 
And with my Knife ſcratch out the angry Eyes 
_ Of allthe Greeks that are thine Enemies. 


Shew me this Strumpet that began this ſtir, 
"That with my Nails her Beauty | may tear: 
Thy heat of Loft; fond Parts, did incur 

This load'of Wrath that burning Troy did bear; 
_ Thy Eye kindled the Fire that burneth ere. 
And herein Troy, for Treſpaſs of thine Eye, 
The SIre, the Son, the Dame, and Daughter die 


Why ſhould the private Pleaſure of ſome one 

Become the publick Plague of many moe? 

Let Sin alone committed, light alone 

Upon his Head that hath tranſpgreſled ſo. 

Let guiltleſs Souls be freed from guilty woe. 
For ones Offence why ſhould ſo many fall? ? 
To plague a private Sin in general. 


Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam ies! 
Here manly He&or faints, here Troytus ſounds, 
Here Friend by Friend in bloody Channel lies, 


And. 


And Pied to Frignd gives unadviſed Wounds, 
Andi'one Man's Luſt theſe many Lives confoy nds. . 


Had doting Priam check'd his Son's deſire, _ 
Troy had been bright with Fame,and not with Fire. 


Here feelingly ſhe weeps Troy's painted Woes: 

For Sorrow like a heavy hanging Bell; oi 

Once ſet a ringing, with his own weight goes ; 

Then little ſtrength rings out the doleful Knell, 

$0 Lucrece ſet awork, ſad Tales doth tell 
"To pencil'd Penſiveneſs, and color'd Sorrow; 
She lends them Words, and ſhe their Looks doth 

___ (borrow. 

che throws het Eyes abont the painted Round, 

And whom ſhe finds forlorn ſhe doth lament : 

At laſt ſhe ſees a wretched Image bound, 

That piteous Looks to Phrygrian Shepherds lent, 

His Face tho full of Cares, yet ſhew?d Content... 
Onward to Troy with theſe blunt Swains he goes, 
So mild that Patience ſeem'd to ſcorn his Woes. 


In bm the Painter labour'd with his Skill 
To hide deceit, and give the harmleſs ſhow, 
An humble Gate, calm Looks, Eyes wailing g ſtill, 
A Brow unbent, "that ſeem'd to welcome Woe; Es 
Cheeks, neither red nor pale, but mingled ſo, 
That bluſhing red, no guilty Inſtance gave, 
Nor aſhy pale, the Fear that falſe Hearts have. 


But like a conſtant and confirmed Devil, 
Heentertain'd a how ſo ſeeming juſt, 
And therein ſo inſconſt this ſecrec Evil, 
That Jealouſy it ſelf could not niſtraſt, 
Falſecreeping Craft and Perjury ſhould thruſt 
Into ſo bright a Day ſuch blackfac'd Storms, ? 
Or "on with Hell-bora Sin ſuch Saint-like Forms: 


O The 
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| The well-S$kild Woman this wild Image drew 
For |perjur*d Sinon, whoſe inchanting Story 
The credulous old Priam after flew : 
Whoſe Words like wild-fire burnt the ſhiningGloy 
_ Of rich-built [170#, that the Skies were ſorry, 
And little Stars ſhot from their fixed Places, 
When their Glas fell wherein they view'd their 


This Picture ſhe adviſedly perus'd, | 

And chid the Painter for his wondrous Skill; 

Saying, ſome ſhape in Sinon's was abug'd, 

So fair a Form lodg'd not a Mind foill: 

And ſtill on him ſhe gaz'd, and gazing ftill, 
Such Signs of Truth in his plain Face ſhe ſpied, 
That ſhe concludes, the Picture was belied. 


It cannot be (quoth ſhe) that ſo much Guile 
(She would have ſaid) canlurk in ſuch a Look: 
- But Tarquin's ſhape came in her Mind the while, 
And from her Tongue, can lurk, from cannot, took 
It cannot be, ſhein that Senſe forſook, 
And turn'd it thus, It cannot be I find, 
But ſuch a Face ſhould bear a wicked Mind. 


/ 

For een as ſubtle Sox here is painted, 

So ſober ſad, ſo weary and ſo mild, 
(As if with Grief or Travel he had fainted) 

To me came Tarquizarmed to beguild 
With outward Honeſty, but yet defiPd 

With inward Vice; as Priam him did cheriſh, 
So did I Tarquin, ſo my Troy did periſh. 


Look, look how liſtning Priam wets his Eyes, 
To ſee thoſe borrow'd Tears that Sinon ſheds: 
 Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wiſe? 


+ For 


For every Tear he falls, a Trqan bleeds: 

is Eyes drop Fire, no Water thence proceeds : 
Thoſe round clearPearls of his that move thyPity 
Are Balls of quenchleſs Fire to burn thy City. 


cich Devils ſteal EffeCts from lightleſs Hell, 

For Sinon in his Fire doth quake with cold, 

\nd in that cold hot-burning Fire doth dwell; 
Theſe Contraries ſuch Unity do hold, 

Only to flattEr Fools and make them bold : 

So Priam's Truſt falſe Sinon's Tears doth flatter, 
That he finds means to burn his Troy with Water, 


Here all inrag'd ſuch Paſſion her aſſails, 
hat Patience is quite beaten from her Breaſt; 

She tears the ſenſleſs Simon with her Nails, 

Comparing him to that unhappy Gueſt, 

Whoſe Deed hath made her ſelf her ſelf deteſt. 

Atlaſt ſhe ſmilingly with this gives o'er, (ſore. 

Fool, Fool, quoth ſhe, his Wounds will not be 


Thus ebbs and flows the Current of her Sorrow, 

And Time doth weary Time with her complaining 
She looks for Night, and then ſhe longs for Morrow, 
And both ſhe thinks too long with her remaining, 
Snort time ſeems long, in Sorrows ſharp ſuſtaining : 
Tho Woe be heavy, yet it ſeldom ſleeps, | 
And they that watch, ſee Time how ſlow it creeps. 


ich all this Time hath over-ſlipt her Thought, 
That ſhe with painted Images hath ſpent, 
being from the feeling of her own Grief brought, 
By deep ſurmiſe of others Detrimenr, 

Looling her Woes in ſhews of Diſcontent : 

It eaſeth ſome, tho none it ever cur'd, | 
To think their Dolour others have cadur'd. 


O2 But 


' with divers of pany, 
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Upon Lucrece But now the mindful Meſſenger: comes 
ſending for back, 
Colatine in 


fuch daft; be - Brings homehis Lord, andother Con- 


his Allies and Who finds his Lncrece clad in mourn- 
Friends, ve- ing Black, 
nd: home, And round- about her tear-diſtained 
Eye 
Blew Circles ſtream'd, like RainbowsAn the Sky, 
Theſe Watergalls in her dim Element, 
Foretel new Storms to thoſe already ſpent. 


Which when her ſad beholding Husband ſaw, 
Amazedly in her ſad Face he ſtares: _ 

Her Eyes, tho ſod in Tears, look red and raw, 
Her lively Colour kiPd with deadly Cares. 

| He hasno power to ask her how ſhe fares, 
But ſtood like old Acquaintance in a Trance, 
Met far from home,wondring each other's Chance 


At laſt he takes he by the bloodleſs Hand, 
And thus begins : What uncouth ill Event. 
' Hath thee befallen, thatthou doſt trembling ſtand? 
Sweet Love,what Spite hath thy fair Colour ſpent! 
Why art thou thus attir'd in Diſcontent ? 
Unmask, dear Dear, this moody Heavineſs, 
And tell thy Grief that we my give redreſs. 


Three times with Sighs ſhe oives her Sorrow fire, 
E'er once ſhe can diſcharge one word of Woe: 
Atlength addreſt to anſwer his deſire, 
She modeſtly prepares, to let them know 
Her Honour is ta'en Priſoner by the Foe; _ 
W hile Colatine, and his conſorted Lords 
With ſad attention long to hear her Words: 


And 
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And now this pale Swank in her watry Neſt, 

Begins the ſad Dirge of her certain ending : 

few Words, quoth ſhe, ſhall fit the Treſpaſs beſt, 

Wherein no Excuſe can give the Fault amending, 

In me more Woes than Words are now depending, 
And my Laments would be drawn out roo long, 
T 0 tell them all with one poor tir'd Tongne. 


Then be this all the Task it hath to ſay, 

Dear Husband, in the Intereſt of thy Bed 

. AStranger came, and on that Pillow lay 

Where thou waſt wont to reſt thy weary Head z 

And that. Wrong elſe may be. imagined, 
' By foul Inforcement might be done to me, 
From that, alas, thy Zucrece is not free. 


For in the dreadful dead of dark Midnight, 
With ſhining Fauchion in my Chamber came 
Acreeping Creature witha flaming Light, 

And foftly cry*d, Awake, thou Roman Dame, 
And entertain my Love, elſe laſting Shame - 
On thee and thine this Night I will inflict, 

If thou my Love's Deſire do contradict, 


For ſome hard-favonr'd Groom of thine, quoth he, 
Unleſs thou yoak thy liking to my Will, 
Pll murder ſtreight, and then ['] laughter thee, 
And ſwear I found you where you did fulhl 
The loathſom A@ of Luſt; and ſo did kill 
The Leachers in their Deed, this AQt will be 
My Fame, and thy perpetual Infawy. 


With this Idid begin to ſtart and cry, 
And then againſt my Heart he ſets his Sword, 
Swearing, unleſs I took all patiently, 
[ ſhould not live to ſpeak another word : 
O 3 50 
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Mine Enemy was ſtrong, my poor ſelf weak, 


My bloody Judg forbad my Tongue to ſpeak, 


- Or, at the leaſt, this Refuge let me find ; 


| That was not forc'd, that never was inclird 


TheGrief away, that ſtops his Anſwer ſo. 


Even ſo his Sighs, his Sorrows make a Saw, 


So ſhould my Shame ſtill reſt upon Record, 
And never he forgot in mighty Rome | 
Thr adulterate death of Lucreceand her Groon! 


(And far the weaker with ſo ſtrong a Fear) - 


No righttpl Plea might plead for Juſtice there : 
His Scarlet Luſt came Evidence to ſwear, 

_ That my poor Beauty had purloin'd his Eyes; 

And when the Judg is rob'd, the Priſoner dis. 


O teach me how to make mine own Excuſe, 


Tho my groſs Blood be ſtain'd with this Abuſe, 
Immaculate and ſpotleſs is my Mind, 


 Toacceſlary Yieldings, bur ſtill pure 
Doth in her poiſon'd Cloſet yet indure. 


Lo here the hopeleſs Merchant of this Loſs, | 
With Head inclin'd,and Voice dam'd up with Wo, 

With ſad ſet Eyes, and wretched Arms acroſs, 

From Lips new waxen pale, begins to blow 


But wretched as he 1s, he ſtrives in vain, 
W hat he breathes out, his Breath drinks up agiit 


As thro an Arch, the violent roaring Tide, 
Out-runs the Eye that doth behold his haſt ; 
Yet in the Eddie boundeth in his Pride, 
Back to the Strait that forc'd him on ſo faſt ; 
in rage ſent out, recal'd in rage being paſt: 


TopyſhGrief on, and back the ſame Grief dra. 
Wha 
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Which ſpeechleſs Wo of his poor ſhe attendeth, 
And his untimely Frenzy thus awaketh: 
Dear Lord, thy Sorrow to my Sorrow lendeth 
Another Power, no Flood by raining ſlacketh z 
My Wo too ſenſible thy Paſſion maketh 
More feeling painful, let it then fuffice 
To drown one Wo, one pair or weeping Eyes: 


And for my ſake when I might charm thee ſo, 

For ſhe that was thy Zucrece now attend me, 

Be ſuddenly revenged on my Foe, 

Thine, mine, his own ; ſuppoſe thou doſt defend me 

From what is paſt, the help that thou ſhalt lend me 
Comes all too late, yet let the Traytor die; 
For ſparing Juſtice feeds Iniquity. 


But Cer I name him, you fair Lords, quoth ſhe, 
(Speaking to thoſe that came with Colatine ) 
Shall plight your honourable Faiths to me, 
With ſwift purſuit to venge this Wrong of mine : 
For *tis a meritortous fair Deſign, 
To chaſe [njuſtice with revengeful Arms, 
Knights by their Oaths ſhould right poor Ladies 


"E (Harms. 
At this Requeſt, with noble Diſpoſi= Upon the Re- 
tion, | lation of Lu- 
Each preſent Lord began to promiſe Je © 
Aid, | | tine, and the 
As bound in Knighthood to her Impo- ref, ſwear to 
ſition, | revenge ; but 
Longing to hear the hateful Foe be- ###s /cems no? 
wray'd : TL 22. fee 
But x that yet her ſad Task hath not F5y Go; 
_ laid, C44: 
O 4 The 
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"The Proteſtation ſtops. O ſpeak, quoth he, 
How may this forced Stain be wip fd from me? 


What is the Quality of my Offence, + £254 1650 
Being conſtrain'd with dreadful Circumſtances? 


| May my pure Mind with the foul AQ diſpenſe, | | 


My low declined Honour to advance? 

May any Terms acquit me from this Chance? 1 
"The poiſon'd Ry clears it ſelf again, 
And why not [ from this compelled Stain? | 


She killeth her With this they all at once began to "ag 
ſelf, to exaſpe- Her Body's Stain, the Mind untainted 


rate them the 


, _ (clears, 
7h Delinyenr, While with a joyleſs Smile ſhe turn 
(away 


The Face, that Map, which deep [Impreſſion bears 
Of hard Misfortune carv'd it in with Tears. = 
No no, quoth ſhe, no Dame hereafter living, 
By my Excuſe ſhall claim Excuſes giving. 


Here with a Sigh, as if her Heart would break, 
Shethrows forth Tarquin's Name, He, he, ſhe ſays: 
But more than he,her poor Tongue could not ſpeak, 


Till after many Accents and Delays, 


Untimely Breathings, ſick and ſhort Aſſays, 
She utters this, He, he, fair Lord, tis he 
That guides this Hand to give this Wound tome. 


Tock here ſheathed 1 in her ene be Breaſt * 


A harmful Knife, that thence her Soul unſheath'd, 

"That, Blow did bail it from the deep unreſt 

Of that polluted Priſon where it breath'd ; 

Her contrite Sighs unto the Clouds bequeath'd 
Her winged Spright, and thro her Wounds doth 
Lite's laſting Date from cancel'd Deſtiny. fly 


Stones 
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cone. RW; aſtoniſhd with this deadly Deed, | 
Stood Colatime and all his Lordly Crew," | if 
Till Lucrece Father that beholds her bleed, 
Himſelf :on her ſelf-ſlaughter'd Body throw: | / 
And fromthe purple Fountain:Zrutus drew 

The:mur&rous Knife ant} as it. left: the place, 

Her Blood't in Eng held 1 It; CES 7 


And bubling: chrigher! Breaft; -it doth divide 

| In two flow:Rivers, that the crimſon Blood © 

Circles her Body in on every Side, 

Who like a late ſack*d-ifland: vaſtly ſtood: * 

Bare and unpeopled in this fearful Flood; '' 

Some of her Blood ſtill pare andired ada. 
And ſome look'd black,” and that falſe. Torque 

< ſrain'd. 

About the movrning and congealed Face: i 

Of that black Blood, a watry Rigol goes, 

Which ſeems to weep upon the tainted Place ; '- 

And ever ſince a pitying Lacrece woes, 

Corrupted Blood ſome watry'Foken. ſhob'y; 
And Blooduntainted' ſtill doth red. abide,” fi 1 
Bluſhing at that which iſo purrify'd.'”! | 


Daughter, Paget Daughter, o1d Laxeiedhhl cries, 
That Life was:mine, which thou haſt here depriv'd ; 
if in the Child the Father's Image lies, 
Where ſhall I live, now Zucrece-is unlivg? 
Thou waſt not to this end from me deriv'd. 

If Children przdeceaſe Progenitors, 

We are Their Off-ſpring : and they none Fa ours, 


Poor brokidd Glaſs, i often did behold | 
In thy ſweet Semblance, my old Age new tes; 
But now that fair freſh Mirror, dim and old, 

Shews me 4 barebon'd Death by Time out-worn : X 
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O from my Cheeks my Image thou haſt torn, 


And fhiver'd all the Beauty from my Glaſs, 
That I no more can ſee what once I was. 


O Time, ceaſe thon thy Courſe and haſt no longer, 
If thon ſurceaſe to be that ſhould ſurvive : 
Shall rotten Death-make conqueſt of the ſtronger, 
And leave the foultring feeble Souls alive? 
| The old Bees die, the young poſleſs their Hive ; 
Then live ſweet Zucrece, live again and ſee 
Thy Father die, and not thy Father thee. 


' By this ſtarts Colatine as from a Dream, 
And bids Zucretius give his Sorrow place, 
And then in Key-cold Zucrece bleeding Streatn 
| He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his Face, 
And counterfeits to die with her a ſpace; 
Till manly Shame bids him poſſeſs his Breath, 
And live to be revenged on her Death. 


The deep Vexation of his inward Soul | 
Hath ſerv'd a damb Arreſt upon his Tongue, 
W ho made that Sorrow ſhould his uſe controul, 
Or keephim from heart-eaſing Words ſo long, 
Begins to talk, but thro his Lips do throng (Aid, 
Weak Words, ſo thick come ia his poor Heart's 
That no Man could diſtinguiſh what he ſaid. 


Yet ſometime Tarquin was pronounced plain, 

Bur thro his Teeth, as if his Name he tore. 

This windy Tempeſt, till it blow up Rain, 

Held back his Sorrow's Tide to make it more. 

At laſt it rains, and buſy Winds give o'er: 
Then Son and Father weep with equal Strife, 
Who ſhould weep moſt for Daughter or forWite. 


The 
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| Theone doth call her his, the other his, 

Yet neither may poſſeſs the Claim they lay. 

The Father ſays, ſhe's mine; O mine ſhe is, 

Replies her Husband ; do not take away 

My Sorrow's Intereſt, let no Mourner ſay 
He weeps for her, for ſhe was only mine, 
And only muſt be wail'd by Colatine. 


- ©, quoth Zucyetius, 1 did give that Life 
Which ſhe too early and too late hath ſpil'd. 
Wo, wo, quoth Colatine, ſhe was my Wife, 

1 own'd her, and *ris mine that ſhe hath kil'd. 
My Daughter and my Wife with Clamours fild 
The diſperſt Air, who holding Zucrece Life, 

Anſwer'd their Cries, my Daughter and my Wife. 


Brutus, who pluckt the Knife from LZucrece Side, 
Seeing ſuch Emulation in their Wo, 3ÞE 
Began to cloath his Wit in State and Pride, 
Bprying in Lucrece Wound his Follies ſhow : 
He with the Romans was eſteemed ſo, 
As (ſilly jeering Ideots are with Kings, | 
For ſportive Words,and uttering fooliſhThings. 


But now he throws that ſhallow Habit by, 

Wherein the Policy did him diſguiſe, 

And arm'd his long-hid Wits adviſedly, 

_ Tocheck the Tears in Colatinus Eyes : 

Thou wronged Lord of Rome, quoth he, ariſe ; 
Let my unſounded ſelf, ſuppos'd a Fool, 
Now ſet thy long experienc'd Wit to School. 


Why Colatine, is Wo the Cure for Wo? (Deeds? 
Do Wounds help Woynds, or Grief help grievous 
Is it Revenge to give thy ſelf a Blow 

For his foul AR, by whom thy fair Wife bleeds ? k 
| | EY SUC 
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Such childiſh Humour from weak Minds proceeds 
Thy wretched Wife miſtook the/matter ſo, 
IR oY her ſelf, Tone WOure have ſlain her ] Foe, 


Couragious Ronin; do not. ſteep thy Heart 
In ſuchlamenting-Dew of Lamentations, 


But kneel with me; and help to bear thy part, 

To rouſe our RomanGods with Invocations, 

T hat they will ſuffer theſe Abominations 
(SinceRome her ſelf in them doth ſtand diſgracd) 
By our ſtrong Arms from forth her fair Streets 


(chag'd. 
Now by the Capitol that we adore, PETS: 
And'by this chaſt'Blood ſo unjuſtly ſtain'd, (Store, 
By Heaven's fair Sun that breeds the fat Earth's 


_ . By all our Country Rites in Rome maintain'd, 
And by chaſt Zucrece Soul that late complain'd 


-Her Wrongs to us, and by this bloody Knife, 
We will revenge the: Death of this true Wife. 


This aid, he ſtrook His Hand upon his Breaſt, 
And kiſt the fatal Knife to-end his Vows 
And to his Proteſtation urg'd the reſt, 


Who wondring at him did his Words we: : 


Thea jointly ro the ground their Knees they bow, 
And that deep Vow which Brutus made before, 
He doth again repeat, and that Ty ſwore, 


When they had ſworn to this adviſed Doom, 
They did conclude to bear dead Zucrece thence, 


To ſhew the bleeding Body throughout Rome, 


And ſo-to publiſh Tarquin's foul Offence. - 


| Which being done, with ſpeedy diligence, 


"The Romans plauſibly did give conſent, 
To Tarquin's everlaſting Baniſhment. 


YE Nuts 
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DVEN as the Sun with Purple colour'd Face, 

_ [5 Had ta'en his laſt leave of the weeping Morn, 
Roſe-cheekt Adown hy'd him to the Chaſe: 

Hunting he lowd, but Love he laught to Scorn - 
Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him, 
And like a bold-fac'd Suiter 'gins to woo him, 


Thrice fairer than my ſelf (thus ſhe began) 

_ TheFields chief Flower, ſweet above compare, 

| Stain to all Nymphs, more lovely than a Man, 

More white and red than Doves or Roſes are : 
Nature that made thee with her ſelf at ſtrife, 
Saith that the World hath ending with thy Life. 


Vouchſafe, thou Wonder, to alight thy Steed, 

And rein his' proud head to the ſaddle Bow. 

If thou wilt deign this Favour, for thy Meed, 

| A thonſand hony Secrets ſhalt thou know : 

| Herecomeand fit, where Serpent never hilles, 
And being ſet, Fl ſmother thee with Kiſſes, 


And yet not cloy thy Lips with loatl”d Satiety, - 
But rather famiſh them amid their Plenty, 
Making them red and pale with freſh Variety : 
Ten Kiſſes ſhort as one, one long as twenty, ' 
A Summer's Day will ſeem an Hour but ſhort, * 
Being waſted in ſuch time-beguiling Sport. 


With 
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With this, ſhe ſeizeth on his ſweating Palm, 
The Preſident of pith and livelihood, 
And trembling in her Paſſion calls it Balm, 
Earth Sovereign ſalve to do a Goddeſs good : 
Being fo iarag'd, deſire doth lend her Force, 
Couragiouſiy to pluck him from his Horſe. 
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Over one Arm the luſty Coarſers rein, 

Under the other was the tender Boy, 

Who bluſht and power'd in a dull Diſdain, 
With leaden Appetite, unapt to toy: 
She red and hot, as Coals of glowing Fire ; 
He red for Shame, but froſty_in defire. 


The ſtudded Bridle on a ragged Bough, 
Nimbly ſhe faſtens (O how quick is Love!) 
The Steed ts ſtalled up, and even now 
Totye the Rider ſhe begins to prove : 

Backward ſhe puſh'd him, as ſhe would be thruft, 
And govern'd him in Strength, tho not in Luſt. 


So ſoon was ſhe along, as he was down, 

_ Each leaning on their Elbows and their Hips. | 
Now doth ſhe ſtroke his Cheek, now doth he frown, 

_ And?gins tochide, but ſoon ſhe ſtops his Lips; 

And kiſſing ſpeaks, with luſtful Language broken, 

If thou wilt chide, thy Lips ſhall never open. 


_ Heburns with baſhfuk Shame, ſhe with her Tears 
Doth quench the Maiden burning of his Cheeks : 
Then with her windy Sighs, and golden Hairs, 
To fan and blow them dry again ſhe ſeeks. 
He ſays ſhe is immodeſt, blames her Miſs, 
What follows more, ſhe ſmothers with a Kits- 
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Even asan empty Eagle ſharp by faſt, 

Tires with her Beak on Feathers, Fleſh and Bone, 
Shaking her Wings, devouring all in haſt, 
Till either Gorge be ſtuft, or Prey be gone: 

| Even fo ſhe kiſt his Brow, his Cheek, his Chin, 

And where ſhe ends, ſhe doth anew begin.” 


\ Forc'd to content, but never to obey, 
Panting he lies, and breathing in her Face : 
| She feedeth on the ſteam, as on a Prey, 
And calls it Heavenly Moiſture, Air of Grace, 
Wiſhing her Cheeks were Gardens full of Flowers; 
So they were dew'd with ſuchdiſtilling Showers. 


Look how a Bird lies tangrd in a Net, 
So faſtned in her Arms Adonts lies ; 
- Pure Shame and awd Reſiſtance made him fret, 
Which bred more Beauty in his angry Eyes. 
' Rainadded to a River that isrank, 
Perforce will force it overflow the Bank, 


Still ſhe intreats, and prettily intreats, 

For to a pretty Ear ſhe tunes her Tale : 

Still he is ſullen, ſtill he lowrs and frets, 

'Twixt crimſon Shame and Anger aſhy pale; 
Being red ſhe loves him beſt, and being white, 

| Her Breaſt is better'd with a more Delight. 


Look how he can, ſhe cannot chuſe but love, 
And by her fair immortal Hand ſhe ſwears, 
From his ſoft Boſom never to remove, \-- 
Till he take truce with her contending Tears, 

W hich long have rain'd, making herCheeks all wet, 
And one fivect Kibs ſhall pay this counties Debt. 


Upon 
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Upon this Promiſe did-he raiſe his Chin, 
 EikeaDive:dapper peering throa Wave ; 
Who beitig look'd on; ducks as quickly in : 
' So offers he to give what ſhe did crave; — 
- But when his Lips were ready for his Pay, 
_ Hewinks and turns his Lips another way. 


Never did Paſſenger in Summer's Heat 
More thirſt for Drink, than ſhe for this good turn; 
Her help ſhe ſees, bat Help ſhe cannot get, - 
She bathes in Water, 'yet in Fire muſt burn : 
_- Obpity, gan ſhe cry, flint-hearted Boy, 
*Tis but a Kiſs I beg, why art thou coy ? 


I have been woo'd as | intreat thee now, 

Even by the ſtern and'direful God of War, 

Whoſe Sinewy Neck in Battel n&er did bow, 

W ho conquers where he comes in every Jar: 
Yet hath he been my Captive and my Slave, 
And beg'd for that which thon unaske ſhall have. 


| » 
Over my Altars hath he hung his Launce, 
His batter'd Shield, his uncontrolled Creſt, 
And for my ſake hath learn'd to ſport and dance, 
To coy, $0 wanton, dally, ſmile and jeſt; 
Scorning his churliſh Drum and Enfign red, 
Making my Arms his Field, his Tent my Bed. 


Thus he that over-rul'd, I over-ſway'd, 
Leading him Priſoner in a red Roſe chain : 
Strong temper'd Steel his ſtrongerStrength obey'd, 
Yet was he ſervile to my coy Diſdain. __ 
- Oh be-not proud, nor brag not of thy Might, 
For maſtring her that foil'd the God of Fight. 


Touch 
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Touch but my Lips with thoſe fair Lips of thine, 

(Tho mine be not ſo fair, yet are they red) 

The Kiſs ſhall be thine own as well as mine, 

What ſeeſt thou in the ground ? hold up thy Head : 
Lookin my Eye-balls where thy Beauty lies, 
Then why not Lips on Lips, ſince Eyes on Eyes ? 


Art thou aſham'd to kiſs ? then wink again, 

And I will wink, fo ſhall the Day ſeem Night. 

Love keeps his Revels where there be but twain : 

Be bold to play, our Sport is not in fight. 
Theſe blue-vein'd Violets whereon we lean 

| Never can lab, nor know they what we mean. 


The tender Spring, upon thy tempting Lip, 

| Shews thee unripe 3 yet may'ſt thou well be taſted: 

Make uſe of time, let not Advantage lip ; 

Beauty within it ſelf would not be waſted ; 
Fair Flowers that are not gather'd in their prime, 
Rot and conſume themſelves ia little time. 


Were I hard-favoured, fotfl, or wrinkled old, . 
Il-natur'd, crooked; churliſh; harſh in Voice, 
Ver-worn, deſpiſed, rheumatick and cold, 
Thick-ſighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice, 
Then mightſt thou pauſe, for then 1 were not for 
But having no DefeQs why doſt abhor me ? (thee: 


Thou canſt not ſee one Wrinkle in my Brow, 

Mine Eyesare grey,and bright, and quick inturning ; 

My Beauty as the Spring doth yearly grow, 

My Fleſhas ſoft and plump, my Marrow burning : 
My ſmooth moiſt Hand, were it with thy Hand telr, 
Would in thy Palm diſſolve, or ſcem to melt. 


P Bid 
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Bid me diſcourſe, I will inchant thine Ear, 
Or like a Fairy, trip upon the Green ; 
Or like a Nymph, with long diſhevePd Hair, 
Dance onthe Sands, and yet no footing ſeen, 
Love is a Spirit all compa@ of Fire, 7 
Not groſs to ſink, butlight, and will aſpire. 


Witneſs this Primroſe Bank whereon I lye, 
The forceleſs Flowers like ſturdy Trees ſupport me: 
* Two ſtrengthleſs Doves will draw me thro the $k 
From Morn till Night, even where I lift to ſport me, 
Is Love ſolight, ſweet Boy, and may it be 
That thou ſhouldſt think it heavy unto thee? 


Is thine own Heart to thine own Face affected ? 

Can thy right Hand ſeize Love upon thy left ? 

Then woo thy ſelf, be of thy ſelf rejected, 

Steal thine one Freedom, and complain of Theft, 
Narciſſus fo himſelf, bimſelf forſook, 

And died to kiſs his Shadow in the Brook. 


Torches are made to light, Jewels to wear, 
Dainties to taſt, freſh Beauty for the Uſe, 
Herbs for their Smell, and ſappy Plants to bear: 
Things growing to themſelves are growth's Abuſe 
Seeds ſpring from Seeds, and Beauty breedeth 
Thou wert begot, to getit is thy Duty. (Beauty, 


Upon the Earth's Increaſe why ſhouldſt thou feed, 
Unleſs the Earth with thy Increaſe be fed? 

By Law of Nature thou art bound to breed, 
That thine may live, when thou gy ſelf art dead: 
And ſo in ſpight of Death thou doſt ſurvive, 

ln that thy Likeneſs ſtill is left alive, 


i 
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By this, the Love-ſick Queen began to ſweat; 
For where they lay, the ſhadow had forſook them z 
And Titan tired inthe mid-day Heat, 
With burning Eye, did hotly overlook them, 
Wiſhing Adonts had his Team to guide, 
So he were like him and by Yen (ide. 


Andnow Adonts with a lazy ſpright, 

And with a heavy dark diſtiking Eye, 

His lowring Brows o'erwhelming his fair Sight, 

Like miſty Vapours, when they blot the Sky, 
Souring his Cheeks, crys Fy, no more of Love, 

| TheSun doth burn my Face, I muſt remove. 


Ah me (quoth Yenus) young and ſounkind ? 
What bare Excuſes mak*ſt thou to be gone ? 
Fl figh Celeſtial Breath, whoſe gentle Wind 
Shall cool the Heat of this deſcending Sun, 
I'll make a Shadow for thee of my Hairs ; 
If tkey burn too, I'll quench them with my Tears; 


he Sun that ſhines from Heaven ſhines but warm, 
\nd Io, I lie between the Sun and thee ; 

he Heat 1 have from thence doth little harm, 
hine Eye darts forth the Fire that burneth me; 
And were 1 not immortal], Life were done 
Between this Heavenly and Earthly Sun, 


rt thou obdurate, flinty, hard as Stee] ? 
ay more than Flint, for Stone at Rain relenteth, 
\rt than a Woman's Son, and canſt not feel 

hat tis tolove, how want of Love tormenteth ? 
O had thy Mother born ſo bad a Mind, 


She had not brought forth thee, bur died unkind: 
P 4 
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What am I that thou ſhouldſt contemn me this? 
Or what great Danger dwells npon my Suit ? 
What were thy Lips the worſe for one poor Kif? 
Speak fair : but ſpeak fair Words, or elſe be mute, 
Give me one Kiſs, Vll give it thee again, 
And one for Int'reſt, if thou wilt have twain, 


Fy, lifeleſs Picture, cold and ſenſeleſs Stone, 
Well painted Idol, Image dull and dead, 
Statue contenting but the Eye alone ; 
Thing like a Man, but of no Waman bred: 
Thou art no Man tho of a Man's Complexion, 
For Men will kiſs een by their own DireQtion, 


This ſaid, Impatience chokes her pleading Tong, 
And ſwelling Paſſion doth provoke a Pauſe, 
Red Cheeks and fiery Eyes blaze forth her Wrong; 
Being Judg in Love, ſhe cannot right her Cauſe, 
And now ſhe weeps,and now ſhe fain would ſpeak, 
And now her Sobs do her Intendments break. 


Sometimes ſhe ſhakes her Head, and then his Handj| 

.Now gazeth ſhe on him, now on the Ground: 

Sometimes her Arms infold him like a Band; 

She would, he will not in her Arms be bound: 
And when from thence he ſtruggles to be gone, 
She locks her Lilly Fingers one in one. 


Fondling, faith ſhe, ſince I have hemm'd thee hers 

Within the Circvit of this Ivory Pale, 

PII be the Park, and thou ſhalt be my Deer, 

Feed where thou wilt on Mountain or in Dale; 
Graze on my Lips, and if thoſe Hills be dry, 
Stray lower, where the pleaſant Fountains lit: 


» With 
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Within this Limit is Relief enough, 
$Syeet bottom Graſs, and high delightful Plain, 


Round riſing Hilocks, Brakes obſcureand rough, 


To ſhelter thee from Tempeſt and from Rain: 
Then be me Deer, fincel am ſuch a Park, 
No Dog ſhall rouze thee, tho a thouſand bark. 


At this Adonts ſmiles as in Diſdain, 

That in each Cheek appears a pretty dimple, 

Love made thoſe Hollows: if himſelf were ſlain, 

He might be buried in a Tomb ſo ſimple : 
Fore-knowing well if there he came to lie, 
Why there Love liv'd, and there hecould not die, 


Theſe loving Caves, theſe round inchanting Pits, 
Open their Mouths to ſwallow Yenus liking : 
Being mad before, how doth ſhe now for Wits ? 
Stroke dead at firſt, 'what needs a ſecond ſtriking ? 


Poor Queen of 'Love, in thine own Law forlorn, 


To love a Cheek that ſmiles at thee with Scorn ! 


Now which way ſhall ſhe turn ? what ſhall ſhe ſay ? 

Her Words aredone, her Woes the more increaſing : 

The time is ſpent, her Obje& will away, 

And from her twining Arms doth urgereleaſing : 

Pity ſhe cries, ſome Favour, ſome Remorſe : 
Away he ſprings, and haſteth to his Horſe. 


But lo, from forth a Copps that neighbours by, 

A breeding Jennet, luſty, young, and proud, 

Adonts trampling Coarſer doth elpy ; 

And forth ſhe ruſhes, ſnorts, and neighs aloud : 
The ſtrong-neckt Steed being tied untoa Tree, 
btreaketh his Rein, and to her ſtraight goes he. 


P 3 Impe- 


 Imperiouſly he leaps, he neighs, he bounds : 


' Whoſehollow Womb reſonnds like Heaven's Thun- 


1 ook when a Painter would ſurpaſs the Life, 
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And now his woven Girts he breaks aſunder, 


The bearing Earth with his hard Hoof he wounds, 


The Iron Bit he cruſhes *tween his Teeth, (der: 
Controlling what he was controlled with, 


His Ears up prick't his braided hanging Mane, 
Upon his compaſt Creſt now ſtands an end, 


His Noſtrils drink the Air, and forth again 


As from a Furnace Vapours doth he lend : 
His Eye, which {corntully gliſters like Fire, 
Shews his hot Courage, and his high Deſire, 


Sometimes he trots as if he told the ſteps, 
With gentle Majeſty, and modeft Pride : 
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps ; 
As who ſhould ſay, Lo, thus my ſtrength i is tried 
And thus I doto captivate the Eye 
_ Of the fair Breeder that is ſtanding by, 


What recketh he his Rider's angry ſtur, 
His flattring Holla, or his Stand, I ſay ? 
What cares he now for Curb, or pricking Spur, 
For rich Capariſons, or Trappings gay ? 
He ſees his Love, and nothing elſe he ſees: 
For nothing elſe with his proud fight agrees. 


In limnirg ont a well-proportion'd Steed, 
His Art with Nature's Workmanſhip at ' ſtrife, 
As if the dead the living ſhould exceed : 

' So 61d his Horſe excel a common one, 


10 Rope; 4 in COgrage, Colour, Pace, and Bone. 
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Round hoofr, ſhort jointed, Fetlocks ſhag and long, 
- Broad Breaſt, full Eyes,ſmall Head,and Noſtril wide, 
High Creſt, ſhort Ears,ftrait Legs,and patling ſtrong, 
Thin Mane,thick Tail, broad Buttock, render Bide : 
Look what a Horſe ſhould have he did not lack, 
Save a proud Rider on ſo proud a Back. 


Sometimes he ſcuds far off, and there he ſtares ; 

Anon he ſtarts at ſtirring of a Feather : 

To bid the Wind abaſe he now prepares, 

And where hernn, or fly, they know not whether. 

 Forthro his Main and Tall the high Wind lings, 
Fanning the Hairs,who havelike feather'd Wings. 


He looks upon his Love, and neighs unto her : 

She anſwers him, as if ſhe knew his Mind: 

Being proud, as Females are, to ſee him woo her, 

She puts on outward ſtrangeneſs, ſeems unkind,. 
Spurns at his Love, and ſcorns the Heat he feels, 
Beating his kind Embracements with his Heels. 


Then, like a melancholy Male-content, 
He vails his Tail : that, like a falling Plume, _ 
Cool ſhadow to his melting Buttocks lent, 
He ſtamps, and bites the poor Flies in his Fume. 
His Love perceiving how he is inrag'd, 
Grew kinder, and his Fury was allwag'd. 


His teſty Maſter goes about to take him, 
When lo, the unbackt Breeder, full of fear, 
Jealous of catching, ſwiftly doth forſake him, 
_ With her the Horſe, and left A4donts there ; 
As they were mad, unto the Wood they hie them, 
Out-ſtripping Crows that ſtrive to over-fly them. 
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All ſwoln with chaſing, down Adonis fits, 

Banning his boiſtrous and unruly Beaſt : 

And now the happy Seaſon once more fits, 72 

T hat Love-fick Love by pleading may be bleft, 
For Lovers fay, the Heart hath treble wrong, 

_ Wheniitis bar'd the Aidance of the Tongue. 


An Oven that is ſtopt, or River ſtaid, 
Burneth more hotly, ſwelleth with more rage: 
So of concealed Sorrow may be ſaid : 

Free vent of Words Love's Fire doth aſſwage : 
But when the Heart's. Attorney once is mute, 
The Client breaks, as deſperate in his Suit. 


He res her coming, and begins to glow, 
_ Fen as a dying Coal revives with Wind, 
And with his Bonnet hides his angry Brow, 
Looks on the dull Earth with diſturbed Mind; 
_ Taking nonotice that ſhe 1s ſo nigh, 

For all aſcance he holds her in his Eye. 


Owhat a ſight } it.v was wiſtly to view, 

How ſhe cane ſtealing to the wayward Boy! 
To note the fighting Conflict of her hiew, 
How white and red each other did deſtroy : 

But now her Cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flaſht forth F ire, as Lightning from the Sky. 


Now was ſhe juſt before him as he ſat, 

And like a lowly Lover down ſhe kneels : 4 

With one fair Hand ſhe heaveth up his Hat, 

Her other tender Hand his fair Checks feels: 

_ His tender Cheeks receive her ſoft hands print, 
As apt as new-fallen Snow takes any dint. 


* £ 
? 
- 

* 


Vol. IV. State-Afairs. Ip 


O what a war of Looks was then between them ? 
Her Eyes Petitioners to his Eyes ſuing; 
His Eyes ſaw her Eyes, as they had not ſeen them; 
Her Eyes woo'd ſtill, his Eyes diſdain'd the Wooing : 
And all this dumb play had his Ats made plain, 
With Tears which,Chorus like, her Eyes did rain. 


Full gently now ſhe takes him by the Hand 

A Lilly priſon'd in a Jayl of Snow, 

Or Ivory in an Alabaſter Band, 

So white a Friend ingirts ſo white a Foe: 
This beauteous Combat, wilful and unwilling, 
Shew'd like to filver Doves that ſit a billing. 


p, 


' Once more the Engine of her Thoughts began : 

O faireſt mover on this mortal Round, 

Would thou wert as I am, and Ila Man, 

My Heart all whole as thine,thy Heart my Wound : 
| Foroneſweet Look my help I would aſſure thee, 
Tho nothing but my Body's Bane would cure thee. 


Give me my Hand (ſaith he) why doſt thou feel it? 
Give me my Heart (faith ſhe) and thou ſhalt have it. 
O give it me, leſt thy hard Heart do ſteel it ; 
And being ſteel'd, ſoft Sighs can never grave it : 
Then Love's deep Groans I never ſhall regard, 
Becauſe Adonts Heart hath made mine hard. 


For ſhame. Ne crys, let go, and let me go, 

My days delight is paſt, my Horſe is gone, 

And *tis your Fault I am bereft him fo, 

] pray you hence, and leave me here alone. 

 Forall my Mind, my Thought, my buſy Care, 
is how to get my Palfrey from the Mare. 


Thus 
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Thus ſhe replys : Thy Palfrey, as he ſhould, 
Welcomes the warm Approach of ſweet Deſire : 
Aﬀection is a Coal that muſt be cool'd ; 
Elfe, ſufferd, it will ſet the Heart on fire. 
The Sea hath Bounds, but deep Deſire hath none, 
Therefore no marvel tho thy Horſe be gone. 


How like a Jade he ſtood, ty'd toa Tree, 
Servilely maſter'd with a leathers Rein ? 
- But when he ſaw his Love, his Youth's fair Fee, 
He held ſuch petty Bondage i in diſdain, 
Throwing the baſe Thong from his bendingCreſt, 
 Enfranchiſing his Mouth, his Back, his Breaſt. | 


Who ſees his true Love in her naked Bed, 
Teaching the Sheets a whiter hiew than White ; 
But whea his glutton Eye fo full hath fed, 

His other Agents aim at like Delight : 
Who is ſo faint that dare not be ſo bold, 
_ To tonch the Fire, the Weather ny cold; ' 


[ et me excuſe thy Courſer, gentle Boy ; 

And learn of him, I heartily beſeech thee, 

To take Advantage on preſented Joy ; 

Tho were dumb, yet his Proceedings teach thee. 
Oleara to love, the Leſſon is but plain, 
And once made perfef, never loſt again. 


know not Love (quoth he) nor will I know It, 
Unleſs 1t be a Boar, and then I chaſe it. 
*Tis much to borrow, and [will not oweit ; 
My Love to love, 1s Love but to diſgrace it. 
| Forl have heard it is a Life in Death, 
= hat Woghr,290 Wweeps,and all but with a breatls | 
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W ho wears a Garment ſhapeleſs and nnfiniſh'd ? 

Who plucks the Bud before one Leaf put forth ? 

If ſpringing things be any jot diminiſh'd, 

They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth: 

-  TheColt that's backt,and burden'd being young, 
| Loſeth his Pride, and never waxeth ſtrong, 


You hurt my Hand with wringing : let us part, 
And leave this idle Theme, this bootleſs Char ; 
Remove your Siege from my unytelding Heart, . 
To Love's Alarm it will not ope the Gate. (try; 
_ Diſmiſs your Vows, your fained Tears, your Flat- 
For where a Heart is hard, they make no Battry. 


What,canſt thou talk (quoth ſhe) haſt thou aTongue? 
O would thou hadſt not, orl had no hearing; 

Thy Mermaid's Voice hath done me double wrong, 

I had my Load before, now preſt with bearing ; 
Melodious diſcord, heavenly tune harſh-ſounding, 
Earth's deep ſweet Muſick, and Heart's deep ſore 

Z _ (wounding. 

_ Had I no Eyes but Ears, my Ears would love 

That inward Beauty, and inviſible : 

Or were deaf, thy outward Parts would moye 

Each Part in me that were but ſenſible, 

Tho neither Eyes nor Ears to hear nor ſee, 
Yet ſhould I be in Love by touching thee. 


Say that the Senſe of Reaſon were bereft me, 

And that I could not ſee, nor hear, nor touch, 

And nothing but the very Smell were left me, 

Yet would my Love to thee be ſtill as much: 

| For from the Stillatory of thy Face excelling, 
Comes Breath perfum'd, that breedeth Love by 
EW TS a abt tpn ({melling. 

But 
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But Oh, what Banquet wert thou to the Taſt, 
' Being nurſe and feeder of the other four ? 
Would they not wiſh the Feaſt ſhould ever laſt, 
And bid Suſpicion double-lock the Door ? 
\ Leſt Jealouſy, that ſour unwelcome Gueſt, 
_ Should by his ſtealing in diſturb the F eaſt. 


Once more the ruby-colour'd Portal open'd 
Which to his Speech did hony Paſſage yield : 
Like a red Morn that ever yet betoken'd 
Wrack to the Seamen, Tempeſt to the Field, 
Sorrow to Shepherds, Woe untothe Birds, 
Guſt and foul Flaws to Herſdmen and to Herds. 


This ill Preſage adviſedly ſhe marketh, 
' Even as the Wind is huſh'd before it raineth, 
Or as the Walf doth grin before he barketh, 
Or as the Berry breaks before it ſtaineth ; 
 Orlike the deadly Bullet of a Gun, 
His meaning ſtroke her cer his Words begun, 


And at his Look ſhe flatly falleth down, 
For looks kill Love, and Love by looks reviveth : 
A Smile recures the wounding of a Frown, 
But bleſſed Bankrupt, that by Love fo thriveth. 
The ſilly Boy believing ſhe is dead, 
 Clapsher pale Check, till clapping makes it red. 


And in Amaze brake off his late Intent, 
For {harply he did think to reprehend her : 
Which cunning Love did wittily prevent, 
Fair fall the Wit that can ſo well defend her : 
For on the Graſs ſhe lies as ſhe were lain, 
Till his Breath breathed Life in her again. 


He wrings her Noſe, he ſtrikes her on the Cheeks, 
He bends her Fingers, holds her Pulſes hard, 
He chafes her Lips, a thouſand ways he ſeeks 
To mend the Hurt that his Unkindneſs mar'd : 
He kiſſes her, and ſhe, by her good Will, 
Will never riſe, ſo he will kiſs her ſtill. 


The Night of Sorrow now is turn'd to Day, 
Her two blew Windows faintly ſhe up heaveth : 
Like the fair Sun, when in his freſh Array 
He cheers the Morn, and all the World relieveth: 
And as the bright Sun glorifes the Sky, . 
So is her Face illumin'd with her Eye. 


Whoſe Beams upon his hairleſs Face are fix'd, 
As if from thence they borrow'd all their Shine : 
Were never four ſuch Lamps together mixt, 
Had not his clouded, with his Brows repine : 
But hers, which thro the Cryſtal tears gave light, 
Shone like the Moon in Water ſeen by Night. 


O where am I (quoth ſhe) in Earth or Heaven, 

Or in the Ocean drencht, or in the Fire ? 

What hour is this, or Morn, or weary Even ? 

Do I delight to die, or Life deſire? 
But now [ liv*d, and Life was Death's Annoy : 
But now I dy'd, and Death was lively Joy. 


O thou didſt kill me, kill me once again 

Thy Eyes, ſhrewd Tutor, that hard Heart of thine, 

Hath taught them ſcornful tricks, and ſuch diſdain, 1F 

That they have murdred this poor Heart of mine: [i 
And theſe mine Eyes, true Leaders to theirQueen, \ 
But for thy piteous Lips no more had ſeen. : 
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Long may they kiſs each other for this Cure : 
Oh never let their crimſon Liveries wear ! | 
And as they laſt their Verdure ſtil] endure, 


To drive lnfeftion from the dangerous Year ; 


That. the Star-gazers having writon Death, 
May fay, the Plague is baniſh'd by thy Breath, 


Pure Lips, ſweet Seals, in my ſoft Lips imprinted, 
W hat Bargains may I make ſtil] to be ſealing ? 
To ſell my ſelf I can be well contented, 


So thou wilt buy, and pay, and uſe good dealing : 


W hich Purchaſe if thou make, for fear of Slips, 
Set thy Seal Manual on my wax-red Lips. 


A thouſand Killes buy my Heart from me, 


And pay them at thy leiſure one by one : 

Wh hat are ten hundred Kiſles unto thee ? 

Are they not quickly told, and quickly gotte ?_ 
Say for non-payment that the Debt ſhould dou- 
Are twenty handred Kiſſes ſuch a trouble ? (ble, 


Fair Queen (quoth he) if any Love you owe me; 


Meaſure my Strangeneſs with my unripe Years 
Before I know my ſelf, ſeek not to know me ; 
No Fiſher but the ungrown Fry forbears : 
The mellow Plum doth fall, the green ſticks faſt, 
Or being early pluckt, is ſour to taſk, 


Look, the World's Comforter, with weary Gate, 
His day's hot Task hath ended in the Weſt, 
The Owl (Night's Herald) ſhreeks, *tis very late; 
The Sheep are gone to fold, Birds to their Neſt. 
The coal-blackClouds that ſhadowHeavensLight, 
Do ſummon us to part, and bid good Night. 


Now 


Now let me ſay good Night, and ſo ſay you; 
If you will ſay ſo, you ſhall have a Kiſs, 

Good Night (quoth ſhe) and e're he ſays adiev, 
The hony Fee of parting tendred is; 

| Her Arms do lend his Neck a ſweet imbrace, 
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Incorporate-then they ſeem, face grows to face: 


Till breathleſs he diſ-joyn'd, and backward drew 


The heavenly Moiſture, that ſweet coral Mouth, 
Whoſe preciobs Taſt her thirſty Lips well knew, 
Whereon they ſurfeit, yet complain on Drouth, 


He with her Plenty preſt, ſhe faint with Dearth, 


Their Lips together glew'd fall to the Earth. 


Now quick Deſire hath caught her yielding Prey, 
And glutton-like ſhe feeds, yet never filleth ;, 

Her Lips are Conquerors, his Lips obey, 

Paying what Ranſom the Inſulter willeth, 


W hoſeVultur Thought dos pitch thePriſe ſo high, 


That ſhe will draw his Lips rich Treaſure dry. 


And having felt the Sweetneſs of the Spoil, 
With blindfold Fury ſhe begins to forage; 


Her Face doth reek and ſinoak, her Blood doth boil, 


And careleſs Luſt ſtirs up a deſperate Courage : 
- Planting Oblivion, beating Reaſon back, . 


Forgetting Shame's pure Bluſh, and Honour's 


- (Wrack. 
Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing, 
Likea wildBirdbeing tam'd with too much handling, 


Or as the fleet-foot Roe that's tir'd with chaſing, 

Or like the froward Infant ſtill'd with dandling ; 

' He now obeys, and now no more reſiſteth, 
While ſhe takes all ſhe can, not all ſhe liſteth. 


What 
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W hat Wax ſo frozen but diflolves with tempring, 
And yields at laſt toevery light Impreſſion ? 
Things out of hope are compalt oft with ventring, 
Chiefly in Love, whole leave exceeds Commiſſion :; 
Aﬀection faints not like a palefac'd Coward, 
But then woos beſt, when moſt his choice is fro- 
| Ta” _ (ward, 
When he did frown, O had ſhe then gave _ FE: 
Such Nectar from his Lips ſhe had not ſuckt ; 
Faul Words and Frowns mult not repel a Lover; 
What tho the Roſe have Pricks ? yet it is plackt, 
. "Were Beauty under twenty Locks kept faſt, 
| Yet Love breaks thro, and picks them all at laſt. 


For pity now ſhe can no more detain him; 

The poor Fool prays her that he may depart : 

She is reſolv'd no longer to reſtrain him ; 

| Bids bim farewel, and look well to her Heart, 
The which, by Cupid's Bow ſhe doth proteſt, 
He carries thence engaged in his Breaſt. 


Sweet Boy, ſhe ſays, this Night I'll waſt in Sorrow, 
For my fick Heart commands mine Eyes to watch. 
Tel] me, Love's Maſter, ſhall we meet to morrow ? 
Say, ſhall we, ſhall we, wilt thou make the Match ? 
He tells her no, to morrow he intends 
To hunt the Boar with certain of his Friends. 


- The Roar (quoth ſhe) whereat a ſudden Pale, 
Like Lawn, being ſpread upon the bluſhing Roſe, 
' Uſurps her Cheeks; ſhe trembles at his Tale, 
And on his Neck her yoking Arms ſhe throws ; 

She (linketh down, ſtill hanging on his Neck, 
He on her Belly falls, ſhe on her Back, 


Now 
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Even as | poor. 26-450] deceiv'd with RO Grapes, 
Do ſurfeit by the Eye, and pine the Maw; 
Even ſo ſhe languiſheth in her Miſhaps, | 
As thoſe poor Birds that helpleſs Berrys ſaw. 
| The warm Effe&s which ſhe in him finds miſſing, 
She ſeeks to kindle with continual kiſſing. 


But all in vain, good Queen,-it will not bez 
She hath aſſay'd as much as. may be prov'd, 

Her pleading hath deſerv'd a greater Fee: _ 
She s Love, ſhe loves, and yet ſhe is not lov 'd.,_., 
' Fie, fie, heſays, you cruſh me, let me go, 

You have no reaſon to withhold me fo, | 


Thou hadſt been gone.quoth ſhe, feet Boy,c'er this: 

Bot that thou toldſt me thou wouldſt hunt the Boar. 

O be advigd, thou knowlt not what it is, _ 

With Javelin” $ point a churliſh Swine to gore, 
Whoſe Taſhes never ſheath'd, he wherteth ſtill, 
Like to a mortal Butcher bent to kill, wy 


On his bow-back he hath a Battel ſet | 

Of briſtly Pikes, that ever threat his *_ * wy 

His Eyes, like Gloworms, ſhinewhen hedoth fret, 

His Snout digs Sepulchres, where &er he goes: 
Being mov'd, he ſtrikes what &er is in his way 3 
And whom he ſtrikes, his crooked Tuſhes lay. 


Q His 
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_ Bis brawny Sides with hairy Briſtles armed, 


Are better proof than thy Spear's Point. can enter; 
His ſhort thick Neck cannot be eaſily harmed, 


Being ireful on the Lion he will venter : 


The thorny Brambles, and embracing Buſhes, 
As fearful of him, part, thro whom he ruſhes. 


Alas, he nought eſteems that Face of thine, 


To which Love's Eye pays tributary Gazes, 


Nor thy ſoft Hand, ſweet Lips, and chryſtal Eyne, 


Whoſe full Perfe&ion all the World amazes; 
But having thee at vantage (wondrous dread!) 
Would root theſe Beauties as he roots the Mead. 


 Oltet him keep his loathſom Cabin ill ; if 


Beauty hath nought to do with ſuch foul Fiends, 

Come not within his Danger by thy Will; 

They that thrive well take Counſel of theirFriends, 
W hen thou didſt name the Boar,not todiſſemble, 


1 feard thy Fortune, and my Joinits did tremble. 


Didſt thou not. mark my Face ? was it not White? 
Sawſt thou not ſigns of Fear lurk in minig Eye ? 


Grew ] not faint ? And fell Inot down right ? 


Within my Boſom, whereon thou doſt lie, | 
My boding Heart pants, beats, and takes no reſt, 
| But like an Earthquake ſhakes thee on my Breaſt. 


For where Love reigns, diſturbing Jealouſy 


Doth call himſelf AﬀeQion's Centinel, 

Gives falſe Alarms, ſuggeſteth Mutiny, . 

And in a peaceful Hour doth cry, Kill, Kill ; 
Diſtempring gentle Love with his deſire, 
As Air and Water doth abate the Fire. 


" This 
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This ſour Informer, this bate-breeding Spy, 

This Canker that eats up Love's tender Spring, 

This Carry-tale, Diſſenſion's Jealouſy, 

That ſometime true News, ſometime falſedos bring, 

Knocks at my Heart, and whiſpers in mine Ear, 
That if 1 love thee, I thy Death ſhould fear : 


And more than ſ6, preſenteth to mine Eye 
The PiQre of an angry chafing Boar, 
Under whoſe ſharp Fangs, on his Back, dothlie 
An Image like thy ſelf, all ſtain'd with Gore; 
Whoſe Blood upon the freſh Flowers being ſhed, 
Doth make them drop with Grief, and hang the 
En (Head. 
What ſhould I do? ſeeing thee ſo indeed, _ 
That trembling at th' Imagination, 
The thought of it doth make my faint Heart bleed, 
And Fear doth teach it Divination : 
I propheſy thy Death, my living Sorrow, 
If thou encounter with the Boar to morroyv., 


But if thou needs will hunt, be rul'd by me ; 

Uncovple at the timorous flying Hare, 

Or at the Fox which lives by Subtilty ; 

Or at the Roe which no Encounter dare: 

| Purſue theſe fearful Creatures o'er the Downs, 

And on thy well-breath'd Horſe keep with thy 

| (Hounds. 

And when thou haſt on foot the purblind Hare, : 

Mark the poor Wretch, to overſhut his Troubles, 

How he out-runs the Wind, and with what care 

He cranks and croſſes with a thouſand Doubles : 
The many umfits thro the which he goes, 
Are like a Labyrinth C amaze his Foes. 


'l - Q2 | Some- 
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Sometime he runs among the flock of Sheep, 

To make the cunning Hounds miſtake their Smef. 

And ſometime where Earth-delving Conies keep, 
1o ſtop the loud Purſuers in their Yell, 

_ And ſometime ſorteth with a Herd of Deer : 

Banger deviſeth ſhifts, Wit waits on Fear, 


For there his Smell with others being mingled, 
The hot-ſcent-ſnuffing Hounds are driven to doubt, 
Ceaſing their clamorous Cry till they have ſingled 
With much ado the cold Fault cleanly out. 
 Thendo they ſpend their Mouths, Eccho replies, 
As if another Chaſe were in the Skies 


By this, poor Wat far off upon a Hill '. 
Stands on his hinder Legs with liſtning Ear, 
To hearken if his Foes purſue him ſtil] : 
Anon their loud Alarums he doth hear. 
And now his Grief may be compared well 
To one fore lick, that hears the paſſing Bell. 


Then ſhalt thou ſee the dew. bedabbled Wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the Way: 
Each envious Brier his weary Legs doth ſcratch, 
Each Shadow makes him ſtop, each Murmur ſtay. 

For Miſery is trodden on by many 3 
And being low, never reliev'd by any. 


|.ie quietly, and hear a little more, 
Nay do not ſtruggle, for thou ſhalt not riſe : 
To make thee hate the hunting of the Boar, 
Unlike my ſelf, thou hear'ſt me moralize, 
Applying this to that, and fo toſq; 
l'or Love can comment upon every Woe: 


Where 


Vol. IV... State-Aﬀfirs, 129 


Where did I leave? No matter where (quoth he) 

Leave me, and then the Story aptly ends: 

The Night is ſpent. Why,what of that (quoth ſhe). 

lam (quoth he) expected of my Friends; 
And now *tis dark, and going [ ſhall fall: 
In Night (quoth ſhe) Delire ſees beſt of all. 


But if thou fall, Oh, then imagine this, 

The Earth in love with thee, thy footing trips, 

And all is but to rob thee of a Kiſs. © 

Rich Preys make rich Men Thieves: ſo do thy Lips 
Make modeſt Dzane cloudy and forlorn, _ 

Leſt ſhe ſhould ſteala Kiſs'and die forſworn.. 


Now of this dark Night I perceive the reaſon, 

Cynthia for ſhame obſcures her ſilver Shine, 

Till forging Nature be condemn'd of Treaſon, 

For ſtealing Moulds from Heaven that were Divine, 
Wherein ſhe fram'd thee in high Heaven's deſpite, 
To ſhame the Sun by Day, and her by Night. 


And therefore hath ſhe brib'd the Deſtinies, 
To croſs the curious Workmanſhip of Nature, 
To mingle Beauty with Infirmities, Arad 
And pure Perfection with impure Defeature, 
Making it ſubject to the Tyranny 

Of ſad Miſchances and much Miſery ; 


As burning Fevers, Agues pale and faint, 
Life-poifoning Peſtilence, and Frenzy's Wood, 
The marrow-eating Sickneſs, whoſe Atraint 
Diſorder breeds by beating of the Blood : 
 Surfeits, Impoſthumes,Grief,and damn'd Deſpair, 
Swear Nature's Death for framing thee ſo fair. 


| Q 2 And 


And not the leaſt of all theſe Maladies, 
But in one Minnte's ſight brings Beanty under ; 
Hiew and Qualities, 

_ Whereat thi Imperial Gazer late did wonder, 
Are on the ſudden waſted, thaw'd and done, 
As mountain Snow melts with the mid-day Sun. 


Both Favour, Savour 


Therefore, deſpight of fruitleſs Chaſtity, 
Love-lacking Veſtals, and felf-loving Nuns, 
That on the Earth would breed a Scarcity, 
And barren dearth of Daughters and of Sons, 
Be prodigal: the Lamp that burns by Night, 
Dries up his Oll to lend the World his Light." 


_ 230 


POEMSm 


What is thy Body but a ſwallowin 
Seeming to bury that Poſterity, 


W hich by the Rights of Time thou needs muft 

If thou deſtroy them not in their obſcurity ? 
If ſo, the World will hold thee in diſdain, 
Sith in thy Pride ſo fair a Hope is flain. 


So in thy ſelf thy ſelf art made away, 


A Miſchief worſe than civil home- bred Strife, 

Or theirs whoſedeſperate Hands themſelves do ſlay, 

Or Butcher's Sire that reaves his Son of Life. 
Foul cankering Ruſt the hidden Treaſure frets, 
But Gold that's put to uſe more Gold begets. 


Nay then, quoth 4don, you will fall again 

Into your idle over-handled Theam ; 

The Kiſs I gave you is be{tow'd in vain, 

And all in vain you ſtrive againſt the Stream, 
Por by this black-fac'd Night,Deſire's foal Nurſe, 
Your Treaty makes me like you worſe and work. 


g Grave, 


If Love hath lent you twenty thouſand Tongues, 
| Andevery Tongue more-moving than your own, 
Bewitching like the wanton Mermaid's Songs, 
Yet from mine Ear the tempting Tune is blown. 
For know, my Heart ſtands armed in my Ear, 
And will not let a falſe Sound enter there : 


Leſt the deceiving Harmony ſhould run 

into the quiet cloſure of my Breaſt, 

And then my little Heart were quite undone, 

In his Bed-chamber to be bar'd of reſt. 
No Lady, no : my Heart longs not to groan, 
But ſoundly fleeps, while now it ſleeps alone. 


What have you urg'd that I cannot reprove ? 
The Path is ſmooth that leadeth unto Danger ; 
| hate not Love, but your Device in Love, 
That lends Imbracements untoevery Stranger. - 
You do it for Increaſe: O ſtrange Excuſe! 
Whea Reaſon is the Bawd to Luſt's Abuſe, 


Call it not Love, for Love to Heaven is fled, 
Since ſweating Luſt on Earth uſarps his Name ; 
Under whoſe ſimple Semblance he hath fed 
Upon freſh Beauty, blotting it with blame; 
Which the hot Tyrant ſtains,and ſoon bereaves, 
As Caterpillars do the tender Leaves. 


Love comforteth like Sun-ſhine after Rain : 

But Luſt's EffeQ is Tempeſt after Sun. 

Love? gentle Spring doth always freſh remain : 

Luſt's Winter comes, cer Summer half be done. 
Love ſurfeits not: Luſt like a Glutton dies. 
Love isall Truth : Luſt full of forged Lies. 


Q 4 _ More 


| Morel could tell, but more I dare not ſay; 
The Text is old, the Orator too green ; ' 
Therefore 1 in ſadneſs now 1 will away, 
My Face is full of Shame, my Heart of Teen; 
My Ears that to your wanton Calls attended, 
Do burn themſelves for having ſo offended.” 


| With this he breaketh from the ſweet Imbrace 
Of thoſe fair Arms which bound him to her Breaft; 
And homeward thro the dark Lanes runs apace, 
Leaves Love upon her Back deeply diſtreſt. 
Look how a' bright Star ſhooteth from the Sky, 
So glides he in the Night from Yenus Eye. 


Which after him ſhe darts as one on Shore, 
Gazing vpon a late imbarked Friend, 

' Till the wild Waves will have him ſeen no more, 
Whoſe Ridges with the meeting Clouds contend : 
So did the mercileſs and pitchy Night 

Fold in the Obje& that did feed her Mo 


Whereat amaz'd, as one that unaware 
Hath drop'd a precious Jewel in the Flood, 

Or 'ſtoniſl'd as Night-wanderers often are, 
Their Light blown out in ſome miſtruſtful Wood: 
Even ſo confounded in the Dark ſhe lay, 
Having loſt the fair diſcovery of her Way. 


And now ſhe beats her Heart, whereat it groans, 
That all the Neighbour-caves,as ſeeming troubled, 
Make verbal repetition of her Moans z; 
Paſſion, on Paſſion, deeply is redoubled : 
Ah me, ſhe crys, and twenty times Wo, Wo, 
And FRagey Ecchoes twenty times *f ſo. | 
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She marking them, begins a wailing Note; 

And ſings extempore a woful Ditty,  (dote, 
How Love makes young Men thrall, and old Men 

How Love is wiſe in Folly, fooliſh witty: 

Her heavy Anthem ſtil] concludes in Wo, 
And ſtill the Quire of Ecchoes anſwers 'ſo. 


Her Song was tedious, and out-wore, the Night, 
For Lovers hours are long, tho ſeeming ſhort: 
It pleas'd themſelves, others they think delight 
In ſach-like Circumſtance, with ſuch-like Sport. 
' Their copious Stories, oftentimes begun, 
End without Audience, and are never done. 


For who hath ſhe to ſpend the Night withal 
But idle Sounds, reſembling Paraſites, _ 
Like ſhrill-tongu'd Tapfters anſwering every Call, 
' Soothing the Humour of fantaſtick Wits? 
She faid, *tis ſo: they anſwer all, *tis ſo; 
And would ſay after her, if ſhe ſaid No. 


Lo here the gentle Lark, weary of reſt, 

From his moiſt Cabinet mounts up on high, 

And wakes the Morning, from whoſe ſilver Breaſt 
The Sun ariſeth in his Majeſty: I 
Who doth the World ſo gloriouſly behold, 

The Cedar Tops and Hills ſeem burniſht Gold. 


Venus ſalutes him with this fair good Morrow : 
© thouclear God, and Patron of all Light, 
_ Fromwhomeach Lamp and ſhining Star dos borrow 
The beauteous Influence that makes him bright ; 
There lives a Son, that ſucktan earthly Mother, 
May tend thee Light, as thou doſt lend to other, 


This 
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This faid, ſhe haſteth to a myrtle Grove; 
Muſing the Morning is ſo much o'er-worn ; 
And yet ſhe hears no Tidings of her Love, 

| She hearkens for his Hounds, and for his Horn: 
Anon ſhe hears them chauat it luſtily, 
Andall in haſt ſhe cpaſteth to the Cry. 


And as ſhe runs, the Buſhes in the way, 

Some catch her by the Neck, ſome kiſs her Face, 

Some twine about her Thigh to make her ſtay; 

She wildly breaketh from their ſtri& Embrace, 

 Likea milch Dow, whoſe ſwelling Dugs do ake, 
Haſting to feed her Fawa hid in ſome Brake. 


By this ſhe hears the Hounds areat a Bay, 
Whereat ſhe ſtarts like one that ſpys an Adder, 
Wreath'd up in fatal Folds juſt in his way, 

The Fear whereof doth make him ſhake & ſhudder: 


Even ſo the timorous Jelping of the Hounds 
Appales her Senſes, and her Spirit confounds. 


For now ſhe knows it is no gentle Chaſe, 

But the blunt Boar, rough Bear, or Lion proud : 

Becauſe the Cry remaineth in one Place, 

Where fearfully the Dogs exclaim aloud : 

_ Finding their Enemy to be ſo curſt, | 
They all ſtrain Court'ſy who ſhall cope him firſt. 


This diſmal Cry rings ſadly in her Ear, 
Thro which it enters to ſurpriſe her Heart : 
Who overcome by Doubt and bloodleſs Fear, 
With cool pale Weakneſs nums each feeling part : 
 LikeSoldiers when their Captain once doth yield, 
They baſely fly, and dare got ſtay the Field, 


Thus 
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Thus ſtands ſhe in a trembling Extaſy, 

Till cheering vp her Senſes ſore diſmaid, 

She tells them 'tis a cauſeleſs Fa iiaſy, | 

' And childiſh Error that they are afraid, (more ; 


Bids them -leave quaking, wills them fear no 


And with that Word ſhe ſpied the hunted Boar : 
Whoſe frothy Mouth bepainted all with red, 


Like Milk and Blood being mingled both together, 


A ſecond Fear thro all her Sinews ſpred, 

Which madly hurries her ſhe knows not whither : 
This way ſhe runs, and now ſhe will no further, 
But back retires to rate the Boar for Murder. 


A thouſand Spleens bear her a thouſand ways, 
She treads the Paths that ſhe untreads again; 
Her more than Haſt is marred with Delays, , 
Like the Proceedings of a drunken Brain, 
Full of reſpe&, yet not at all reſpeting; 
In hand with all things, nought atall afteRing, 


Here kennel'd in a Brake ſhe finds an Hound, 
And asks the weary Caitif for his Maſter, 
And there another licking of his Wound, 


*Gainſt venom'd Sores the only Sovereign Plaiſter ; 


And here ſhe meets another ſadly ſcolding, 
Towhom ſhe ſpeaks,and he replies with howling, 


When he had ceas'd his ill-reſounding Noiſe, 

Another flat-mouth'd Mourner black and grim, 

_ Againſt the Welkin vollies.out his Voice z 
Another and another anſwer him, 
Clapping their proud Tails to the ground below, 
Shaking their (cratcht Ears, bleeding as they go. 


Look 
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Look how the World's poor People are amaz' d 
At Apparitions, Signs, and Prodigies, 
Whereon with fearful Eyes they long have gaz'd, 
Infuling them with dreadfnl Prophecies; 
So ſhe, at theſe ſad Signs, draws up her Breath, 
And, fighing it again, exclaims on Death. 


Hard-favour'd Tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean, 
Hateful Divorce of Love (thus chides ſhe Death) 
Grim-grinningGhoſt,Earth'sWorm,what doſt thou 
To ſtifle Beauty, and to ſteal his Breath ? (mean, 
Who when he liv'd, his Breath and Beauty fet 
Gloſs on the Roſe, '5mell to the Violet. 


If he be dead, Ono;.- it cannot be, ; 

Seeing his Beauty, thou ſhouldſt ſtrike at it. 

O yes, it may: thou haſt no Eyes to ſee, 

But hatefully at random doſt thou hit. 
Thy mark is feeble Age ; but thy falſe Dart 
Miſtakes that Aim, and cleavesan Infant's Heart. 


Hadſt thou but bid beware, then he had ſpoke, 
And hearing him, thy Power had loſt his Power: 
The Deſtinics will curſe thee for this ſtroke, | 
"They bid thee crop a Weed, thou pluckſt a Flower : 
Love's golden Arrow at him ſhould have fled, 

And not Death's Ebon Dart to ſtrike him dead. 


Doſt thou drink Tears that thou provok*ſt ſuch wee- 
What may a heavy Groan advantage thee ? (ping ? 
Why haſt thou caſt into eternal ſleeping 
Thoſe Eyes that tavght all other Eyes to ſee? 
* Now Nature cares not for thy mortal Vigor, 
Siace her belt Work is ruin'd with thy Rigovr. 


Hers 
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Here overcome, as one full of Deſpair, _ 
She veiPd her Eye-Lids, who like Sluces ſtopt 
The criſtal Tide, that from her two Cheeks fair; 
In the ſweet Channel of her Boſom dropt. 
But thro the Flood-gates breaks the ſilver Rain, 
And with his ſtrong Courſe opens them again, 


' O how her Eyes and Tears did lend and borrow ! 
Her Eyes ſeen in her Tears, Tears in her Eye, 
BothCriftals,where they view'd each othersSorrow, 
Sorrow, that friendly Sighs ſought ſtill todry; 
But like a Stormy day, now Wind, now Rain, 
Sighsdry her Checks, Tears make them wet againk 


Variable Paſſions throng her conſtant Woe, 
As ſtriving which ſhould beſt become her Grief) 
All entertain'd, each Paſſion labours ſo, 
That every prefent Sorrow ſcemeth Chief : 
- But none is beſt, then joia they altogether, 
Like many Clouds conſulting for foul Weather. 


By this, far oft, ſhe hears ſome Huntſman hollow ; 
A Nurſe's Song. ne'er pleas'd her Babe ſo well : 
The dire Imagination ſhe did follow, 
This ſound of Hope doth labour to expel : 
For now reviving Joy bids her rejoice, 
And flatters her, it is Adonts Voice. 


Whereat her Tears began to turn their Tide, 
Being priſon'd in her Eye, like Pearls in Glaſs: 
Yet ſometimes falls an Orient Drop beſide, 
Which her Cheek melts, as ſcorning it ſhould paſs 
To waſh the foul Face of the ſluttiſh ground, 
Who is but drunken when ſhe ſeemeth drown'd. 


Oo 
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O hard- believing Love, how ſtrange it ſeems 

Not to believe, and yet too credulous ! 

Thy Weal and Woe are both of them Extreams, 
Deſpair and Hope make thee ridiculous : | 

 - The one doth flatter thee in Thonghts unlikely, 
With likely Thoughts the other killsthee quickly, 


| Now ſhe vnweaves the Web that ſhe had wrought, 
Adonis lives ; and Death is not to blame : 
It was not ſhe that call'd him all to nought, 
Now ſhe adds Honour to his hateful Name, 
She cleeps him King of Graves, and Grave for 
Imperial Sapreme of all mortal things. (Kings, 


No, no (quoth ſhe) ſweet Death, I did but jeſt; 
Yet pardon me, | felt a kind of Fear, 4 
Whenas I met the Boar, that bloody Beaſt, 
Which knows no pity, but is ſtill ſevere: 

\ . Then gentle Shadow (Truth I muſt confeſs) 

' 1Irail'd on thee, fearing my Love's Deceaſe. 
*Tis not my Fault ; the Boar provok'd my Tone, 
| Beiwreak'd on him (invilible Commander) | 

?Tis he, foul Creature, that hath done thee wrong; 
I did buta&, he's Author of thy Slander, 
Grief hath two Tongues, and never Woman yet 
Could rule them both without ten Womens Wit. 


Thus hoping that Agdonts is alive, 

Her raſh (uſpe& ſhe doth extenvate : 

And that his Beauty may the berrer thrive, 

With Death ſhe humbly doth inſinuate ; (Stories, 
Tells him of Trophies, Statues, Tombs, and 
His ViRories, his Triumphs, and his Glories. 


Oo 
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O Jove, quoth ſhe, how mucha Fool was 1, 

To be of ſuch a weak and ſilly Mind, | 

To wail his Death who lives, and muſt not die; 

Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind !_ 

' For he being dead, with him is Beauty ſlain; 
And Beanty dead, black Chaos comes again. 


Fie, fie, fond Love, thou art ſo full of Fear, 
As one with Treaſure laden, hem'd with Thieves ; 
Trifles (unwitneſſed with'Eye' or Ear) 
Thy Coward Heart with falſe bethinking grieves: 
Even at this Word ſhe hears a merry Horn, 
 Whereat ſhe leaps that was but late forlorn 


| As Faulcon to the lure, away ſhe flies : 

The Graſs ſtoops not,. ſhe treads on it ſo light, 

And in her haſt unfortonately' ſpies 

The foul Boar's Conqueſt on her fair Delight. 
Which ſeen, her Eyes, as murder'd with the view, 
Like Stars,aſham'd of Day,themſelves withdrew. 


Or, as the Snail, whoſe tender Horns being hit, 

Shrinks backward in his ſhelly Cave with Pain ; 

And there, all ſmother'd vp, in ſhade doth fit, 

Long after fearing to creep forth again : «OG | 
So, at his bloody view her Eyes are fled | | 
Into the deep dark Cabins of her Head ; b; 


Where they reſign'd their Office and their Light 
To the diſpoſing of her troubled Brain: 
Who bids them till conſort with ugly Night, 
And never wound the Heart with Looks again ; 
Who like a King perplexed in his Throne, 
By their Suggeſtions gives a deadly Groan, 


W hereat 
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Whereat each tributary .Subjet quakes, _ 
As when the Wind impriſon'd-in the Ground, 
Strugling for Paſſage, Earth's Foundation ſhakes: 
 Whichwith cold terrors doth Mens Minds con- 
This \'utiny each Part doth ſo ſurpriſe, (found, 
That from their dark Beds, once more, leap her 
PL es EIS RERne 4 
And, being open'd, threw unwilling Sight : : 
Upon the wide Wound that the Boar had trencht 
In his ſoft Flank ; whoſe wonted Lilly white _ 
With purple tears,that his woundwept,wasdrencht. 
Not lower was nigh,noGraſs, Herb,LeaforWeed, 
But ſtole hisBlood,and end with him to bleed, 


This ſolemn Sympathy poor Yenus.noterh, . 
Over one Shoulder doth ſhe hang her Head, _ 
Dumbly ſhe paſſions,  frantickly ſhe doteth, 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead: 
Her Voice is ſtopt, her Joints forget to.bow, 
Her Eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 


Upon. his. Hurt ſhe. looks ſo ſtedfaſtly, _ : 
That her ſightdazling, makes the Wound ſeem three, 
- And then ſhe reprehends her mangling Eye, 
That makes moreGaſhes where noBreach ſhould be: 
HisFace ſeems twain,each ſeveralLimbis doubled, 
For oft the Eye miſtakes, theBrain being troubled. 


My Tongue cannot expreſs my Grief for one ; 

And yet (quoth ſhe) behold two Adons dead : 

My Sighs are blown away, my ſalt Tearts gone 

Mine Eyes are turn'd to Fire, my Heart to Lead. 
Heavy Hearts Lead melt at mine Eyes as Fire, 
So ſhall I die by Drops of hot Delire. 


Alas; 
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Alas, poor World, what Treaſure haſt thou loſt ? 

What Face remainsalive that's worth the viewing? 

WhoſeTongue isMuſick now ? what canſt thon boaſt 

Of Things long fince, or any thing enſuing ? 

 TheFlowers are ſweet, their Colours freſh & trim: 
But true ſweet Beauty liv'd and dy'd in him. 


Bonnet or Veil, henceforth no Creature wear ; 
Nor Sun, nor Wind, will ever {frive to kiſs you: 
Having no Fair to loſe, you need not fear ; 
 TheSundoth ſcorn you, & the Wind doth hiſs you: 
But when Adonts liv?d, Sun and ſharp Air 
Lurkt like two Thieves to rob him of his Fair. 


And therefore would he put his Bonnet on, 
Under whoſe Brim the gawdy Sun would peep ; 
The Wind would blow it off, and being gone, 
Play with his-Locks, then would Adonts weep: 
And ſtrait in pity of his tender, Years, (tears. 
They both would ſtrive who firſt ſhould dry his 


To ſee his Face, the Lion walks along 

| Behind ſome Hedg, becauſe he would not fear him : 

Torecreate himſelf when he hath ſung, | 

The Tygre would be tame, and gently hear him : 
If he had ſpoke, the Wolf would leave his Prey, 
And never fright the ſilly Lamb that day. 


When he beheld his Shadow in a Brook, 

There Fiſhes ſpread on it their golden Gills : 

When he was by, the Birds ſuch pleaſure took, 

That fome would ſing, ſome other in their Bills 

Would bring him Mulberries,& ripe red Cherries : 
He ted them with his Sight, they him with Berries. 


'Y R But 
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But this foul, grim, and urchin ſnouted Boar, 
Whoſe downward Eye ſtill looketh for a Grave, 
Neer ſaw the beanteous Livery that he wore ; 
Witneſs the Entertainment that he gave: 
If he did fee his Face, why then, I know, 
He thought to kiſs him, and hath killd him fo, 


*Tis true, true, true, thus was Adonts ſlain, 
He ran upon the Boar with his ſharp Spear, 
Who would not whet his Teeth at him again; 

- But, by a Kiſs, thought to perſuade him there: 

And, novuſling in his Flank, the loving Swine 
Sheath'd, unaware, his Tusk in his ſoft Groin. 


Bad | been tooth'd like him, I muſt confeſs 

With kiſſing him, I ſhould have kilPd him firſt; 

Bat he is dead, and never did he bleſs 

My Mouth with his, the more I am accurſt : 
With this ſhe falleth in the place ſhe ſtood, 
And ſtains her Face with his congealed Blood. 


She looks upon his Lips, and they are pale; 

She takes him by the Hand, and that is cold ; 

She whiſpers in his Ear a heavy Tale, 

As if he heard the woful Words ſhe told : 
Sne lifts the Coffer-lids that cloſe his Eyes, 
Wherelo, two Lamps burnt out in darkneſs lies ; 


Two Glaſſes, where her ſelf her ſelf beheld 

A thouſand times, and now no more refleq, 

Their Virtue loſt, wherein they late excelld, 

And every Beauty rob'd of his Effet: 
Wonder of Time, quoth ſhe, this is my Spight, 
That,you being dead, the Day ſhould yet be Light 


Sd 
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Since than art dead, lo here I propheſy, 
Sorrow on Love hereafter ſhall attend : 
It ſhall be waited on with Jealouſy, 
Find ſweet Beginning, .but unſavoury End ; 
Ne'er ſettled equally, too high, or low, 
 Thatall Love's Pleaſures ſhall not match his Wo. 


[t ſhall be fickle, falſe, and full of Fraud, 

And ſhall be blaſted in a breathing while, 

The bottom Poiſon, and the top o'er-ſtraw?d 

With Sweets, that ſhall the ſharpeſt ſight beguile, 
The ſtrongeſt Body ſhall it make moſt weak, _ 
Strike the Wiſe dumb.,and teach the Fool to ſpeak. 


[t ſhall be ſparing, and too full of Riot, | 
Teaching decrepit Age to tread the Meaſures &- 
| The ſtaring Ruffian ſhall it keep in quiet, 
Pluck down theRich,inrich thePoor withTreaſures, 
It ſhall be raging mad, and filly mild, 
Make the Young old, the Old become a Child, 


It ſhall ſuſpeQ, where is no cauſe of fears 

It ſhall not fear, where it ſhall moſt miſtruſt ; 

It ſhall be merciful, and too ſevere, 

And moſt deceiving, when it ſeems moſt juſt : 
Perverſe it ſhall be when it ſeems moſt toward, 
Put Fear to Valour. Courage to the Coward. 


[t ſhall be cauſe of War, and dire Events, 

And ſet Diſlenfion *twixt the Son and Sire, 

Subje& and ſervile to all Diſcontents, 

As dry combuſtious Matter is to Fire: 
Sith in bis Prime, Death doth my Love deſtroy; 
7p that love beſt their Love ſhall not enjoy. 
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' By this, the Boy that by her ſide lay killa, 
Was melted like a Vapour from her ſight, 
And in his Blood that on the Ground lay ſpilq, 
A purple Flower ſprung up checker'd with white, 
Reſembling well his pale Cheeks, and the Blood, 
Which in round drops upon their whiteneſs ſtood, 


She bows her Head, the new-ſprung Flower to ſmel] 
_ Comparing it to her Adonis Breath; 
And ſays, within her Boſom it ſhall dwell, 
Since he himſelf is reft from her by death : 
She crops the Stalk, and in-the breach appears 
Green dropping Sap,which ſhecompares to Tears, 


L 


Poor Flower, quoth ſhe, this was thy Father's Guiſe, 
(Sweet Iſſue of a more ſweet-ſmelling Sire) 
For every little Grief to wet his Eyes, 
Togrow unto himſelf was his deſire ; 
And ſo *'tis thine: but know, it is as good 
To wither in my Breaſt, as in his, Blood. 


Here was thy Father's Bed, here is my Breaſt, 

| Thou art the next of Blood, and 'tis thy Right: 

Lo, in this hollow Cradle take thy reſt, 

My thrubbing Heart ſhall rock thee Day and Night: 
There ſhall not be one minute of an Hour, 
Wherein | will not kiſs my ſweet Love's Flower. 


Thus weary of the World, away ſhe hies, 

And yokes her filyer Doves, by whoſe ſwift Aid 

Their Miſtreſs mounted, thro the empty Skies 

In her light Chariot quickly is convey'd, 

Holding their Courſe to Paphos, where their Que! 
Means toimmure her ſelf, and not be ſeen. 


Wh Ti 
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The firſt Anniverſary of the Government 
under his Highneſs the Lord ProteFor : 
- ſuppos'd to be written by Edmond Wal- 
ler of Becconsfield Eſq; and printed in 
1655. j 


E! KE the vain Courlings of the watry Maze, 
Which in ſmooth Streams a ſinking Weight 
So Man, declining always, diſappears (dos raiſe; 
In the weak Circles of increaſing Years ; 
And his ſhort Tumults of themſelves compoſe, 
While flowing Time above his Head dos cloſe. 

Cromwel alone with greater Vigour runs 
(Sun-like) the Stages of ſucceeding Suns : 
And ſtill the Day which he doth next reſtore, 
Is the juſt Wonder of the Day before. 
Cromwel alone doth with new Luſtre ſpring, 
And ſhines the Jewel of the yearly Ring. 

'Tis he the Force of ſcatter'd Time contracts, 
And in one Year the Work of Ages acts : 
While heavy Monarchs make a wide Return, 
Longer, and more Malignant than Saturs ; 
And tho they all Platonick Years ſhould reign, 
In the ſame Poſture would be found again. 
Their earthy Projects under ground they lay, 
More ſlow and brittle than the China Clay : 
Well may they ſtrive to leave them to their Son, 
For one Thing never was by one King done. 
Yet ſome more aQtive for a Frontier Town 
Took in by Proxy, begs a falſe Renown ; 
26 | S 3: Another 
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Another triumphs at the Publick Coſt 
And will hays won, 'if he no more Joſt: | 
. They fight by Others, but in Perſon wrong, 
And only are againſt their SubjeCts ſtrong z 
Their other Wars ſeem but a feign'd Conteſt, 
This Common Enemy is ſtil] oppreſt. 
If Conquerors, on them. they turn their Might; 
If Conquered, on them they wreak their Spight : 
They neither build the Temple in their days, 
Nor Matter for ſucceeding Founders raiſe ; 
Nor ſacred Prophecies conſult within, 
Much leſs themſelves to perfect them 'begin : 
No other Care they bear of Things above, 
But with Aſtrologers Divine, and Jove, 
To know how long their Planet yet reprieves 
From the deſerved Fate their guilty Lives. 
Thus (Image-like) an uſeleſs time they tell, 
And with vain Scepter ſtrike the hourly Bell ; 
Nor more, contribute tothe ſtate of Things, 
Than wooden Heads unto the VioPs Strings. 
While indefatigable Crommwel hies, 
And cuts his way ſtil] nearer to the Skies, 
Learning a Muſick 1n the Region clear, 
1To tune this lower to that higher Sphere. 
So when Amphion did-the Lute command, 
Which the God gave him, with his gentle hand; 
| The rougher Stones, unto his Meaſures hew'd, 
Danc'd up in order from the Quarrys rude 
"This took a lower, that a higher Place, 
As he the Treble alter'd, or the Baſe: 
No Note he ſtruck, but a new Story lay'd, 
And the great Work aſcended while he £189] 
The liſtning Structures he with Wonder ey'd, 
And ſtill new Stops to various Time apply?'d : 
Now thro the Strings a martial Rage he throws, 
Andj joining ſtraight the Theban Tow'r arole 3 


Then 
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Then as he ſtrokes them with a Tonch more lweet, 

The flocking. Marbles in a Palace meet; 

But, for the moſt he graver Notes did try, 

Therefore the Temples rear'd their Columns high. 

Thus, &'er he ceag'd, his Sacred Lute creates 
Th' harmonious City of the ſeven Gates. 

* Such wasthat wond”rous Order and Conſent, 

When Cromwel tun'd the ruling Inſtrument ; 

While tedious Stateſmen many Years did hack, 

Framing a Liberty that ſtil] went back ; 

Whoſe num'rous Gorge could {wallow i in an Hour 

That Iſland, which the Sea cannot devour : 

Then our Amphion iſſues out and ſings, 

And once he ſtruck,and twice,the pow'rful Strings. 

The Commonwealth then firſt together came, 
And each one enter'd in the willing Frame : 

_ All other Matter yields, and may be ruPd ; 

But who the Minds of ſtubborn Men can build ? 

No Quarry bears a-Stone ſo hardly wrought, 

Nor with ſuch labour from its Center brought ; 
None tobe ſunk in the Foundation bends, - 
Each in the Houſe the higheſt Place contends, 

And each the Hand that lays him will dire&, 

And ſome fall back upon the Archite& ; 

Yet all compos'd by his attraQtive Song, 

Into the animated City throng. 

The Commonwealth dos thro their Centers all 
Draw the Circumfrence of the publick Wall ; 
The croſſeſt Spirits here do take their part, 
Faſtning the Contignation which they thwart ; 
And they, whoſe Nature leads them to divide, 
Uphold, this one, and that the other Side ; 

But the moſt equal ſtill ſuſtain the Height, 
And they as Pillars keep the Work upright ; 
While the Reſiſtance of oppoſed Minds, 
The Fabrick as with Arches {ſtronger binds, 
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Which on the Baſis of a Senate free, 1 
Knit by the Roof's protecting Weight agree 
| When for his Foot he thus a place had found, 
He hurls &er ſince the World about him round ; , 
And in his ſev*ral AſpeQs, like a Star, 
Here ſhines in Peace, and thither ſhoots a War, 
While by his Beams obſerving Princes ſteer, 
And wiſely court the Influence they fear : 
_ O would they rather, by his Pattern won, 
Kiſs the approaching, nor yet angry Son; 
And in their numbred Footſteps humbly tread 
The Path where holy Oracles do lead! 
How might they under ſuch a Captain raiſe 
The great Deſigns kept for the latter Days ? 
But mad with Reaſon, ſo miſcalFd, of State, 
They know them not,and what they know not hate. 
Hence ſtil] they {ing Hoſanna to the Whore, 
And her whom they ſhould maſlacre adore :. 
* But Ind:ans whom they ſhould convert, ſubdue; 
Nor teach, but traffick with, or burn the Jew, 
Unhappy Princes, ignorantly bred, 
By Malice ſome, by Error more miſled ! 
If gracious Heaven to my Life give length, 
Leiſure to Time, and to my Weakneſs Strength, 
_ Then ſhalll once with graver Accents ſhake 
Your Regal Sloth, and your long Slumbers wake 
Like the ſhrill Huntſman that prevents the Eaſt, 
Winding his Horn to Kings that chaſe the Beaſt, 
Till then my Muſe ſhall hollow far behind 
Angelick Cremwel, who out-wings the Wind 3 
Andin dark Nights, and in cold Days alone, |, 
 Purſnes the Monſter thorow every Throne : 
Which ſhrinking.to her Roman Den impure, 
Gnaſhes her goary Teeth; nor there ſecure. 
Hence oft I think, it in ſome happy Hour 
High Grace fhoald meet in one with higheſt Pow'r ; 


And 
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And then a ſeaſonable People ſtill 

Should bend to his, as he to Heaven's will ; 

What we might hope, what wonderful Effet 

From ſuch a wiſh'd Conjun@ure might reflett ! 

Sure, the myſterious Work, where none withſtand, 

Would forthwith finiſh under ſuch a Hand ; 

Fore-ſhortned Time its uſeleſs courſe would ſtay, 

And foon precipitate the lateſt Day. 

But a thick Cloud about that Morning lies, 

And intercepts the Beams of mortal Eyes; 

That 'tis the moſt which we determine can, 

If theſe the Times, then This muſt be the Man. 

And well he therefore dos, and well has gueſt, 

Wha in his Age has always forward preſt : 

And knowing not whereHeaven's Choice may light, 

Girds yet his Sword, and ready ſtands to fight, 

But Men, alas, as if they nothing car'd, 

Look on, all unconcern'd, or unprepar'd ; 

And Stars {til} fall, and ſtill the Dragon's Tail 

Swinges the Volumes of its horrid Flail. 

For the great Juſtice that did firſt ſuſpend 

The World by Sin, does by the ſame extend. 

Hence that bleſt Day ſtill counterpoiſed waſtes, 

The 111 delaying, what th* EleQed haſtes ; 

Hence landing Nature to new Seas is toſt, 

And good Deſigns ſtill with their Authors loft, 
And thou, great Crommwel, for whoſe happy Birth 

A Mold was choſen out of better Farth ; 

Whoſe Saint-like Mother we did lately ſee 

Live out an Ape, long as a Pedegree ; 

That ſhe might ſeem, could we the Fall diſpute, 

Thave ſmelt the Bloſſom, and not eat the Fruit ; 

Tho none dos of more laſting Parents grow, 

But never any did them Honour fo ; 

Tho thou thine Heart from Evil ſtill unſtain?d, 

And always haſt thy Tongue from fraud refrain'd ;' 


Thou, 
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Thou, who ſo oft thro Storms of thundring [ed 
 Haſt born ſecurely thine undaunted Head, 
Thy Breaſt thro ponyarding Conſpi piracies, 
Drawn from the Sheath of ko Prophecies ; 
The Proof beyond all other Force or Skill, 
Our Sins endanger, and ſhall one day kill. 

How near they fail'd, and in thy ſudden Fall 
At once aſlay'd to overturn us all. 

Our brutiſh Fury ſtrugling to be free, 
Hurry'd thy Horſes while they hurry'd thee ; 
When thou hadſt almoſt quit thy mortal Cares, 
And fſoil'd in Duſt thy Crown of Silver Hairs. 

Let this one Sorrow interweave among 

The other Glories of our yearly Song. 
Like skiiful Looms which thro the coſtly Thred 

_ Of purling Ore, a ſhining Wave do ſhed: 
So ſhall the Tears we on paſt Grief employ, 
Still as they trickle, glitter in our Joy. 
So with more modeſty we may be true, 
And ſpeak as of the Dead the Praiſes due: 
W hile impious Men, deceiv*d with Pleaſure ſhort, 
On their own Hopes ſhall find the Fall retort, 

But the poor Beaſts wanting their noble Guide, 
What conld they more ? ſhrunk guiltily aſide, 
Firſt winged Fear tranſports them far away, 
And leaden Sorrow then their flight did ſtay. 
See how they each his tow'ring Creſt abate, 
And the green Graſs, and their known Mangers hate; 
Nor thro wide Noſtrils ſnuff the wanton Air, 
Nor their round Hoofs, or curled Manes compare; 
With wandring Eyes and reſtleſs Ears they ſtood, 
And with ſhrill Neighings ask*d him of the Wool. 

Thou Cromwel falling, not a ſtupid Tree, 

Or Rock ſo ſavage, but it mourn'd for Thee : 
And all about was heard a panick Groan, 
As if that Nature” S ſelf were overthrown. 


It 
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It ſeem'd the Earth did from the Center tear ; 
It fem'd the Sun was fan out of the Sphere: 
Juſtice obſtrufted lay, and Reaſon fool'd; 
Courage diſheartned, and Religion cool'd. 

A diſmal Silence thro the Palace went, 

And then loud Shreeks the vaulted Marbles rent ; 
Such as the dying Chorus ſings by turns, 
And to deaf Seas, and ruthleſs Tempeſts mourns, 
When now they ſink,and now the plandring Streams 
Break up each Deck, and rip the Oaken Seams. 

- But Thee triumphant hence the fiery Car, 

And fiery Steeds had born out of the War 

From the low World, and thankleſs Men, above 
Unto the Kingdom bleſt of Peace and Love: 

We only mourn'd our ſelves in thine Aſcent, 
Whom thou hadſt left beneath with Mantle rent, 
| For all delight of Life thou then didſt loſe, 
When to Command thou didſt thy ſelf depole ; 
Reſigning up thy Privacy ſo dear, 

Toturn the headſtrong Peoples Charioteer. 

For to be Cromwel was a greater thing, 

Than ought below, or yet above a King : 
Therefore thon rather didſt thy Self depreſs, 
Yielding ro Rule, becauſe it made thee leſs. 

' For, neither didſt thou from the firſt apply 
Thy ſober Spirit unto things too high, 

But in thine own Field exerciſedit long 

An healthful Mind within a Body ſtrong, 

Till at the Seventh time thou in the Skies, 

As a ſmall Clond, likea Man's Hand didſt riſe; 
Then did thick Miſts and Winds the Air deform, 
And down at laſt thou pour'dſt the fertile Storm ; 
Which to the thirſty Land did Plenty bring, 
But, tho forewarn'd, o*er-took and wet the King. 
What ſince he did, an higher Force him puſh'd 
*Ull from behind, and it betore him ruſtvd, 


TT —  —————— 
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Tho undiſcern'd among the Tumult blind, 

Who think thoſe high Decrees by Man deſign'd, 
*TwasHeaven would not that hisPow'r ſhould ceaſe 
But walk ſtill middle betwixt War and Peace; 

Chuſing each Stone, and poyſing every Weight, 

\ Trying the Meaſures of the Breadth and Height, 

Here pulling down, and there ere&ing New, 
Founding a firm State by Proportions true. 
When Gideon.ſo did from the War retreat, 
Yet by the Conqueſt of two Kings grown great, 
He on the Peace extends a Warlike Power, 

And I/rel filent ſaw him raſe the Tow'r; 

And how he SuccotÞs Elders durſft ſuppreſs, 
With Thorns and Briars of the Wilderneſs: 
No King might ever ſuch a Force bave done; 
Yet would not he be Lord, nor yet his Son. 

Thou with the ſame Strength, & a Heart as plain, 
Didſt (like thine Olive) till refuſe to reign ; 
Tho why ſhould others all thy Labour ſpoil, 
And Brambles be anointed with thine Oil, 
Whoſe climbing Flame, without a timely ſtop, 
Had quickly levePd every Cedar's top ? 
Therefore firſt growing to thy ſelf a Law, 
Thambitions Shrubs thou in juſt time didſt aw. 

So have [ ſeen at Sea,. when whirling Winds 
Hurry the Bark, but more the Seamens Minds, 
Who with miſtaken Courſe ſalute the Sand, 
And threatning Rocks miſapprehend for Land ; 

_ While baleful Tr:tons to the ſhipwrack guide, 
And Corpoſants along the Tacklings ſlide ; 

The Paſtengers all wearied out before, 

Giddy, and wiſhing for the fatal Shore z 

Some luſty Mate, who with more careful Eye 
Counted the Hours, and ev'ry Star did ſpy, 
The Helm does from the artleſs Steerſman ſtrain, 


And doubles back unto the ſafer Main. 


? 


What 
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What tho a while they grumble Diſcontent ? 
caving himſelf he does their Loſs prevent. 

'Tis not a Freedom that, where All command ; 
Nor Tyranny, where One does them withſtand : 
But who of both the Bounders knows to lay, 

Him as their Father muſt the State obey. (reſt, 

Thou, and thine Houſe, like Noab's Eight dia 
Left by the War's Flood on the Mountain's Creft : 
And the large Vale lay ſubje& to thy Will, 
Which thou but as an Husband man would[t till- 
And only didſt for others plant the Vine 
Of Liberty, not drunken with its Wine, 

| That ſober Liberty which Men may have, 
That they enjoy, but more they vainly crave : 
And ſuch as to their Parents Tents do preſs, 

May ſhew their own, not ſee his Nakedneſs. 

Yet ſuch a Chammiſh Iſſve ſtill does rage, 

The Shame and Plague both of the Land and Age, 
Who watch'd thy halting, and thy Fall deride, 
Rejoicing when thy Foot had lipt aſide ; - 

That their new King might the fifth Scepter ſhake, 
And make the World, by his Example, quake : 
Whoſe frantique Army, ſhould they want for Men, 
Might muſter Hereſies, ſo one were ten. 
What thy Misfortune, they the Spirit call, 

And their Religion only is to fall. 

Oh Mabomet ! now couldſt thou riſe again, 

Thy falling Sickneſs ſhould have made thee reign ; 
While Feake and Simpſon would in many a 1 ome, 
Have writ the Comments of thy ſacred Foam : 
For ſoon thou mightſt have paſt among their Rant, 

 Were't but for thine unmoved Tulipant ; 
As thou muſt needs have own'd them of thy Band, 
, For Prophecies fit to be Alcoran'd. 

Accurſed Locuſts, whom your King does ſpit 

Out of the Center of th'unbottom'd Pit; 


Wandrers, 
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Wandrers, Adultrers, Liers, Munſter's reſt, 

Sorcerers, Atheiſts, Jeſuits, Poſſeſt ; 

You who the Scriptures and the Laws deface 

With the ſame Liberty as Points and Lace ; 

Oh Race moſt hypocritically ſtrict !_ 

Beat to reduce us to the antient Pit; 

Well may you a& the Adam and the Eve, 

Ay, and the Serpent too that did deceive. 
But the great Captain, now the Danger's o'er, 

Makes you for his ſake tremble one fit more ; 

And, to your ſpight, returning yet alive, 

Does with himſelf all that is Good revive. 

* So when firſt Man did thro the Morning new. 

See the bright Sun his ſhining Race purſue, 

' All day he, follow'd with unwearied fight, 

Pleas'd with that other World of moving Light; 

But thought him, when he miſs'd his ſetting Beams, 

Sunk in the Hills, or plung*d below the Streams, 

While diſmal Blacks hung round the Univerſe, 

And Stars (like Tapers) burn'd upon his Herſe: 

And Owls and Ravens with their ſcreeching noiſe 

Did make the Furrrals ſadder by their Joys ; 

His weeping Eyes the doleful Vigils keep, 


** Not knowing yet the Night was made for ſleep: 


Still to the Weſt, where he him loſt, he turn'd, 
And with fuch Accents, as deſpairing mourn'd : 
Why did my Eyes once lee ſo bright a Ray, 

Or why Day laſt no longer than a Day ? 

When ſtrait the Sun behind him he deſcry'd, 
Smiling ſerenely from the further ſide. 

So while our Star, that gives us Light and Heat, 
Seem'd now a long and gloomy Night to threat, 
Up from the other Warld his Flame he darts, 
And Princes, ſhining thro their Windows, ſtarts; 
Who their ſuſpe&ed Counſellors refuſe, 

And credulous Ambaſladors accuſe, 
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« 15 this, ſaith one, the Nation that we read 
« gpent with both Wars, under a Captain dead ? 
« Yet rig a Navy while we dreſs us late; 

« And &er we dine, raſe and rebuild our State. 
« What Oaken Foreſts, and what golden Mines ! 
« What Mints of Men, what Union of Deſigns ! 
« Unleſs their Ships do, as their Foul, preceed 
« Of ſhedding Leaves, that with their Ocean 
tk Fed (breed. 
« Theirs are not Ships, but rather Arks of War, 
© And beaked Promonfories ſaid from far ; 
« Of floating Iſlands a new hatched Neſt ; 
« A Fleet of Worlds, of other Worlds in queſt; 
« An hideous ſhole of Wood- Leviathans, 
« Arm'd with three Tire of brazen Hurricans; 
* That thro the Center ſhoot their WC 
ET en Sraq oy | - 1 "CG, 
« And ſink the Earth that does at Anchor ride. 
'* What Refuge to eſcape them can be found, 
* Whoſe watry Leaguersall the World ſurround? 
+ Needs muſt we all their Tributaries be, 
'** Whoſe Navies hold the Sluces of the Sea. 
* The Ocean is the Fountain of Command, 
© But that once took, we Captives are on Land. 
* And thoſe that have the Waters for their ſhare. 
* Can quickly leave us neither Earth nor Air, 
* Yetif thro theſe our Fears could find a paſs; 
© Thro double Oak, and lin'd with treble Braſs; 
* That one Man ſtill, altho but nam'd, alarms 
* More than all Men, all Navies, and all Arms. 
* Him all the Day, Him in late Nights I dread, 
* And till his Sword ſeems hanging o'er my 
: | ; (Head. 
2 The Nation had been ours, but his own Soul 
. Moves the great Bulk and animates the Whole. 
. He Secrecy with Number hath inchas'd, 
.. Courage with Age, Maturity with Haſt : _ 
| e 
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<« The Valiant's Tertor, Riddle of the Wiſe; 

« And ſtill his Fauchion all our Knots unties. 

« Where did he learn thoſe Arts that coſt us dear ? 

& Where below Earth,or where above the Sphere? 

<«< He ſeems a King by long Succeſſion born, 

« And yet the ſame to be a King does ſcorn. 

« Abroad a King he ſeems, and ſomething more, 

« At Home a Subject on the equal Floor. 

« O could I once him with out Title ſee, 

<« $0 ſhould I hope yet he might die as we. 

<« But let them write his Praiſe that love him beſt, 

< It grieves me ſore to have thus much confeſt, 

 (Spight 

Pardon, Great Prince; if thus their Fear or 

More than our Love and Duty do thee Right, 

[ yield, nor further will the Prize contend ; 

So that we both alike may miſs our End : 

While Thou thy venerable Head doſt raiſe 

As far above their, Malice as my Praiſe. 

And as the Angel of our Commonweal, 

Troubling the V Vaters, yearly mak'ſt them heal. 


TITANTOMAXIA, 
| Or a full and true Relation of the Great 


and Bloody Fight between three Pagat 
Knights and a + Chriſti Giant, 1682. 


\F Monſters fell, and wondrous Wights, 
Of Tow'rs inchanted, bloody Fights, 
Of errant Knaves and errant Knights, 
I ſhall compoſe my Ballas ; 


HoW 
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How a huge Giant fierce and ſtout, - 

Three gentle Knights at once did rout ; 

of which, if you the Truth do doubr, 
The Record's in my Wallet. 


Contrary | to Romantick Rules, 
By Snatches ſweetly conn'd at Schools, 
Which always make the biggelt Fools, 

Truth here takes part with Giant; 
For he the Knight's thick, Skulls did crack, 
He laid their Honours on the Back, 
And did their Ribs full rndely thwack, 

To make their Purſes plant. 


"Thou great St. George, and Fglamore, 
Thon Pegaſus, and Brigliadore, 
With all ard Names that Poets roar, 
And for their Gods baye taken; 
Merlin that made the Deil an Aſs, 
Bladud-ap-creat- Rud- Hudibraſs, 
That thro the Air like Owl could paſs, : 
And famous Friar Bacon ; 


Aſſt, aſſiſt my mournful. Song ! 
Mingle your pow 'rful Charms among, 
= ith whiſper'd Numbers, dark and ſtrong, 

Z Whilſt I the Liſts doenter. 
Hence all Profaneneſs ! _ come not near 
T' invade the ſacred Rituals here, 
Nor Wine, nor Mony, nor good Cheer, 

| To binder mine Adventure. 


An ifle there is, that Albjou height, 
With Fruits and Flowers around bedight, 
Where Dainſel fair, and gentle Knight, 
| In every ſhade are playing, 
Where Nightingales each Tree adorn, 
-arring their Breaſts with watchful Thorn 
Throughout the Year, where ev'ry Morn 
The Virgins go a Maying, 
'S 
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A Town it has, which Fiends inchant, 
Where bridled Furies roar and rant, 
In olden Times, height T1 roynovant, 
But now *tis London filed; 
Which by full many a dev'liſh Spell, 
And Brands and Balls fetch'd up from Hell, 
Inirs own Cinders buried fell, | 
Of all its Glory ſpoiled ; 
But when Rome's thred-bare Plots were ſpy'd, 
Her Charms unravel'd, Knots untied, 
"Twas gloriouſly re-edify'd, 
Far Nobler than by th? Nndee: 
Bright Turrets inth* invaded Air, 
By Negromantick Art they rear ; IO 
With ſtately Domes, and Houſes fair, 
Beſprinkling all around ber. 


Here the learn'd Sages every Year 
In venerable Furs appear, 
To chule a Chriſtian Officer, - 

| That may provide 'em Furies : 
T his makes the Pagan Tories rave, 
Becauſe their ſtakes they cannot ſave ; 
This mares Rogero ſtrut and brave, 

VVith all bis Club of Furics. 


Some Renegado0's ſtile you can, 
Two Knights, but ne'er a Gentleman, 
Sometimes on the hot Scent they ran 
A bunting for Promotion; 
And now and then for nimble Bounds, 
Or treading down their Neighbours Grounds, 
Their Dog-lookt Friends amongſt the Hounds, 
| dre dub dwith great Devotion. 
Such recreant Knights, accoutred fine 
With Sword and Mace, their ſteps incline 
Toa large Houſe, where Sin and Wine 
On equal Terms are vended 3 


he 


_ 
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Its Name I know hot, tho*tis ſaid wy 
And thought by moſt, *twas the Popes-Head, 


For there ke Friends they might be ſped, 
And carefully attended, 


The firſt was of as ſtrong a Make, 
As ever Lance in Juſting brake, | 
Or handled Sword for Ladies fake, 
Io Turky or in Perſy : 

from Top to Toe, from Head to Heel, 
He cas'd himſelf in burniſh'd Steel ; 
For Yard; a Spear he now does feel, 

__ And Mail inſtead of Kerſy. 


The next that carry'd on the Fight, 
With ponderous Mace of mickle Might, 
Was Hangman, Senator and Knight, 
A ſtrange three-headed Afr: : 
Whom ſcandalizing Whigs in Sport, 
When to their Brethren they reſort, 
That he's ally'd to the French Court, 
 By's Name's Reſemblance conſter. 


The S——f can't the L— s hide, 
The Knightly Spurs muſt needs be ſpy'd, 
Tho the Gold Chain's about 'em ty'd, 
The better to obſcure *em ; 

Thy AG 1 is an Aſs, tho cloth'd he be 
In the caſt Robes of Majeſty, 
Tho his long Ears Beaſts cannot ſee, 

From trembling to ſecure 'em, 


The Third, a proper Man tis true, 
But that his Legs did ſtand askew, 
And both like Sampſon's Foxes grew, 
One this way, that the other ; 
Nought but their equal Uglineſs, 
Their equal Shape, and equal Dreſs, 
Could make th* amaz'd Beholder gueſs, 
That this to that was Brother. 
S 2 With 
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With him 1 would not enter Strife, 
Nor try a Fall to ſave my Life, 
For as a Bone upon a Knife, 

My Legs would ſplit on big-'n + 
This may without a ſtretch be ſed; 
Upon my Neck ſhould he but tread, 
He'd certainly cut off my Head, 

Before my Tail were rtsn, 


Enough of theſe, too much I fear: 
Now of the Giant you ſhall hear, 
That did with Blood their Chaps beſinear, 
And eke their fades _ 
How on their Skulls he Blows did rain, 
And kickt'em down, and up again ; 
How with no little Grief and Pain 
They from bis Clutches baſted. 


His outward Parts were ſomething ſmall; 
*Twas th' inward Powers that acted all ; 
Yet tho a Giant him we call, 
- Let motthe Tories blame us : 
For as cloſe Flames more hercely roll, 
Impriſon'd i in a narrow Hole ; 
So *twas his brave Gigantick Soul 


Made's Pygmee- Body Famous, 


All Tory Cloth, and Drapers' too, 
With Fiſt, or elſe with Indigo, | 
He's us'd to dyc both black and blue, 


The be$t in all the Nation , 


And leſt his Cuſtomers be found, 
Some do ſuppole he has been bound 
By heavy Bag of hundred Pound, 
To. hide hy Occupation; 


This Dragon-firking Hercules, 
This Cadmus, This——&en what you pleaſe, 


That direful Monſters quelWd' with Eaſe, 
And drag'd from borrid Cavern ; 


OY 
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The matter few diſtinguiſh can, 
Whether he freely thither ran, 


Or was entic'd by a Trepan, 
And wheedled to the 7 avern, 


Who there behind the Door ſhould lurk, 
But a falſe misbelieving Turk, 
Who thus began the Devil's Work, | 
VrVith Glaſs faſt claſpt i n Clutches, 

Ah Sirrah ! have we 'got you here? 
Come pledg a Health to th' Grand-Viſier, 
Or elſe with ſpeed my Cimiter_ 

| Shall make new room for Crutches, 


Sad was the Chriſtian Champion's Caſe ; 

He had nor Battel-axe, nor Mace, 

Yet ſtoutly he took Heart- -a-grace, BY 

And thus defies the Pagan : 

Falſe Recreant Wretch as &er did wield 

An unbecoming Lance, or Shield ! 

My Head as ſoon as Knees Ill yield 
To your Great Bell, and Dragon. 


Fack Adams ſtruts about the Rooms, 
And ſwears, and ſinks, and cocks and fumes, 
That thus one Stubborn Whig preſumes 

On three arm'd K nights to venture ; 
Sirrah you Dog! d'ye prate, d'ye prate*. On - 
Muſt Captives then capitulate ? 
Diſpatch or elſe 111 break your Pate, 

And ram ye to the Center. 


No ſooner ſaid, no ſooner done, 
The Fight was inſtantly begun ; : 
A Blow he ſtruck enough to ſtun 
The ſtouteſt Knight in London : 
Lome favring God, or powerful Charm, 
To fave a courteous Knight from harm, 
Ith' nick came. underneath his Arm, 
Or there he had been undone. 
S-3 The 
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The empty Sword flid glancing by ; 
| Not ſo our Champion, who muſt try 
Bravely to conquer, or to die, 

By hand of miſcreant Heathen : 
But ſince he ſaw the War begin, 
He won't for nothing ſell his Skin, 
But if his reach they come within, 

0) Hell give bis Foes a breathing. 


| His Fiſt he bends, and dings it right. 

At's Worſhip's Face with all his Might, 

Down on the Floor my gentle Knight 

All in a heap does tumbl: : 

As when one Mungril you attack, ” 
The yelping Cur your ſteps will track, 

And raiſe the Pariſh on your back, 

__ His Friends began to grumble, 


In our Relation to be brief, 
Sir Simvn Suck-egg was the chief, 


| That brought his Brother Fool relief, 


. Tban all his Fellows madder ;, 
' He by his quondam Honours {wore, 
By forked Creſt the Arms he hore, 
And by his Miſtreſs, a alias W —— 
| To turn bim o'er the Ladder. 


But tho his Hands were thick and long, 
His Weapon ponderous and ſtrong, 
And he with Mace laid on ding-dong, 
Yet ſtill our Champion woes? 

And after manya crabbed Jowle, _ 
Putting aſide his weighty Pole, 
He takes him o'er the Jobbernole, 

And down be fetchs poor Knighthood. 


in Triumph over them he goes, 
Thinking head canquer'd all his Foes, 
And under. his vicprious Toeg 
Lev He framts heir batter'd Faces ; L 
l 
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Sir Simon's Beauty went to pot, 
That tho in Love he had been hot, 
His Miſtriſs ſoon reſtore would not 

Her Favours and good Graces. 
Beat Death? s Alarm upon the Drums ! 
'Ware Shanks ! *ware Shanks ! Sir Harry comes 
He bit for Anger both his Thumbs, 


And at our Champion yawned ; 
He like Alcides did provide 
To guard himſelf on either fide, 
When Hydra's Coxcombs multiply'd, 
And two for one were ſpawned. 


With Corps ered, and Viſage grim, 
One Foot he plants on ſimple Sim, 
Who ſadly growled under him ; 
Sir Bobb ſupported t other : 
With an undaunted Meen, and Air, 
His conqu'ring Arms he high does rear, 
And for the third Aſſault prepare, 


To drub their Friend and Brother. 


$0 have I ſeen a ſprightly Cat, 
That purring in a Corner far, 
1In Ambulcade for luſty Rar, 
Sworn Foe to Cheeſe and Bacon: 
| When two young Mice that frisking our, 
From a low Port of their Redoubt, 
By Governours command to ſcout, 
Vere in ber Clutches taken. 


Their piercing Shrieks the Fort affright ; 
Ont allies Rat, prepar*d to fight, 
As tierce as any Tory Knight, 
Upon her madly falling 

Puſs in two Paws ſhuts Captive Mice, 
 Tohinder Reſcue, or Surpriſe ; 
With th? other at her Foe does riſe, 

|" And down ſhe cuſs bim ſprawling. 

9 4 Doughty 
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Doughty Sir Hall a tiptoe ſtands, 
With mighty Fauchion rear'd in Hands, 
And Satisfaction demands, 

For both his Friends Mjebinier; 
He winks, and then Pcll-mell let”s drive, 
Aiming his Head in twain to rive; 
That was the gentlelt Knigbt alive; 

But flatlong on't it glances. 


- Our Champion” s Head, and Brains ran round, 

Down he was ſinking in a Sound, 
But yet as ſoon's he toucht the Ground, 

Up leapt be like Antzus (a): 
The Turks Arrears he paid him ſoon, 
Tho he for Grace did importune, 
And made him ſec more Stars at Noon, 

- Than ©er did Galtleus (b). 

In vain the Wretch for Help does baw], 
On Back, and Sides, and Face and all, 
With Knightly Proweſs he does fall, 

And many a truſty greeting : ; 
He laid on Load on empty Crown, 
Until with a moſt gracious Frown, 
His Honour too came ratling down, 


To give ht Friends a mccting.. 


Stout Whig their Noſes gently tweaks, 
Their Sculls, tho thick, all over breaks, 
And his juſt Anger on *em wreaks 
For their Aﬀront Notoriow : 
He rends thcir Lace, and Linen pure, 
(Who can fo ſad a hght endure? ) 
And Point-Cravats, and Garniture, 


That made * em look ſo glorious, 


| (a) A a Tikka Moorficlds Wreſtler, who the oftner he 
was foil'd the more ftrengtt he, bad. 


(b) Galilaus an old, CS; te 
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Their empty Crowns rang jangling Peals, 

Their Foe chimes backward, and reveals 

The Fire that their warm Ear conceals 
Whilſt they're in woful pickle « 

Had you but ſeen * em how they ſat, 


Spoil'd of their Cloak, and Band, and Hat, 
You would conclude they had been at 


| A Briſtow Conventicle. 

Now on the Floor their Corps he ſpreads, 

Now on their Neck in Triumph treads, 

Then diſoblig'd their Loggerbeads, 
Jumbling them altogether : 

And if they once but curſt or frown'd, 

He rolPd 'em round, and round, and round, 

Trailing their Clothes about the Ground, 


They knew not how nor whithee. 
Sometimes'on their fat Guts he jumps, 
Sometimes their Paunches rudely thumps, 

And on their Heads makes Egg-like bumps, 
Whuſt their poor Pates were addled 

Now he their Jaws accoſts with Hand, 

Now on his Leg prepar*d did ſtand, 

To give their Tails a Reprimand, 


And now their Sides he ſwaddud. 
Still he lets drive his furious Blows, 
Until at laſt, as moſt ſuppoſe, 
The Reverent Sirs affront his Noſe, (0)-4T--4 


With Paracelſian Civet; (c) theydid! 
So crafty Reynard now and then, 


When outed by.iatruding Men, 
Be.ſ— the ;Sleanly Badger”s Den, | 
Ws \ To make bis Land-Lord leave it, 
The Tries their bang'd Sides bemoan, i Wo. 
They ſadly yelp, O hone ! @ bone ! Ky 
And with full many a dolorousGroan, 
Hold One Paws for pity. 
| tr 
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Sir Bobb and Hal did deeply yell, 
But who his direful Plaints can tell, 
That was, while it ſeem'd good to Hell, | 
> = A Burden to the City 2 
Thiyteen- Pence- Half-penny he'd beſtow 
With generous Fiſt on Conqu'ring Foe, 
If he'd be pleas'd to let him go 
he ER But for one live-long Moment : + 
But ſince ſome wiſer are than ſome, | 
Our Champion threatens with a Drum 
| Beating before to Kick *em home, 
gs © Mlthobe n@&er ſo meant, 
As ſoon as they had ſtrength to riſe, 
For Crick in Neck, in Back, in Thighs, 
They look'd about to find their Eyes, _ 
2” MR Thinking he'd beat 'em all out ; 
| So have I ſeen a maimed Snail, 
When by rude Heels its Rampires fail, 
Dragging along its ſlimy Tail, 
From thence attempt to crawl out. 
The Chriſtian had a Noble Son], 
And when he ſaw 'em thus condole, 
He grants 'em Freedom on Parole, 

At ft While Fame bis Glory raiſes : 
This Tell-tale Goddeſs had a Spy q 
That brought her word immediately ; 

About the City ſhe does fly, 
Sn And trumpets out bis Praiſes. 
Of Tory Champions, fierce and ſtout, 
London and England all throughout, 

She the Atchievements ſpreads abour, 

Mt And of their Valour taitlcs ;, 

- But with ſly Malice chiefly ſhe 

Does magnify their Courteſy, 

When they to odds myſt yield or flee | 

In ſuch unequal Ras. 
or 
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For when, by unexpected Chance, 
One did againſt all Three advance, 
They yielded out of Complaiſance, _ 
© And took a Civil Drubbing - 
But ſince, altho Cock-ſure, they fail, of 
And Three to One could not prevail, 
Thus did the Hot-ſpur Courage quail 
De i Of poor Heroick Robin. 
Fame's a damn'd Whig, they fret and cry, 
(Screwing their Mouths up to their Eye) 
If &er we meet her ſhe ſhall dye; wy 
HER Dirk Kiſs and tell ! Out upon hey ! 
Fortune we find's a fickle Whore, 
We'll never truſt the Gypſy more : 
(Thus like a Bittern they did roar) 
5 Our Honour ! O our Honour # 
Their Friends adviſe *em to compound ; 
If loſty Dyer may be found, 
And get him unto ſilence bound, 
hs ___ Altbobe hardtonins; 
With ſenſe profonnd they gravely fay, 
'Twould be the beſt and ſafeſt way, 
To lock his Lips with Silver Kay, 

DRE NT Or gag bis Mouth with Guinijes, 
Twas ſpoke, and inſtantly *'twas done ; 
Whilſt they their Pockets rummage, one 
To every Coffee-Houſe does run, Ons 
"> ny To find Vidoriou Dyer: 
They reaſon'd on the Point, and he 
Becauſe they*re Friends wont diſagree, 

But out of mere Civility OT 
_ ' He grants *em theis Deſire. 
Elſe how is he ſochang'd become? 
He anſwers nothing now but um ! 
To all Enquirers deaf and dumb, 
Strangely rgtir'd o'th* ſudden. 
| Ask 
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Ask him about it, ask again, 
Tho of his Silence you cotnplain, 


Yet ſtil you'll ask, and askin vain; ' 
For, not a word ot? Pudding 


There's your true Spaniels for you, Sirs; _ 
Kick 'em, they'll love you ne're the worſe, 
' But, like good Chriſtian honeſt Curs, 
Or Women of Moſcovy, 

The longer CuGagel one provides, 
To exerciſe their Back and Sides, 
\ The — their Good-will abides, T1524 
nd they ll the Jonger love Ye 
But, Tories, takea Friend's Advice. ...... 
Well-willer to your Noſe and Eyes, | 
[That never lik'd this Enterprize, PS 

_ToWhi 2-land ſo aging: 
' Drink for the Duke while yoo can ſtand, & 
Chaſe all Phanaticks round the Land, 


With Glaſſes ready charg'd in Hand; fk 
| But pray take heed of Fightin 


MES RE 
Or a DIO of a Drunken Club, 1683; 


de: 
T was my. ha p Spectator once to be, 
As 1 unſeen in ſecret Angle fate, _ _ 
Of that unmanly Croud, 
Who, with Wits-low, and Voices loud, - 
Were met to celebrate, Ne ab 
In Evening late, WELIOR LIK 
The Bacchanalian Solemuity, 
if what I then, F 
Or heard, or ſaw, I here relate agen 3 Ac: 
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Accuſe me not of Incivility, 

In blabbing Privacy z 
cince all Men know, that in thoſe Myſteries, 
(Qite different from other Deities) | 
No Man obliged is to Secreſy. | 

| Yea, if I ſhould conceal, 

*Twould be in vain: 
That perviousTribe would their ownAQts reveal; 
Since Wine ( tranſparent thing!) no Secret can re- 
- af —_— (tain. 
The ARors of this Scene were not of one 
Age, Humour, Figure, or Condition: 
See one with hollow Cheeks, meagre and lean, 
By Sipping-HeQtick e'en conſumed quite, 
As he a Skeleton had been, 
Enough to put Death's ſelf into a fright : 
Only in this he ſeem'd to differ from the Dead 
He lifted off his Hand up to his Head. 
Another ſwoln up with Hydropick Fat, 
Out-ſtrutting Eyes, and Paunch that ſo o'er-grows, 
He might vie Bellies with the very Burt, 
From whence the precious Liquor flows. 
One comes with Crimſon Face, 

More red than Ery/apelas z | 
Another Pale, thro Vital Heat ſtruck dead, 
By greater heat of Wine extinguiſhed. 

Yet is the Caſe of both much what the ſame, 

Nature, in one, is on a Flame, 

And, in the other, all in Aſhes laid. 
One young as Hebe, ſmooth as Ganimede, 
Another old Sitenas ſeems to be, 

With trembling Hand, and Palſy-Head, 
And lame on Feet, with gouty Malady : 

_ One Grave and Saturnine, 
Another; jolly, brisk and fine, _ 
te ſrem'd not much-unlike-the luſty God of Wine. 


mo 


 No6 boaſt of Blood will here allowed be; 


Who yeſterday was Puny, now is crown'd a King, 
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One Noble was, yclep'd a Lord, I wis, 

Another did a meaner Title take, 

A Tinker hight ; but alPs one, that or this, 

Ly#an Laws no difference do make, 

Cups reconcile Degrees, and Natures too; 

He Nobleſt is, who can in Drink out-do: 


But what from tender Grape is preff. 
No need of Heraulds, or their Blazonry 
He bears beſt Coat, who bears his Liquor beſt; 
(Such Paſlive Valour is in moſt Requeſt) 

| Notalk of Race, or Pedigree; 

For Honour here is a mere ſudden thing : 

The Garland hops from Brow to Brow, 
As more,or leſs,the moiſtAtchievements grow, 


But ſee : the Battel comes, EL 
 - _ Sound Trumpets now, and Drums ! 
Two Armies tank'd, and fating, I eſpy'd ; 
Whom nothing but one long Plain did divide, 
The Table cal'd. Well choſen Ground for both; 
So plain, and ſmooth, _ 
It gave no vantage unto either Side. 
Signal once giv'n, the Bullets fly 
From fide to ſide, fo furiouſly, go 
That. in ſhort time, none ſcap'd without a Wound, 
Yea bloody Wound ; only, *twixt this 
And common Wounds ſome difference is, 
That thoſe do let Blood out, but theſe infund. 
One thing indeed I musg'd to ſee, 
Each Soldier to his own Month lift his Paw, 
Before he aim'd at Face of Enemy. CRRT, 
What ? ſure, quoth I, theſe do their Bullets chaw, 
Before they fight. Or, is it Dutch-man's Law, 


Who, 
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Who, eer his Valour in Sea Fight appear, 
rirſt takes a Doſe of his own Gunpowder ? - 
And now the Battle's hot, Each Champion grows 
(Like chafed Lion) more enrag'd by Blows. 
' For Wounds do Valour but augment, 
Wounds broach theirFury,and giveRagea vent. 
Nothing will now their keen Revengecontent, 
_ Until they ſee their Foes th 
Lie proſtrate at their Feet, ſenſeleſs and dead 
 __ And hence their Blows 
Are leve'd all againſt 


I 
the SouPs chief Seat, the 
And, by this time, me-thought, I ſaw 
Dame Reaſon trembling ſtand upon 
The Top of her Conarion, 
Dreading a Deluge from the Floods below. 
As Mortals in Deucalion's Flood, on cliff 
Of Caucaſus, or Tenariff, 
On Airy Alps, or Apennine, | 
Prolong'd that Fate, which they could not decline. 
But what ſhe fear'd is come. 
See! the Waves riſe, and Billows foam ; 
And waſhing firſt her Foot, and Shin, 
Then Walſt and Shoulders, Neck and Chin, 
Atlaſt quite ſtopher Mouth, ſurround her piercing 
Yea ſwallow Head and Brain, (Eye, 
Till nought of her doth viſible remain, = 
No not the very Hair, 
Which ſtands upright, 
Thro diſmal fright, 
But all, by ſwelling Surge, ſurmounted are. 
VI. 


And now a new Scene comes, The Cenſor's gone; 
All things in medley and confuſion run. 

Words now, like Thieves in Interregnums, break 
Their Prifons. All Men hear, and all Men ſpeak: 
Yet none another underſtands, nor yet 


Himſelf a whit. And, 
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And, could ſome nimble-handed Scribe have writ 

All that was ſaid, Babel had been retriey'd, 
And all her Tongues reviv'd. 

Yea moreconfus'd theſe Fongues,than BabePs were: 


They talk of Towers on Earth, but theſe in Air, 


FIIE | 
One is all Manhood, talks of nothing elſe, 


But Swords, and Guns, and Forts, and Citadets 


Sieges, and Fights by Sea and Land, 


And with a Gravity Cenforian, 


*Twixt generous Scorn and Pity, doth condemn 
What the World calls Exploit, or Stratagem. 
Alas ! your Dutch-Fights, or Blake's Tunis Knacks, 
What were they all, but Squibs and Cracks? 
Throw Eighty Eight in, 
"Twas but a mere Bear-baiting ; 
Cales Fight was but a Flotter, 
And Great Zepanto, fam'd of yore, 
To a true Sea-Fight, was no more 
(Altho Hiſtorick Coxcombs make a Splutter) ' 
Than ſhootingDucks in fog ,or ſtabbing ofanOtrer, 
[1] 
Some talk of Bajazet's great Battel ; 
*T was more a Tumult, than a Fight, 
I would more Execution with one | 
Well-marſhal'd, reſolute Troop, have done, 
Than Tamerlain's long droveof Motley Cattel. 
And Canne Field (to ſpeak theright) 
Was merely loſt for want 
Of Courage both, and Management. 
O, how I would have knockt, had I been therc, 
'And kickt, and cuff*d that Punick Cur, 
As long as he could ſtir ! 
I would have giv'n him Beef to his Vineger- 
The ſtripling Macedonran, 
What wasShe to a Man, 


Altho 
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Altho his Legends makea mighty pother ! f 
And thoſe two Roman Boys, 
Who in Pharſalian Fray did make ſuch noiſe 
(As Lucan prates) ny did bit ſpit at one another; 
IX. 


"The World did neer yet know 
What Reſolution, join'd with Art, could do, 
Could I but find 
A pack of Heroes to my Mind, 
And ot as clear 
A Valour, as myſelf; I'd not deſpair | 
To rid poor Chriſtendom of allits Fear, 
I'd ſeize the Turk in his own Dardanells, 
That all theSpells 
Of Magick Art ſhould never ſet him free. 
Then wafting o'er the Euxine Sea, | 
To Chamof Tartary, 
Id make his Cham-ſhip, and his fat-flac'd Mer 
For eating raw Horſe-legs agen. 
ES» - Perſaan King 
Id take, and in his Carpets roll | 
Him up, like his own Silk-worms ; and ſo bririg 
Him quite away under my Arm. MAogul 
I'd make to ſtoop; or, if he durſt advance 
His ſturdy Lance, 
Id hamſtring him, and all tis Elephants. 
So paſling on _ 
To China, and Japan, 
To Africk ſhore, and to American, 
I'd conquer th? Univerſe, in far leſs bound (round, 
Of time, than lazy Drake, or Magelan could failit 
p # 


Another, he is all State-Policy ; _ 
Eſteeming then himſelf moſt wiſe 
In Myſteries 
Of Government, when he 
Bas loſt the Hegemonick Facdlty, 
T 


wo. If 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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As if his Wine-ſoakt Brains 
__ Like Rivers were, 
Which ever deepeſt are, 
In times of greateſt Floods, and Rains. 
| Or, as a watry Brook, 
In Moon-ſhine Night, we look, 
And ſce the Stars, how in their Orbs they move, 
So, while with Wine 
His liquid Brains do ſhine, 


He ſees the Motions of the Powers above : 


Europe, quoth he, 
Is merely loſt 1 ſee, 

For lack of good Intelligence, 

And underſtanding of Intrigues, 

The Crafts of Treaties and of Leagues, 
This ſpoils all States, -and ruins Governments. 
But, were I once in Secretary's Place, 

Fd quickly bring things toa better pals. 
Alas! Colbert's an Aſs, 

Fd fox him with his own'French Wine ; 
Then gage his Brains, and ſo the bottom find, 
Extent and Compaſs 'of the French Deſi gn. 
The Jeſuits themſelves I'd undermine ; 
Out-do th” Ignatian Criples in their Play, 
I'd balt e're I was lame, as well, and better far 

XI. Chan they. 

Are theſe the Pope's Grand Tools ? 
Worſhipful Noddies ! who but blundriog Fools, 

Would ever have forgot 
To burn thoſe Letters that reveard their Plot ? 
Or in an Ale-houſe told, that Godfrey's dead, 
Three days before he was diſcovered ; 

Leaving the filly World to call to mind 
That common Logick, They that hide can find? 
But ſee their Maſter Policy 
On Primroſe- Hill ! 
Where their Grand Enemy, Rſs 


| 


\ 
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Like $4u] upon Mount G3lboa, doth lie 
Faln on his Sword, as he himſelf did kill, 
But O the Infelicity! RE: 
That Blood was freſh, and guſht out of the Wound, 
This ſo congealed that not one ſpot. was found, 
No, not upon his Sword ; as if it would 
| Tell us, *twas guiltleſs of its Maſter's Blood. 
Some Carcaſes, by bleeding, do declare; 
This by not bleeding, ſhew'd the Murderer. 
But, to his broken Neck, I pray, 
What can our Politicians ſay? 
He hang'd, then ſtab'd himſelf, for a ſure way : 
Or firſt he ſtab'd himſelf, then wrung about 
His Head, for madneſs, that advisd him to't. 
Well, Primroſe, may our Godfrey's Name on thee 
(Like Hyacinth) inſcribed be, 
On thee his Memory flouriſh ſtill, 
(Sweet as thy Flower, and laſting as thy Hill) 
Whilſt bluſhing Somerſet, to her 
Eternal ſhame, ſhall this Inſcription wear : 
The DeviPs an Aſs ; for Jeſuits, on the ſpot, 
Broke both the Neck of Godfrey, and their Plot. 
Thus ſpake this Sage : whilſt I from thence, 
Infer'd, amidſt heaps of Impertinence, 
Fools ſometimes chop on Truth, and Drunkards 
, (ſtumble upon Senſe. 
n XII. 
Another's all Art, and Philoſophy. 
Encyclopedia, with its mighty ſound, 
What ist, quoth he, but when the Brain turns 
Of which verſatile Ingeny (round ? 
No Man, Pm fure, is Maſter more than1. 
Tongues are my Element. I declare, 
I] talk with any Man onEarth, 
And yet a Dearth 
Of Words will never fear, 
The fertile Cups: beſt Diftionar ies are. 
2 


And 
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And as for Rhetorick, that two. handed Art” 
Which plays both Plaintiff 'S, andDefendant': SPart: 
To me 'tis Natural : for, ev'n now, whate er 
Me-thinks 1look on, double doth appear, 
___ Logick'sa Toy. Alas! | 
PII prove by Syllogiſms, a Man's an Aſs; 
Yet never ſtir out of this Room, 
(Molt Reverend Friends) to find a Medium, 
Arithmetick, and Algebraick Arts, 
What are they to a Man of Parts? 
A Member, he 
 _ Unworthy ſure muſt be 
Of ſuch a Learned Club as this, 
Who underſtands not what a Reckoning is. 
Aſtronomy's a Science which I know 
Sothorowly, that my Head ev'n now, 
I feel, is in the Clouds : and with each Star 
Pm fo familiar 
Without a Jacob's Staff, I know not how to go. 
X111. 
Philoſophy both new and old I know ; : 
The ſeven wiſe Men, of whom the Grecians tell us, 
Were but a Club of honeſt Fellows, 
Thar fat, and drank, and talkt, as we do nom; 
Until the Reckning was come, 
Then every Man threw in his Symbolum. 
Yea Sefts of old had their Origination 
But from the Liquor's various Operation. 
Some, when inſpir*d by the Barrel, 
Grew ſceptical, or apt to quarrel : 
Others, inclin*d to the Dogmatick way, 
Are wondrous poſitive in all they ſay. 
*Twas the ſame Sherry, 
That made Democritus ſo merry, 
And weeping Heraclite ſo __ ne 
 Forhe (as moſt ſſppoſe) _ 
Was Maudlin, when he ſaivera "1 at Nc ole, FM 
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come would be ſo dead drunk,that,pinch them neer 
5 hard, they never felt-: theſe 'Stoicks were. - 
Others were ſenſible a little, 
And this was calPd the Peripatetick Whittle, 
Others, of Epicurus mad-cap ſtrain, 
No Pleaſure knew like drunk, and drunk again : 
Yeaev'n grave Plato's Academick Tribe 
No ſcruple made to _ 
Until Idea's crawled in their Brain. 
As for mechanick Virtuoſo's Skill, 
That found all Knowledg in Experiments, 
(Altho indeed I know what 'tis, full wel}, 
To make Man's Reaſon truckle to his Senſe). 
Yet I have found a more compentlious way ; 
For whilſt, in queſt of Nature, they 
By tedious ſearches clear the ObjeQ, I 
Do all, by ſtrengthening the Faculty z _ | 
With brisk Falernum, clear the dim-ey'd Soul ; 
This was Pm ſure the old Philoſophy, (Bowl. 
That ever ſought for Truth I th" bottom of the 
XIV. 
But the moſt frequent Humor" ol behind ; 
Which is, totalk of Grave Divinity. 
Of which the proper Reaſon to aſlign, 
Ifind it not an eaſy Fask tobe, ' 
Whether frony 'thatnear Conſanguinity, 
: "And natural Love 
: Twixt Bacchus and great Jove : 
Whoſe Son he was, and hatch'd up in his Thigh, / 
in place we commonly do call Popes- Eye ; 
An Omen that in time he'd-prove 
A great DiQtator in Theology : © 
--Or, that theGrape ſo ſweet, 
That Ne@ar of the Gods, does Men inſpire 
With ſacred Fire, © (height : 
And raiſe their. Thoughts to more- than humane 
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Or that the [ntelledt doth gaſping lie, 
And thence toutter doth deſire _ 
Some few grave bins 76 before ſhe die. 
V 


'To give you an Account of my Belief, 
| Quoth onedeep Sage, who thought himſelfa Chief, 
Im no Mahometan, 
But utterly defy the Alcoran, 
Whoſe curſed Laws forbid the Uſe of Wine. 
Nor ſhall the Jews-Religion be mine, | 
Which fo abhors that harmleſs Beaſt, the Swine, 
The Pope I do pronounce to be. 
Stark. Antichriſtian, 
Which prove by forty Arguments I can, 
But only, name this one; 1 ſhall, 
So ſtrong, it well may ſerve for all; 
He takes the Cup from th* honeſt Laity. 
| Baſe dirty Clown! 

RY Iwonderin what Town, 
Unleſs It were Hogs- Norton, he was bred ; 
_-_  *» Todrinkto Men, 
| And preſently forbid, 

On pain of Death they muſt not pledg agen. 
Were he un-erring, as he does pretend, 
His Wit would him have better Manners taught: 
But Wit and Manners both I fee, are naught, 
_ __. And ſhalll then believe 
What ſuchaſlovenly Religion faith, 
And pin my Faith a 
Upon a ſnotty Sleeve ? 
_ No, no, if e'er my Reaſonl reſign, 
It ſhall be only to a Glaſs of VVine. 
Thus did the Hero vent © 
'Gainſt triple Crown his Diſcontent ; 
Throughout which whole Diſcourſe,thoughtl, 
An Argument cloſe coucht doth lie 
'Gainſt Rome's Infallibility, = 
| ME Rp ore My Stronger 


' Stronger than what has yet expreſſed been: 
' For Standers by are apt to think, 
That Popes ſometimes may be in Drink, 
And then as rambling _ as other Men. 
But he proceed. I could rehearſe ye. 
The State, quoth he, of Modern Controverſy : 
What Weapons keen are us'd in that ſharp Sport 
Betwixt Arminius and Dort : | b: 
How thoſe twit theſe, with turning Men 
To Stocks, and how agen | 
The Abſolute Divine 
 __ Whips Cink with Thirty nine; 
Not much unlike the Jewi/b ſconrging Diſcipline, 
I could the Gordian Knot unty 
_ Of Eccleſiaſtick Polity ; 
And tell the Street, and Sign, 
Where that Great Lady dwells, calPd Fug Dzvine, 
Who courted long by all has been, 
But ſtill ſo coy, ſhe's ſcarcely to be ſeen, 
I cauld diſcourſe of Ceremonial Jar, 
(That leaſt yet greateſt War) 
Whoſe hot Spurs, on each fide, engage ſo far 
Beyond their flow-pac'd Squadrons, that oft they 
By mere purſuing loſe the Day. 
 _ Some would confine Religion's Dreſs 
To the coarſe Freeze of mere Neceſſity : 
Others attire her all in Lace, 
Preferring ſtill the greateſt Bravery. 
Some make her all Embroidery, and Seaming : 
Some let her ravel out, for lack of Hemming. 
Some are reſolv'd to ſcruple-whatſoc'er 
Is by Authority injoyn'd : | 
Whilſt ſome again, to croſs the others Mind, 
Wiſhall things were enjoyn'd, that ſcrupled are. 
But how much better would it be, 
Would but you Bigots of each ſide, quoth he, 
T 4 Come 
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Come hither to obſerve our prudent Faſhion, 
Anc imitate our ſignal Moderation! 

For we, in theſe : 

Solemnities, WA. 
Do »-:ther ſcruple; nor preſs Modes upon ye: ; 
Drink either with, or without Ceremony. 
Each Man enjoys his Liberty, provided 
| Hetakes his Cup, 

And drinks all up, 


p 


All other Doubts and Circumſtances = are decided, 
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' But by this time Tongues Yan to reſt ; K 
The talking Game was at the beſt: 
A ſleepy Scene beginneth to appear. | 
| | Bright Reaſon's Ray, 
By damp of Wine, within this Hemiſphere, 
Was quench'd before: and nowdim Senſe, to ſtay 
Muſt not expe@, long after her. 


_ So when Night's faireſt Lanthorn, Cynthia bright, 
Tsfet ; each little Miſt, or thin-ſpread Cloud, 


Sufficient is to ſhroud © 
The pink-ey'd Stars, and make a pitchy Night. | 
Old Morpheus comes with leaden Key, 
His drouſy Office to perform ; 
Tho lome there are, that do affirm 
*T was Bacchus did it ; and that he. 
Had legal Right to lock. up each Man's Brain : 
| Sifice every Room 
His own Goods did contain, 


And was his proper Wine-Cellar become. - 


Some Jowni into their Seats do ſhrink, v 
As Snuffs in Sockets fink 5 8.59 


Some throw themſelves upon the: Bed, 
Some at Feet, and ſome at Head, Lv 
Same Croſs, "ſome Slope-wiſe, as they can -/ 


Like Hogs i AW or Herri pgs in a Pan, REO 
£ BET ripgs P gow 
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Some on the Floor do make their humble Bed, 
(Proper effe& of Wine!) 
So overladen Vine, | 
Prop failing, bows ts bunchy Head, 
To kits the Ground, from whence *twas nouriſhed. 
One, ſtouter than the reſt, maintain'd the Field, 
And ſcorn' dto yield. 
A Roman Emperor, ftanding, vow'd to die, 
And ſo quoth he, willI; 
Tili nodding, as he 50d. the Churliſh Wall 
Repuls'd his Head, and made him reeling fall ; 
| So with 2 job. - 
_ Embrac'd the common lot, 
The laſt, but yet the Brea, » Trophy of them all, 
X 


| Soſlept they ſound ; but whilſt they ſlept, 
Nature, which all this while had kept 
_  Herlaſt reſerve of Strength, 
In Stomach's Mouth, where, Helmont ſaith, 
The Soul its chiefeſt Manſon hath, 
'Began at length 
ok kick, and frisk, and ſtoutly ſtrove 
To throw the liquid Rider, off. 
For now her Caſe like Mariners was grown, 
In leaky Ship, ſhe muſt or pump or drown. 
Or whether that the Wine, which, till this time, 
Was wont to dwell in Cellar's cooler Clime, | 
Now put in Stomact's boiling-pot, | 
Found its new Habitation too hot. 
 WhatCer it was, the Floods guſht out 
\  Fromey' ry ſpout, 
With ſuch a Force, they made a fulſom Fray, 
One who athwart his Neighbour lay, 
Did right into his Pocket aife mbogue ; 
For which the other wauld have W's him Rogue, 
But that his fqreſtalPd Mouth (Brawls to prevent) 
Repleniſht \ Was with the ſameElement, *. Ph 
% 7 


/ 
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Pt next Man's Face another ſpues, 
Who doth, with nimble Repartee, retort 
His own, and his Aſſailant's Juice, 
And ſo returns him double for”? f. 
_ One witha Horizontal Mouth, 
Diſcharges up into the Air, | 
Which falls again in perpendicular : 
Much like thoſe Clouds in Sea, that's South, 
Which in a Lump deſcend,and quite (light. 
O'er-whelm the Ship on which they chance to 
The Floor with ſuch a Deluge was o'erflown, 
As would infallibly have ran 
Quite thro, and to its native Cellar gone, 
As Rivers circulate to th? Ocean; 
Had it not been incraſlate with a Scum, 
' Which did, for company, from Stomach come. 
Nor was this all. The ſ{urly Element, 
With Oral Channels not content, 
Reverberates, and downward finds a Vent : 
Which my nice Muſe to tell forbears, 
And begs.,for what is +" "20 pardon of your Ears, 
8, 


At length the Storm blows o'er;theSky grows clear, 
Clouds are diſpePFd, and Fogs, and Fumes, 
And Madam D:anoia now reſumes _ (ſtair, 
Her Throne ; when nimble Drawer mounts the 
And eveſling, by this time, theſe Heroes were 
In Reckning-caſe ; z produceth, ſans delay, _ 
A Bill more ſwel'd, and more inflan'd than they. 
Gigantick Items! yet evicted 
Nothing could be, nor contradicted 
By any of the Company ; ; 
Becauſe *twas all beyond Man's Memory. 
Since then Objetion was fruitleſs, | 
Solution muſt be the Buſineſs. 
All Pockets (but ev'a now well lin'd) were ſwept, 
Not one Croſs for a Neſt-egg kept. 
Tokens, 
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Tokens, and ſingle Pence, muſt go, 
 Jacobuſles, and Medals too; 
 Andall coolittle to diſcharge the Score, 
But forc'd to ſigna Bill for as much more. 
And thus the Poets Fiction came to paſs, 
That Bacchus quay the Golden Indid's.. 
Alldone, and now juſt ready to depart, 

I, from my cloſe receſs, out ſtart, 
Andery'd, Hold Gallants ! I perceive, 
The Play is done; yet give a Stranger leave, 

Before the Company up break, | 
Ina few words the Epilogue to ſpeak. 


.EPILOGUE. 


OW theſe mad Hurricanes are over-blown, 
In cooler Thoughts,confider what y*ha? done. 
\ Think, each of you this day has kilPd a Man, 
Stabbing with Murd'rous Hand 
That noble Reaſon, by which Mortals are 
' Moſt like their Maker, and do bear + 
Their Great Creator's Superſcription. 


Think of your ruin'd Health. See ! your ownBlood 
| Flies in your guilty Face : asif ſhe wou'd 

Now tell you, to your Head, "Tis you alone 

By whom ſhe's ſcorch't, diſordred, and undone: 


Think of thoſe Hours conſum'd in ſordid Vice, 
Thoſe Golden Sands that run in vain, 
 (Luſts Meaſure made and Sacrifice) 
Thoſe winged Hours that ne'*er return'd again. 


Think of that abuſed Wealth 
Due to your Families, or the Poor : 


Think 
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Think how you ſwallow, in each drunken Health, 
The Widows Fears, and ſtaryed "Pe Goar, 


Think of Your Bankrupt. Repyitation ;\ 56% Marth 
Each Ear abhots your m9 Ft Brntith Wink; 
More dirty than the Dirt.yo d fread upon; 
Your very Vomit ſtinks not like rH 


' Think, 1aftly, on the World's great Doom 
When ovilty Souls muſt to'an Audircome: ' 
A far more heavy Reckoning, than cer | 

ee You met with here; 
More true by far, and yet. _ more ſevere, | 


5 


Think on all this, and think on't foberly ; : 
And then perhaps you'l fay; as well as I, 
Your Mirth is Madneſs : Wine is Poiſon fell, 
Your Pa radife 1 Is Bedlam, it not Hell. 


WL 
4 
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APOEM, occaſion'd by the late Diſcon- | 

tents and Diſturbances in the State,1 691, 
With Refleftions upon the Riſe and Progreſs 
F Written by N. TATE. 


i. 


010 ——Liberics + ON 
Dixero quid, ſi forte Focoſius, Hoc mihi juris 
Cam Venia dabis, Hor. 

Vincit Amor Patrix. Vurg. 


—_»—_ 


PrEFaACE, 
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juſt a Cauſe of Indignation, as muſt make every 1g. 


wer of his Country to turn Satyriſt, or, at leaſt, ex. 


cuſe, the honeſt Zeal of ſuch as upon this Occaſzon ex. 
preſs their Reſentments, To be unconcernd for 4 
Man's Country, 15 the worſt want of natural Arc. 
tion» A Crime reputed ſo heinous amongſt the more 
generous Heatbens, that it diveſted the indulgent Bru. 
| Tus of all Compaſſion on bus Sons, whom he ſubmitted 
to the Extremity of Puniſhment, for making Comme. 
tions in the new Settlement of the Roman Liberty, 


 —— -Gnatoſque Pater nova Bella moventes 
In Peenam dulci pro Zibertate vocabit. 


| In tracing the Occaſions of the late Diſturbances and 
Diſcontents- of the State, | was unwillingly brought 
within the Verge of the Church. There 45 no Man 
that bas a. greater Veneration for the Sacred Fundion 
and Order, or the Diſcipline and Worſhip by Law Efta- 
bliſh'd.; neither does the Paſſive Principte it ſelf, that 
bas ſo nearly endanger'd the Shipwreck both of State 
| and Church, derive its ſource from the pure Fountain 
of our Reformation : *Twas a new-ſprouted Tail of the 
Dragon, that ſwept many of our Stars, tho but few 
of the firſk Magnitude ; moſt whereof recover'd them- 
= ſelves as ſoon as they were ſenſible of 
per wa fo the Conſequence. * For my own part 
£ Oy (ſays one) I am ſo little aſham'd of. 
_ altering my Opinion in this Matter, 
that I think I have nothing to bluſh for, but that1 
no ſooner diſcover'd my. Error, and the ungrate- 
ful and odions uſe that was deſign'd to be made of 
it. The Number ts but ſmall of ſuch as ſtill adhere 
20 the Prejudice of their Education under a Government, 
whoſe buſineſs it was to debatich our Principles, and diſ- 
poſe us for the Slavery that was to be brought upon us. 
What 


- 
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| What I bave touch'd concerning Penal Impoſztions 
an Conſcience, and the Nicene Aſſembly ( among#t 
hom were many Perſons that preſerv'd the Primitive 
Charafter ) 1 muſt for the Conſequence refer you to the 
Teſtimony of Church- Hiſtorians , inſtancing only one 
Paſſage in St. flilary, who gives us this Account - 
Conſcii ſumus quod poſt Nicenam Synodum nihil 
aliud quam Fidem ſcribimus, dum in Verbis pugna 
eſt, dum de novitatibus queſtio eſt, dum de Am- 
biguis Occaſio eſt, dum de Authoribus querela eſt, 
dum de ſtudiis certamen eſt, dum in Conſenſu dif- 
fculras eſt, dum alter alter Anathema eſſe czpit 
prope, jam nemo Chriſti eſt, &'c. Tandem eo pro- 
cſſum eſt ut neq; penes nos, neq; penes quenquam, 
ante nos SanQtum exinde aliquid perſeveret ; an- 
nuas atque menſtruasde Deo fides decernimus, de- 
cretis penitemus, penitentes defendimus, defenſos 
anathematizamus, aut in noſtris aliena, aut aliena 
in noſtris damnamus, & mordentes invicem, jam 
abſumpti ſumus ab invicem. = 4 

I cannot better make my Apology, than in the 
words of a late Writer upon this Occaſion, who 
ſays, It is not their declaring their Opinion 
(wherein they ſeem to me to have light upon. the 
Truth, if they had likewiſe upon the Meaſure) 
that could have moved me to ſpeak with this 1i- 
berty, but their impoſing what was not contain'd 
n expreſs words of Scripture, under Spiritual and 
Uvil Penalties, contrary to the Privilege of Reli- 
gion, and making a Precedent, follow'd and im- 
prov'd by all ſacceeding Ages, for moſt Cruel Per- 
kcutions, Ewe 

There is no Perſon ſo obſcure or incon/iderable, but 
might bave obſer? d our moſt zealous Proteſtants, both 
Churchmen and Diſſenters, to bave been all along 
Properties to the Common Enemy ; ſo viſible bave 
been the Triumphs and Inſultings of Roman Emiſſa- 
ries 


2838 POEMS m 
ries upon the Animoſities they bave ſown among 
us, and of which they reckow'd ſhortly to reap the Hay. 
The .Unreaſonableneſs (that is to ſay, the Impoſ. 
ſibility) of Force in Matters of mere Conſcience ang 
Opinion,” has demonſtrated it ſelf thro all Ages. Oy 
Difſſenters have had their Faults, and they bave ſuf- 
fer'd : Neither is it the leaſt Bleſſing amongſt thoſe 


Great and Many that ſeem to be reſerv'd for His pre- 


ſent Majeſty"s Reign, That we do »0t yet deſpair of 6 
Comprehenſion. His Majeſty has, with more than 


\  Conſtantine's Piety, /ignaliz'd bis Royal Taclination; 


the ableſt of our Spiritual Guides are zealous Endea- 
gourers for it ;, and that (ainongſt other weighty 
Reaſons ) for the True Intereſt and Inviolable Security 
of the Church Eſtabliſh'd : Which, as it influences 
the Publick Happineſs, it is the Duty of ev'n the mean- 
eſt Layman to be ſollicitous for it. And this Privilege, 
at leaſt, I may plead for what I bave ſaid ; | 


| For common quiet is Mankind's Concern, Relig,Lai 


Now as to your Cenſure of this Eſſay as a Poem, 1 
have that Indifference which is neceſſary for an ill 


Writer. If it bave the leaſt degree of Art or Beauty, 


the Fudicious will not miſs of it : Otherwiſe, I bave 
ſeldom known a Reader harangu'd into a favourable 
Opinion againſt bis Conſcience. The Nature of the 
Dialogue «blig'd me for the moſt part to Expreſſions 


that were familiar, and Sermoni propiora, You 


find it but preliminary to a more agreeable Subje®, ij 


any pitch of Zeal can warrant ſo mean a Talent inthe 


Faculty as Mine for the Undertaking. 


» 
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4 POEM occaſion'd by the late Diſcon- 
tents and Diſturbances, &c. 


N E AR 1/s Spring, the Muſes poor Retreat, 
Palemon dwelt in his unenvied Seat ; 

Whoſe little, but Hereditary Soil, 

Anſwer'd his mod'rate Hopes, if not his Toil ; 
For Nature's Wants did modeſtly provide, 
Content and Innocence the reſt ſupply'd. 

His Years declin'd, his Thoughts their manly Fire 
Preſery'd, advancing as his Days retire. 

None better knew or praQis'd in his Cell _ 

The chaſt Delights that in Retirement dwell, 
That ſcorn the Golden Manſions of the Proud, 

And fly the Haunts of the unhallow'd Croud ; 
Betimes he ſhun'd the beaten Roads of Strife, 

And found the ſecret Track to peaceful Life. 

"Too Bleſgd, if while his private Cares did ceaſe, 
No Fears had ſeiz'd him for his Country's Peace ; 
So ſtrong the Guard of Vertues which he choſe, 
Fate had no other way to his Repoſe. ry 
Religion He, and Loyalty, held dear ; | 
Bigot in neither, tho in both Sincere, _ < 
Inerry Courſe by Truth and Senſe did ſteer : 9; 
Did gen'rouſly his Rules for PraQtice draw 

From Sacred Writ, and uncorrupted Law. 

Of Church andCourt th*Encroachments did ſurvey ; 
In Prieſts and Stateſmen found the ſame foul Play ; 
Both Fun&tions ſaw alike by lnt'reſt ſway'd, 

Both gtowna Cheat, for both were growa a Trade. 


[ Philander, 
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Philander, whom the Muſes Charms had mov'd.» 
By Learn'd Palemon's Rules his Vein im prov'd, 
And next the Muſes his-Palemon lov'd. | 
His awful Steps with rev'rend diſtance trac, 
Silence and Sacred Poverty embrac'd. 

His ſole Ambition to compoſe ſome Lay, 
That might to Britain's. Pollio force its way z 
From his ſharp-judging Patron gain a Smile,” 
And of an Hour the waiting State beguile. 
In this alone he wrong'd the Publick Weal, 
: For which no Swain confeſs'd a warmer Zeal. 
T Oppreſt with Thought, one Ev'ning he repaics, 
With his Palzmon, to concert his Cares: 
Juſt then returning from his Ev'ning's Round, 
 HisFarm'sſhortBounds, the good oldSwain he found, 
| Who in his Arms brought home a new-ean'd Lamb, 
| _ A Firſtling, bot forſaken by its Dam, 
| The Youth with that unkindly Omen ſtruck, 
I To vent his penſive Thoughts occaſion took, 


And thus began 
PHIL ANDER. 


The ſame Diſorder reigns | 
[Amongſt our Flocks that has poſleſt our 'Swains ; , 
Perverſly both to their own Hopes unkind, 
Expoſe their tender Comforts to the Wind: _ 
But lately *twas that ev*'ry Shepherd ſung, - : 


W hile with the gen'ral Glee the Valleys rung, 
AsNature had renew'd,and freſh Creation ſprung; 
Each Muſe to the Reſtorer tun'd her Lyre, 
Their only and almoſt defpair'd deſire. 
They ſung, How in his por Seat he lay 

_ Silent as Night, but watchful as the Day 3 
His ſure, but ſecret Counſels did advance 
To check the Progreſs of encroaching France, 
While Belgia did the Tyrant's Summons wait, 

And Britain from the Continent disjoin'd, 
| No Safety in her Seas embrace could find, 


Not 
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_ - Not Britain knew to ſhun the common Fate. 
To Bondage fold, deſpairing to be freed _ 
The ſervile Contra&, her own A& and Deed. 
Her Roman Maſters at their Conqueſt ſmile ; 
Secure in Hopes, they cantle ont the Ifle. 
Palemon, you muſt needs remember well _. 
 Thatruthful Seaſon which you could foretel, 
To Unbelievers preacht, who mourn'd too Jate 
; Their Trojan Fathers Folly, and their Fate. 
If juſt Diſdain will ſuffer, call to mind. 

How in that penſive Time ; 
\ Our Swains at their own handy-work repin'd, 
And curs'd their Tillage to new Lords aflign'd z 
Wiſh'd Blight and Mildews on their gen'rous Soil. 
Fer Lubber-Prieſts ſhould batten on the Spoil, > 
And conſecrated Sloth devour their Toil. 
By Husbandmen of yore forwarn'd the Harm, 
No Caterpillars like a ſacred Swarm. 
The vile Remembrance we can ſcarce ſupport, 
How Vermin to our Palace did reſort, 
And Nations purg'd their Scum into'our Court. 
The Rogue was qualify'd for Magiſtrate, 
Tribunals then were Shambles of the State. 
We ſuffer'd much, and Fear ſuggeſted more, 8 


I 
i 


Till Ruin ſhould oferwhelm our fencelefs Shore, 
We heard the near advancing Billows roar. 

With ev'ry Guſt tl? impetuous Tide came on, 

Our Sluces open'd, and our Moundings gone, 
When Tyranny with Sword high-brandiſl'd ſtood, 
And Zeal, the worſt of Fiends, for ſeeming good, 
The Monſter now confeſt with darted Claws, 
And lick*d for Thirſt of Blood her frothy Jaws. 
p thenFame'sVoicedid firſt our Coaſts ſurprize, 
(A Voice like that ſhall bid the Dead toriſe) 
That brave Naſſau approach'd to our Relief : 
With Joy as ſpeechleſs as our former Grief, 


uz The 
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The Tidings wereceiv'd; with early Eyes; 
Preventing Day, we watch'd the Eaſtern Skies; 
At laſt the Hero came, the long expeQted Gueſt, 
As from a preſent Deity 
| T he conſcious Monſters fly, - 
The SpeQters vaniſh'd, and the Land had reſt. 
PAL A MON. 
UnparallePd'in Story was the Change! 
But nothing, where ſuch Virtue works, is ſtrange: 
PHIL ANDE RK 
Then tell me, good Palamon, whence this Cloud 
_ Of Diſcontent, that does our Morning ſhroud ? 
Can we ſo ſoon grow ſick of Happineſs, 
So ſoon ſuſpe the Bleſſings we polſleſs ? 
The Reaſons of this ſtupid Change relate, 
Our Fault or Lot, our Folly or our Fate. 
PAMLOAEMON. 
Too ſoon we ſlept, and let the watchful Foe, 
Before our Wheat was ſprung, his Darnel ſow, 
PHIL ANDER. 
A diſappointed Foe you cannot blame, 
At once by Int'reſt urg'd Revenge and Shame. 
Think not a loſing Gameſter will be fair, 
Who at his beſt ne'er play'd vpon the Square. 
"- PAL MA MON. 
Rome's Frauds are now of ſuch an antient Date, 
The Harlot pleads her Privilege to cheat. 
Her holy Panders too you muſt forgive, 
W ho keep her Trading up, by which they live : 
The Ghoſtly Pimps muſt ſtarve, or elſe combine, 
For her Support, the State to undermine. 
Neceſlity ſways here with ſome Pretence 
To Right Divine — at leaſt to common Senſe : 
But who that unintelligible Wight 
Can e'er decipher, calPd a Jacobite ? 
(The Appellation he with Pride do's claim, 
Nor will I grutch him the auſpicious Name) _ 
= 4 0 


How ſhall we him define, who neer could find*® 
The Sentiments of his own wayward Mind ? 
Foe to nis Own, and to his Country's Eaſe, ' 
And whom no Colour of Afﬀeairs can pleaſe : 

For, truſt him with the Pow'r he do's aſpire, 

With mad Career he drives into the Mire ; 

While grov'ling there, in woful Plight he lies, 

He wearies Earth and Heav'n with reſtleſs Cries. 

Aſſiſt the Wretch, and place him on firm Land, 

He'll curſe the Friendly unexpected Hand. 
PHIL ANDER. 

How diſmal were your State, ye murm'ring Race, 
Shou'd your own fatal Wiſhes once take place ? 
But Heav'n, and Godlike Kings, their Grace extend, 
And ev'n to ſave tl ingratetul condeſcend, 

PA Los MON. | 
Ah! what can Heav'n, and Godlike Kings de- 
(viſe. 
For their Relief ? what Charm unſeal their Eyes, 
Whom common Danger warns not to be wiſe ? 
TH FHIL ANDSE ©. 

Yet, good Palemon, leſt the Plague increaſe, 
Mark out and brand the Troublers of our Peace. 

P ALA M O N. 

_ The Fattion a meer Hydra you will find, e 
Whoſe different AſpeQs toone Trunk are join'd, 7 
Of Human Form, but all of Serpent-Kind. ; 
Some hiſs and murmvr, whom no Schemes of Law 
Can pleaſe, but what their own wild Notions draw ; 
Nor would ev'n theſe content theChangelings long. 
Others by Sympathy affe&t the Wrong, 

ToError by Impulſe of Nature led, <q 
Like Dungeon Toads on pois'nons Vapours fed, 
'Mongſt Caitifs, who had ſold for ſtated Sums 
Their Country, ſummon'd now to haſty Dooms. 


3 | They 


2164:  FOEMIM 
They who had longeſt truſted, moſt repin'd, J 
Diſcarded Knaves, to want and ſhame conſign'd, 
| The Drude'ry paſt, their dear Arrears behind. 
For Envy ſome revile, who wanted Heart 
In the bold Scene to bear a timely Parr. 
Somme who nor Prince nor Providence dare truſt, 
Cantious how they too ſoon the Foe diſguſt, 
 Necry the Cauſe, of preſent Grace aſlur'd, 
And wiſely for another Turn ſecur'd. 
Some (leepy Sots, born ſwiftly down the Stream, 
Wake,ſtare,& think the wondrovsChangeaDream, 
Some who had lent their helping-hand, recoil ; 
For want of Buſineſs, their own Work they ſpoil; 
Fall off, as they came on, they knew not why ; 
Start any Game, and they'll purſue the Cry. 
Miſtaken Politicks did ſome incenſe; 
And fome found fault for honeſt want of Senſe. 
The frailer Soul (for when were Women wiſe ?) 
_ Giveear to murm” ring Fiends ſuggeſted Lies, 
Fair gloz'd to cheat *em of their Paradiſe. | 
PHIL AND ER, 
But Man methinks his Reaſon ſnould recal, 
Not let frail Woman work his ſecond Fall, 
P ALeE MON. 
The Sex to cenſare were unjuſt and rude: . 
Tie Foe has few to boaſt beſide the Leud. 
 Toſpiritual Whore-mongers let Whores be kind,} 
Their carnal Harlotry were too conun'd, 
Without the Fornication of the Mind. 
Rank next the giddy T houghtleſs Lawleſs Rout, 
The Atheiſt, and miſtakenly Devout; 
Bigots whoſe crots- grain'd Piety looſe-rid, 
Starts, flounces, kicks 
Tame *ſſes when by Tyrants they” re beſtrid, 
PHIL ANDYE R 
Ah! whendid Miſchief in the State begin, 
Where Confcience did not for her ſhare comein ? 
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FALeE MON. 
Mark the whole Chain of Publick Woes, you'l find 
The laſt Link ſtill to the Prieſt's Girdle join'd. 
Pan proſper me, as I the Funaion hold 
Moſt Sacred, and the Watchmen of the Fold ; 
But hate the Shepherds who their Labour ſpare, > 
To Hirelings leave their Flocks, their only Care 
To call at Sheering-time for an ungodly Share : 
Fleece-warm, and with an Amarylls ſped, 7 
They pipeand feaſt, and jocund Meaſures read, 
While theirlean Sheeplook up, and are not fed. © 
Nor care which way, make but the Stipend large, 
Thro Door or Breach they climb into the Charge : 
Profit with them is Grace's loudeſt Call ; 
Preferment?s Sacred, let the Blefling fall © 
From a Court-Miſtreſs, or a Prieſt of Baal. | 
PHIL ANDER. 
From hence,from this corropted Fountain's Head, 
The poiſon'd Stream of Paſlive Nonſenſe ſpread. 
Divines of Fortune, to deſerve their Pay 
From Court, the People to the Prince betray ; 
With Fire and Lough-Bells for his Service ſer, 
To awe the Partridge, while he ſpreads his Net ; 
To honeſt Self-Defence Damnation give, 
And ring their conſtant Peal, Prerogative. 
RAG MON 
While elder Chanricleers, and more inſpir'd, 
To ſound the Spiritual Watch alone aſpir'd, 
Our young and dapper Brood of forward Chicks 
No ſooner perch, but ſcream out Politicks. 
Grown Pariſh-Cocks, each in his Barn can crow 
Againſt tame. Fowl, but Cravens to the Foe; 
Plump, richly-plum?d, and of the treading ſtrain, 
They ſtrut amongſ{ their Hens, and ſpread their 
(pompous Train. 
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PHILANDER 
Ah! had the Paſſive Syſtem no ſupport 


Beſide the Cock'ril Clergy of the Court, 


The Churchlong ſince had lent the Cauſe her Hand ; 
But awful Names, and ſuch as bore Command, 


| Too far, too long indulg'd the ſickly Dream: 


Peace ſprings ; but while reſerv'd thoſe "_—_ 
TO Os __ (emf 
The Herd gaze on, and dare not taſt the ſtream. ) 
P AL et MON. 
Enough : If Great Examples may prevail, 
Our brighteſt Stars have ſcap'd the Dragon's Tail; 
Have own'd Heav'ns Cauſe, and took their Michael's 
: Part, 
Nor e&'er from free-born Truths Defencedid I 
\W hoſe Senſe no Gorgons, fio Chimeras charm, 
To hang dead Weights on their Reſtorer's Arm; 
Who ne'er to ſlaviſh Principles gave way, 
That would Religion, Church and State betray: 
Fromantient SanQtions ſtill their Meaſuresdrew ( 


And, tho they ſoar'd not with a modern Cre, ; 


Euſebia ne'er cou'd boaſt of Sons more true. 


\ In tthis bright Liſt let that learn'd Champion come, 


Euſebia's Glory, and the Scourge of Rome ; 
W hoſe piercing Wit toall her Frauds gave light, 


The deep engender?d Births of Papal Night. 


The Fiends, who long ſecure in Darkneſs lay, 
Shrunk from his Beams, and yield at ſight of Day: 
Of num'rons Champions can Euſebia boaſt z; 
But this the Leader of the Sacred Hoſt. 
P:H4'L 4A N-DE K- \ 

Yet equal Praiſe to that learn'd Paſtor give, 
Of Modern Skill, and Meekneſs Primitive; 
But bold in Fight, with Arguments conciſe, 

He lightens in the Eyes of Rome and Vice : 

With Wonder Men, with Triumph Angels ſee 

i!is blameleſs Lite, from Pride and Paſſion ire: | 
| R ; 0 
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No Prieſt more frank the Ghoſtly Counſel gives; - 
No Lay-man with more lib'ral Hand relieves. 
UnpraQtis'd in the Worldly Shepherd's Guile, 
His Life's whole Buſineſs is to reconcile ; 

His very Aſpect breathes an- Air of Grace 

So mild, he carries Goſpel in his Face. 

How ſhall Euſeb:a then her ſelf excuſe, 

Whoſe Builders cou'd this Corner-ſtone refuſe ? 
A ES © 6 = * 

Yet &en th'unjaſt Repulſe his Worth confeſs'd, 
Rejected by the Many, not the Beſt. 

PAL A MON. 

Ah ! without Envy ler the Truth be told, 

Such as ne'er knew the Shepherd's ſtaff to hold, C 
Fear'd Moderation wou'd ſer ope the Fold. | 
"FAIL ANDEA£ 

Oft have found, while I my Sheep did guide 
ToPaſtures ſweet, the Friendly Gate ſet wide; 
They freely enter'd, and my Crook obey'd, 

But ſtill of narrow Inlets were afraid: 

Or if a Bridg too ſtreight they ſpy'd afore, 

Wou'd rather take the Stream, than venture o'er. 
But fay, what Prejudice had thence enſu'd, 

Had they receiv*d the ſeparate Multitude ? 

Was ever Shepherd yet a Foe to Peace, 

Oreer repin'd to ſee his Flock increaſe ? 

TheFold ſet ope, had gain'd more Sheep,'tis true, 
But had withal receiv'd more Shepherds too, 
Who with new Stewards Diligence at firſt 
(lf not for Conſcience-ſake) their Flocks had nurs'd; 
Our Loiterers from hence foreſaw their Doom, 

' When none but painful Paſtors cou'd have room. 
Ihis made ”em rave like Men on Ruin's brink, 9' 
And cry, the Deluge comes, ſtop ev*ry Chink, C 
vuut faſt the Door, or elſe the Ark will ſink. - k. 
Ee G 
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To loſe one uſeleſs Peg did Shipwreck ſeem, 
Andev'ry rotten Rafter was a Beam. 
FRHIL AND E-|: 
Let queſtion'd Beauties owe their Charms to Drek, 
Euſebia's Frame does all that's Fair poſſeſs; 
Too gaudy Tire but makes a Matron ſcorn'd, 
Let mild Euſebia- ſhine 
A Firmament by her own Stars adorn'd. 
| | P&C SS MY N. 
Vet Meteors to the Firmament may riſe, 
And Comets Peſtilent invade the Skies : 
*T was fo of old.- = 
T heir Influence in firſt Ages did appear, 
Bright and untroubled ſhone the Church's Ste 
Till Sonsof Vengeance got th'Aſcendent there, . 
In petty Factions firſt her Stars engag'd, 
Till War broke out, and Perſecution rag'd. 
This Peſt, by Conſtautine? s warm Summer bred, 
At once thro all thVinfeed Clergy ſpread. 
The bloody Paths had long 1 in vain been trod, 
Till Heathen Princes, tir'd, threw down the Rod: 
Ambitious Prieſts the Utenſil to burn 
Thought pity, ti!! themſelves had took their turn, 
And perſecuting by more dextrous Rules, 
Prov'd Maximine and Diocle/ian Fools. 
*T was Rooting up God's Heritage before, 
While Magiftrates the Iron Scepter bore: 
In Them the Exerciſe, tho more ſevere, 
Was Diſcipline, and Ecclefpaſtick Care. 
PHIL ANDE R 
For Church or State on Conſcience to impoſe, 
Muſt wider make the Breach they think to cloſe : 
And he that Fetters wou'd for Reaſon find, 
May ſhackle the Sun-beams, and graſp the Wind, 
Which no Reſtraints of Human Laws will know, 
But whete and when they pleaſe will. ſhine or blo. 


But 


rat Truth ſhould bind 3 And your Opinion's true, 

And erring Judgments ſhould ſubmit ro you, 
rant ——— 

- firſt you muſt convince by Reaſon's Light, 

That They miſtake, and You are in the right : 

Where You miſtake, and they the Truth may hir, 

Will you to your own Rule of Force ſubmit ? 

You'll plead the Privilege They urg'd before, 

Conviction crave, and They demand no more. 

Conviction clear the Soul can only win ; 

With Club or Hammer try to force the Pin, ca 

TheBrains you may beat out, ner drive theNotion 

Abſurd the Zeal that Goſpel's Pow'r promotes 

'Gainſt Goſpel-Laws,and Peace by cutting Throats; 

That Faith to plant does Charity disband, 

And break for doubtful Truths a clear Command. 

Since firſt this Peſt the Chriſtian World annoy'd, 7 

Siace Perſecuting Power the Church enjoy'd, : 

Zeal marr*d. Religion, Creeds the Faith deſtroy'd. 

PF AL MON. - 

Where Rome bears ſway,bid Laws Divine farewel, 
And Human Rights Vaſſert, is to rebel. 
Peak, ſuffering Witneſs, I appeal to Thee, 

Thou Firſt Apoſtle of our Liberty, (\ume 

Condemn'd to Stripes. Thy Crime? Thou didſt pre- 

To write *gainſt Arbitrary Pow'r and Rome ; 

Diſt Inferences of ſtrange Treaſon draw, 

And ſay, *Twas legal to defend the Law. 

Thy envious Foes ne other Crimes could urge, 

And to confute thy Pen, produc'd the Scourge. 
PHIL ANDE R. 

You mention'd Conftantine, in whoſe mild Reign 
The haraſs'd Church did firſt ber Freedom gain, 
When Prieſts ſecure to Biſhopricks aſpir'd, 
Without Firſt-Fruits of Martyrdom requir'd : 
Tell me, How then could Cruelty intrude ? 

How came the Perſecuting Blague renew'd bn 
, | | A 
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PALS MON, - 
Luſt, Riot, Avarice, Ambition, Strife, 
Are Baſtard Off-ſprings of too peaceful Life. 
| With nice Diſputes the wanton Prieſts began, 
To Envy next, and wild Confuſion ran ; 
 Wovu'd Myfteries too curiouſly enquire, 
That firſt rais'd Smoke, then ſet the Church on Fire 
From brangling Arius the firſt Fire-brand came; 
__ PHILANDER 
Bat Conſtantine took care to quench the Flame; 
CEO. EALIEMON 
The Wicene Fathers, ſummon'd to decide 
_ The Strife, inſtead of Lenitives apply'd, 
Too late convinc'd th” indulgent Emperor, _ 
How fatal *twas to truſt a Prieſt with Pow'r. 
PHIL ANDESR. 
* The pious Prince, to do th' Aſſembly Grace, 
Refus'd (Pve heard) Himſelf to take his place, 
_ Till they were fat. —*Twas Favour ill apply'd, 
If ſuch Behaviour taught the Do@ors Pride. 
SEE PLA MON 
Then having, as a Chriſtian Monarch ought, 
Firſt burnt tt®lnveQives which the Fathers brought 
Againſt each Other, and for Union preſs'd, 
Thus to the Council he himſelf addreſs'd : 
God made you Prieſts, and God alone can be | 
Your Judg 5, Reſt therefore from my Cenſure free; 
No Man ſhow'd judg of Gods,and You are Gods toMe.) 
| PHIL AND-E R. 
When Princes yield, the Prelate muſt prevail. 
| P AL v6 MON. | 
When er did Prieſt to take Advantage fail ? 
Forthwith Church-Cenſures flew as thick as Hall: 
The Arian Syſtem to juſt Flames aſlign'd, 
And Nicene Creed with Penalties enjoyn'd. 
They fix'd not here ; but for each trifling Cauſe 
Tae Metal try'd.of their new Pexal Laws. 
a Er nn 5g Think 
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Think how each Victor went triumphant home, 
with Titles ſwelPd too bulky for his Dome, 
from Council Ortbodox and Catbolick , 
Fach Hare that croſs'd him was an Heretick, 
And if his Horſe but ſtumbPd in his way, 
Therroneous Beaſt incur'd th* Anatbema, 
FHFGANDERK. 
Yet, ſince they ſquar'd by Rules of Sacred Writ 
Their Symbol, you to their Decrees ſubmit, 
P AL eA& M1 O N. 
[ own what &er the Sacred Books contain, 
Can Myſteries believe, tho not explain; 
Have none in Footſteps of firſt Martyrs trod, 
And dy'd for Truth, who ne'r conceiv'd the Mode ? 
Brand ſuch as won't to Truths reveaÞ'd agree, 
But Penalties on ſuch as cannot ſee 
What others can, is Breach of Charity. 
Had Charity in Synods interpos'd, | 
The ſeamleſs Garment's Rent had ſoon been clogg, 
Which to repair the wrangling Doctors try*d, 
(While Metaphylſicks Sacred Truths decide) 
And by ill-botching made the Rent more wide ; 
But they had now learnt Sciences, and muſt 
To their own Fame, as well as Truth be Juſt : 
Would Myſteries, not like Mechanicks know, . 
But both the 677 and dom ſhow ; 
Were ſubtle School- men grown, and to agree, 
Had Scandal been to their Ph:loſopby. 
Pp HIGLAINDE RK | 
But tell me, did theſe Clouds the Faith invade, 
When firſt whole Nations were its Converts made ? 
PAL A MO N. (Miſts, 
The Faith ſhone clear till School-terms, rais'd like 
Favour'd the Juggles of impoſing Prieſts, 
And Councils having Scripture Bounds o'er-paſt, 
 Advanc'd to forging of New Creeds at laſt; 


Which 


They heard how their Redeemer at his Death 


- Which if they'd now inſpect, and had the Skill, 
The Church into her Hands had got the Will; 


Nor ſtood the Magiſtrate on higher Ground, 


_ While*twas the Church's Priv*lege to expound, 


By Frauds his height, and by worſe Frauds main- 


In whom they ſtill poſſeſs the Pow*r they give, 


The Spiritual Lord exalted to the Skies, 


| Which by the Hocus of Infallible, H 
Went down ſo glib the Difference few could tel} 
The Prieſt's Turn better ſerv'd, and pleagq the 

(Croud as well, 


Did Sacred Legacies to all bequeath, 


For now the Laity were left i'tl Lurch, 
Th encroaching Clergy were become the Church: 


In vain to Scripture their Appeals they found, 


Thus (thro Indulgence, fond of {uch as reign'd, * 
And thro the People's Sloth) th? Aſc:ndent gain'd, 
Rome's Prelate top'd upon her Temp'ral Pow'r, 
And from her Prieſt became her Emperor, 

With artful Baits the Fiſher long had ſought, 
And Empire was the Fiſh at laſt he caught. 

But Time, and Breath, and Patience too wou'd fail 
To count the Steps of this prodigious Scale 
Suffice it, that at firſt th* lmpoſtor gain'd (tain'; 


Sloth, Ignorance, blind Zeal, and blinder Fear, 
Combin'd to level Thrones, and mount the Chair, 
PHIL A N D ER: 
Twas then tivaſpiringClergy crown'd theirHope, 
And form'd their Church- Leviathan, a Pope, 


Earth's Tyrant, bur their Repreſentative. 
P AL A M O N. 


*Tis done, th' ambitious Prieſt has go wo the Day, 
The Prelate rules, and Princes muſt o 


Looks down, and all the Subje&t World defies; ; 
Does ſafe his Empyrzan Height polleſs, 
His only Care to manage his Succeſs ; VE 
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How to diſpenſe his Beams, to whom be kind, 
4nd wko ſhall his Malignant Aſpects find ; 
To whom large Territories he ſhall give, 
To whom ſell Crowns,& whomof Crowns deprive, 
To judg who beſt to Merit does pretend, | 
And Merit is to be the Church's Friend. 
"LF AHILANDE RR; | 
For Crimes ſo black, that Human Nature ſhockt, 
lnpeopled Earth, and HelP's Plantations ſtockt ; 
Th'lndulgence-Shop was ope'd with Pardons ſtor'd, 
And to a Friend good perorths cou'd afford, 
At told fixt Rates, the reſt their Ware muſt take. 
P AL AM MO N. : 
But if you're impious for the Church's ſake, 
vn with their Office-Fees they can diſpenſe, 
They con you Thanks, and conſecrate th'Offence. 
A Cut-throat Prieſt of Murder cou'd make ſport, 
From Laws protected by the Spiritual Court; 
Kings let him kill, and blackeſt Treaſons act, 
His Judges ſtill were Parties in the FaCt. 
F. HIL AN DER. 
What if a Lay-man did the Prieſt offend ? 
| PAL A MON. 
Aninjur'd Prieſt, or who could Wrong pretend, 
Cry'd, Burn the Heretick—the ready Stake 
Forthwith did Pious Reparation make, 
- FAIL ANDER. 
To hurt his Perſon made the Sentence Juſt, 
What the Prieſt ſaid, ?twas Death but to miſtruſt, 
| PALE MON... 2 
Fear more than Wit this Tyranny enjoin'd, 
Leſt the dull Croud at laſt the Cheat ſhould find, 
And to requite their groſs pernicious Pranks, 
Pull down their Stage,and ſtone the Mountebanks : 
Dull Souls with Eaſe are of their Rights bereay'd, 
But none revenge, like Fools, when undeceiv'd ; 


And 
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And ſtrongeſt Stomachs, with large Draughts oy; 
The laſtdiſguſts,and thfows up all the reſt: (pref 
Heap Crime on Crime,to keepthe Frauds fromAir 5 
The laſt of courſe muſt lie expos'd and bare; ' 
And too much Weight o'erthrow the guiltyChair. 
Now Monſter, Triple-Crown'd,expe@ thy Doom 
Luther the Saxon Thunder-bolt is come, 
T*unhingeat once the Babel-Toils of Rome. 
For tho to Heav'n the threatning Front aſpire, 
He'll ſhew the wretched Baſis laid in Mire 
In Papal Nets, ſhall Breaches make ſo wide, 
That Kings & Kingdoms thro the Rents ſhall ſlide: 
Then ſhall Euſebia, cloth'd in Truth Divine, 
Her Roman Ruſt fid off, the Stars out-ſhine. 
"FP HILSGNDER.- 
' Far muſt her firſt Reformers Skill extend, 
To leave ſucceeding Ages nought to mend, 
P ALE MON. | 
I don't pretend to judg, ſince all confeſs 
Her Beauty, who except againſt her Dreſs ; 
Which if ſhe may with Decency negleCt, 
Or does too much the Roman Mode affeca, 
I leave her Guides that Queſtion to decide, 
And dare not charge the Sacred Dame with Pride! 
I'd ſee Contention, but not Order ceaſe; 
Order is needful, nor leſs needful Peace: | 
Hope, tho unthinking Formaliſts repine, | 
Thr Indulgent Mother will at laſt incline ; 
To gratify her Pious Conſtantine, | 
The Hero from Domeſtick Cares unbind 
To proſecute the Buſineſs of Mankind 3 
Wave Jealouſies, and yield the Truſt that's due 
To her kind Patron, and Reſtorertoo. | 
Her Sacred Birth-right may ſhe ſo retain, #2? 
Diſſenting Flocks ſo may her Sheep-folds gain, C 
Andleaye the baffl'd Wolf to grin & houl in vain. 9, 
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Fs PHIL ANDE R. 
The Mother ſtill in vain will condeſcend, 

In vain to wilful Sons her Arms extend ; 

As ſhe enclines let them Advances make, 

Beware how Pride for Conſcience they miſtake 3 

How uncommiſſion*'d Shepherds lead aſtray, 

Securely on the wilder'd Sheep to prey. 

Divided Flocks, but make the Wolf more bold, 

The greateſt Safety's in the common Fold ; 

'The Bars remov?d, Compliance mild will ſhow 

Your Paſtor's Care, if for Themſelves or You. 

Our ableſt Guides for Comprehenſion ſtrive, 

That Sacred Union may once more revive ; 

None more than He who late the Mitre took, C 


- © I_- 


Deſerv*dly, as before He held the Crook, 
The skilfuPſt Textman at the Shepherd's Book : 
True to his FunQiion, and the Publick- Weal, 
For which his ſteddy Votes have prov'd his Zeal : 
Igcach Debate (by Party or Deſign a 
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Unbiaſs'd) does his Country's Int”reſt join, 
And ſtamps on State-Decrees a Seal Divine. 
What Shepherd from his Judgment would divide, : 
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What Flock refuſe to wait on ſuch a Guide, 
Whoſe Truth and Courage has of old been try'd ? 5; 
Whom not the raging Peſtilence could make 
Toſlake Attendance, or his Charge forſake ; 
His Sheep to Comfort did their Danger ſhare, 
When Hirelings fled, and for themſelves took care: 
P AL M M O N. OED 

From hence let Britain her new Freedom date, 
The Church conſenting to ſupport the State, 
vince ſhe at laſt has found a King to Truſt, 
And Worthy Senate, who to both are Juſt. 

PP FFL ANDER. 

Hail, ygenerous Patriots,you that poize the Realm!) 
Andleſt encroaching Waves the State ——_ 
bring kind Supplies while _ ts at Helm, 
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Ia vain th* OppreFs'd would call for his Alarms; 
And Conquelt beckon forth his Pious Arms, 
Unleſs with Europe's Freedom you comply'd : I 
 Cxſar and You muſt Europe's Fate decide, 
Invading Pow'rs within juſt Limits draw, : 
Teach Tyrants Juſtice, and Oppreſſors Law. 
For tho the Gallick Pride has ſwell'd ſo high, 
United States and Empire to defy, 
StoPn Conqueſt boaſt, & Neighbouring Cities hold, 
The wretched Purchaſe of extorted Gold; 
From you, the Tyrant his Juſt Doom muſt wait, 
For Nero's Guilt muſt look for MNero's Fate : 
Ev'n now the State-Magician in his Cell, 
Sits cloſe contriving ſome new impious Spell, 
Which He ſends forth his Dzmons to perform, 
Wely-$killd to raiſe, but dares not meet the Storm: 
*Tis You the Sword muſt furniſh, You muſt Arm 
Our Pious Hero to diſſolve the Charm, 

P A Le MO N. 

Our Swainso'er-joy'd their Senate's ConduRt ſee, 
And carve their Sacred Names on ev'ry Tree ; 
To their diſpoſal yield their Grain and Fleece, 

A ready Off ring to their Country?s Peace. 
PHIL AND ER. 

| Oh! like our Patriots may our Swains 2eree!. 
From home-bred Strite, as foreign Dangers free: 
So ſhall oor Vales reſume their former Lays, | 
And Shepherds skilPd in Song the Conſort rl 
Tocelebrate once moreour great Reſtorer's Praiſe; 
Employ their Leaſure purchas'd: by his Toil, 

In Raptures on Juverne's reſcu'd Soil, 
P AL of M O N. 

Repeat, kind Youth, for I o'er-heard your Strain 
Laſt Night, by Moon-ſhine, from the dusky Plain, 
That joins the Copſe, myFarms extremeſt Bounds 
Repeat, for they were more than vulgar Sounds. 


Your 
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Your Song parſu'd the Hero to the Coaſt 
Of moiſt Juverne, where the adverſe Hoſt 
Confus'd, the Mountain Paſſes did reſign, = 
And ſhew?d their Rear to the diſdaining Boyne, 
On whoſe ſteep Banks our Briti/þ Troops you left : 
Of what enſu'd the liſtning Dales berett; | 
Nor had retrencht your welcome Notes ſo ſoon, 
If ſhrill Zyciſca had not bay'd the Moon. 

oi 8 MILILSNDER - 
 Tohappy Swains that task I muſt reſign, 
Who ſing beneath the Shade of their own Vine ; 
From dewy Morn, and ſultry Noon can creep 
To their cool Sheds, and chuſe to pipe or lleep ; 
With vacant Songs call up the Ev*ning Star, 
Their Strains may rouze the noble din of War, 
Make Squadrons move, give foaming _ the 

Py Cs | Rein, 

And trace a Hero through the duſty Plain, 
Lure hov*ring Conqueſt down where they incline ; 
Thro all you ſee the gen'rous Freedom ſhine : 
And what falſe ſtrokes their Pencil ſtrikes in Hear, 
Their happy Leiſure makes corre and great. 
What can Philander do, the wretched Heir 
Of Thought-confounding Grief, and Slave of Care, 
To ſervile Hours of tedious Day confin'd, 
Expos'd all Night to welter thro the Wind, 
To tend in Sun-burnt Lawn, or thirſty Dale, 
His Maſter's Flock, and mult make good the Tale? 
How ſhall the ſtrit Dametas be repay'd? 
Suppoſe a Milcher ſtoln, or Firſtling ſtray'd ; 
With Notes refin'd can I repait the Wrong, 
Or make him Reſtitution with a Song ? 
'Twas then great Maro found the Art to charm, 
When he regain'd bis Freedom and his Farm, 
With Meadows, and an Oaten Pipe began, 
Til warm'd with ripening Beams he ſung the Man: 


R 2 | Thy 
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Thy poor Philander to the Muſes Seat 
By ſtealth has crept, and felt tWinſpiring Heat; 
Been Midnight-Preſent at the ſacred Quire, 
Has ſeen'd the lanrePd God, and heard his Lire , 
In ſmooth Pirene dipt his Fancy” $ Win 
_ And taſted of the learn'd Caſtalian Spring, 
What ſteads it that he knows his Flow'rs to cull, 
Ifruffling Care, before his Garland's full, 
_ Confound the.fancy'd Order in a Trice, 
_ Moil his clear Spring, and blaſt his Paradiſe? y 
P ALefs MON. 
Yet has our Britains Pollio heard thy Lays ? 
| PF HILL ANDER, 
Our Pollio's Skill might Phebus Envy raiſe : 
\ For tho the Court be Poll:o's proper Sphere, 
Altho he ſhines the brighteſt Planet there, 
He thinks no ſcorn ſometimes to cheer the Plain, 
Oft condeſcends to hear the rural Strain ; 
Yet Pollio's Smiles ſhould make no Shepherd vain. 
My uncouth Muſe let gibing Goat-Herds laugh 
To Death, and Codruys write her Epitaph, 
_ If Pollio $Goodneſs ſhe ſo far abals 
Or Ween he likes becauſe he doesExcuſe. 
On Wits ſteep Heights he ſits the ruling God, 
Thoſe Heights which by himſelf alone are trod, 
-: Vet thence vouchſafes his gentle Beams to thro, 
And pitys all the panting Croud below. 
The vanquiſh'd Boyne and Shannon will inſpire. 
PHIL AND ER 


P AL ef MO N. 
Yet William's Praiſe no Shepherd can refuſe, 
And Fortune may aſliſt the daring Muſe : 
Whennext we meet, expect the Silwan Rhime, 
Night haſtens, and is now. my Folding time 3 
The 


| Deep Senſe of Duty, and immenſe Deſire 
Can make the Pipe keep Conſort with the Lire, 
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The winding Song will ask your Leiſure's leave, 
Employ your Patience, tho your Hopes deceive. 
The Daring Muſe unbeaten Paths ſhall tread, 
In Viſionary Dreams of Rapture led, 
Deſcend into the Regions of the Dead. - 
= £1y//an Bow'rs, where Waller's well-tun'd Lire 

The Art of Numbers ſhall inſtru® the Quire, 
Where ton on eternal Roſes lies, 
Deep wrapt in Dreams of his own Paradiſe : 


Th' adventrous Muſe,with this kind Viſioncharm'd, 


And dear Concern for her lov'd Country warm'd, 
Of Secrets that to Britain's Peace belong, 

Shall queſtion Fate, conſult the Sacred Throng ; 
And thro the dang*rous Courſe | 

The learn'd' Couleian Shade dire her Song, 

The Victor crown, and to reward their Pain, 
Embalm and conſecrate the noble Slain : 

If that low pitch to which my Yoice can riſe, 
May reach {ſuch Theams, and rural Notes ſuffice 
To pleaſe the Plain, is all my Hopes perſue: 

"The Palace has already had its due. 
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A pleafant Battel between two Lap-Dogs of 
the Utopian Court. Or a Dialogue between 
Sleep and Awake, Jeſt and Earneſt, Rea- 
lity and Fancy : Being fought upon the new 
erefied Dog-Pit, lately contrivd purpoſely 

upon this Occafion as aforeſaid in the Anti- 
Chamber of the ſaid (jourt, where it was 
fought with great Applauſe, Satisfaftim 
and ( ontent of the ( ompany there preſent : 
But by reaſon of the Author's Draw; 
Diſþofition, being late at Night, and be 
inclin'd to ſleep, he would crave your 
favouradle i of this bis Pains, 
and judg of them as you find occaſim, 
Printed in 1681. 


Enter two Lap-Dogs, Tat ty and Snap- ſhort, 


Reader, 
ISE Xſop thought it no Miſtake 
To make brute Beaſts, as well as Men to ſpeak: 
Why may not I, like him, in barmleſs Rbimes, 
| Bring Brutes to ſpeak agginſt the brutiſh times ? 
When Sin ſwells bigh, it needs a ſharp CorreGion : 
I'll give you here a brief yet full ColleFion, 
By ſuch a Catalogue of naſty Sin, 
As Sodom almoſt loath'd to wallow in ; 


Firſt, 
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Firſt, I preſent two Lap-Dogs on the Stage, 

Who ſtrike the hidden Vices of the Age, 

With fo much Vigour, as it will ſurprize 
Your Senſes all, your Hearts, your Ears, your Eyes - 
The Engliſh Lap-Dog here does firſt begin 
The Vindication of bus Lady Gw—n. 

The other much more Frenchify'd, alas, 

Shews what bis Lady 15, not what ſhe was. 

From Words they riſe to Blows, as People ſay, 
Occaſioned a ſharp and bloody Fray, 

The Ladies looking on, each back'd ber Cur, 

Until they made ſuch a foul filthy ſtir, 

As ſet all in an Uproar : this was Sport 

Did bighly pleaſe the grand Utopian Court. 

The Battel being ended 1 awoke, <4 

And all the Viſton vaniſh'd into Smoak, 


| Tutty, 
Hf? W now S4ap-ſhort, what out of your La- 
dy's Lodgings at this time o'th* Night ? 
I'll teach the beſt French Cur of you all to come as 
a Spy into our Quarters at this unſeaſonable Hour : 
What do you think your Lady is able to prote& 
you ad ſecula ſeculorum 2 No, Sir, ſo long as I 
have an Engliſh Tooth in my Head they ſhall make 
bold to ſalute your French Ears, and in as rugged 
a manner as ever Don Qu:xot handled the Wind- 
mills : and fo have at you— 
JD Snap-ſbort, 4 
How now Tutty, meddle with me if you dare; 
 Iproteſt if you do, I will cry out Treaſon ! what 
alſault me in Court ? Be gar me ſee your Engliſh 
Love and Aﬀection : but what have you to ſay to 
me! ſpeak your Mind, for if it comes to Blows, 
ke have French enough to eat you. | 


R 4 | Tutty, 
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| __ Fat nfe, you FrenchScoundrel! Sirrah, you area 
\ French pocky Raſcal: and, tell your Lady;from me, 
Sheis no better than the Devil can make her: before 
I would be a Dog to ſuch a piece of monſtrous [n- 
gratitude, I proteſt, Snap-ſhort, I would cut my 
_ own Head off. My Lady is a good Common. 
wealth's Woman ;, Yours cares not if ſhe be ruin 
to buoy her up amongſt thoſe troubleſom Seas of 
Deſtruction which are rais'd to involve us in 
Ruin : and indeed Ruin and She are fo near akin, 
that ſhe is out of her Element unleſs ſhe bs 
there. es TDI Y 
.  Snap-ſhort. 


| _ Come, Titty, neither you, nor any of your La- 

dy's Retinue durſt affront me after this manner, 
were not my Lady a French Lady and a Romaniſ : 
But ſhe may live, and I too, to ſee your Lady's 
= ſet up an end once more upon a Dung- 

ill. PRO os | 
OM __ Tutty. 

You French Scoundrel, inconſiderable, pragma- 
tical, ruſtical, diabolical, muſty, fuſty, ruſty 
Puppy: You Tee my Lady's Tail ſetupas formerly! 
Sirrah, I would have: you know, had it not been 
more out of my Lady's Interceflion than out of re- 
iIpe& to your Lady's Deſerts, the Grievances of the 


Nation had long ago been expos'd to publick 


View. | 
: Snap-ſhort, | 

Come, Tutty, I ſee you can bark, but dare not 
bite : I am ſure my Lady has Charms ſufficient left 
Her to controul another-gueſs Kingdom than ſuchas 
we are; a parcel of puny inconſiderable Lap-Dogs, 
who dare hardly bark, but the whole World is 
Teady to go together by the Ears. Such is the 
wretched Condition of theſe miſerable times. 
Tutty. 


_— 
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And: fuch the condition of theſe miſerable 
times (as.you call them) is ſtill like to continue, ſo 
long as your Miſtrils is ſuffer*d thus to reign in her 
Roguery :' were ſhe more modeſt, it would never 
grumble in my gizzard, but being ſo peremptory, 
vexes every Vein of my Heart. But Murder will 
out at laſt : Come, Snap-/hort, my Lady never yet, 
to make her own private Gains,endeavor'd the Ruin 
| of the Nation. ag 

Snap-ſhort. | 
And prithee, Tutty, whodid? For you ſeem to 
reflet upon my Lady : but for all your Engliſh brave 
Alls and Braggadocio Tricks, you ſhall never make 
me believe your Lady exceeds mine in potnt of Ho- 
nor. A Lady undo a Nation ! This I dare boldly 
ſay ; If ſhe undo a Nation, it's only toadvance ano- 
ther : And this, Brother Tutty, holds good with the 
Scripture too, why was Joſeph ſent into e/£gypt, 
but to help his penny” in time of Dearth? 

| EE-©s, utty. 

In time of Dearth, $1ap-/bort ! let me tell yon 
without offence, your Lady is one of Pharaot”s 
lean Kine, ſhe has almoſt devour'd a Kingdom ; 
and yet her ſtarv'd Carcaſe would get a ſick Man 
an Appetite to look upon it : for ſhe looks ſo ill-fa- 
vour'd by ſharp Countenance, that 1 proteſt when 
I ſaw her laſt, I would have given one of my Legs 
to have ſav'd my Body; for ſhe look'd ſo hungry, 
as if ſhe would have chopt me up at one mouthful. 
However I am more afraid of her than you: lam 
pt to believe, you cannot ſwallow a Kingdom, 
nor me neither, ſo ſoon as ſhe.can: and, if I be 
not miſ-inform'd, ſhe can make Guinny-Pies as | 
wellas any Lady in England, tho it be a French Re- 
celpt, And, let me tell you, That there's no Frenck- 
Man of them all, of any Repnte, at Court, ur 

as 


— CE 


Paſty. 
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Has taſted the ſweet Savor of Engliſh Gold, which 


I pray God may be diſlolv'd in a real Venpeahce 
Snap-ſhort. 


Come, Tutty, you are a Raſcal to abuſe a Lady 


| whom you know was, not long ago, one of the 
Primum Mobjile's of the Kingdom z however, me- 


thinks *tis ſtrange, your open-arſe Lady, who 
came lately from ſelling ripe Oranges and Lem- 
mons about the Streets, and now being: advanced 
to a Royal Bed, ſhould be ſo forgetful of her for. 
mer Mechanick Condition, as to kick up her wan- 
ton Heels againſt a Perſon whoſe ExtraQtion is fo 


high, that it would puzzle a good Poet, nay a 
_ good Herald, to givean abſolute Deſcription of her 


Pedegree, deriv'd from theſe Three Remarkable 
Judges of Hell, Eachus, Mins and Rbadaman- 


thus, 

Titty. © 
And truly, Snap-ſbort, I wiſh her no other harm 
than barely this, ſeeing you have ſo liberally de- 
ſcrib'd her Pedigree, 'That ſhe might be imme- 
diately ſent to her Relatjons ; I am confident my 
Lady will bear a conſiderable ſhare of her Charges, 


| and accompany her part of the way ; but ſhe has 


other Buſineſs than to go too far on the Road : Be- 
fides, ſhe has more Diſcretion than to go to the 
utmoſt Stage, merely for this Reaſon, leſt having 


' but ſmall Acquaintance, and being much more 


ſhort of Mony than your French Lady, ſhe ſhould 
be left in the Inrch, and pawn'd to Lucifer as 4 
Plelg for your Miſtreſſes Honeſty, which ſhe cag- 
not truly juſtity. | 
” | Snap-ſhor $, 

Ha, Tutty, now you and I piſs both in a Quill, I 
confeſs I dare no more vindicate my Lady's Hone- 
ſty than you dare your Lady's: For this I believe, 
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m7 Lady's a Whore of the greater Magnitude , 
and, in ſpite of yorr Teeth, will carry a greater 
[uſter than any Engliſh Lady whatſoever : Tha 
in your own Court, if French Dogs, Ladies and 
Catholicks be nor ſufficient to put you all to a Non- 
plus, I will never bark in the praiſe of France 
more, _ , | 
by BA, Tutty. i 
Come, you French Scoundrel, have at you tooth 
and nail, before I will ſee my Lady abus'd, or any 
of your FaQious Tribe thus to reign in your Ro-_ 
every: I will make no more to cut your Catho- 
licks Throat, and ſpill your wolfiſh Blood, than 
you did in Queen Aary's Days to burn us: Your 
French Dogs, Ladys and Catholicks have more 
command at Court! Give me leave to tell you, 
You lye, if you deny it : And if any thing raiſe 
my Lady's Fortune, let me tell you, *tis her be- 
inga Proteſtant who ſhall be protetted, when your 
French Romiſh Bitch ſhall be pull'd Limb from 
Limb, without ſtarving her, as her Predeceſlor 
Jane Shore was ſtary'd not many Apes before. | 
Snap ſhort. | 
Come Tutty, my French Lady will find Favour, 
when your Engliſh Madam will be glad to return 
to her old FunCQtion ; It 1snot 100co Þ. per ann, will 
laſt your Lady ad infinitum : my Lady has taken the 
wiſeſt courſe, who has tranſported forty times the 
Sum, and intends to follow it ſoon after her ſelf. 
| | \ Tutty, OTE 
And good riddance of her by my Troth: when 
the Salt Bitches leave the Kingdom, it's more 
than probable the Romi/ſh Wolf-Dogs will fol- 
low them; and then what a happy Kingdom we 
ſhall have, let the whole World judg. But 1am apt 
t9 believe, my Antagoniſt 'S#2p-/hort, that your 
Lady rather makes proviſion tor the Entertain. 
; | _* MENT 


own Intereſt. 


| 
i 
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ment of her French Monarch, than for her He: 
prrens's yet let me tell you, let him come when 
ze will, I will for once hazard my Life like the 014 


Roman Geeſe, rather than betray the Gapitol, fo 


T am reſolv'd to bark Louder than ever the 
Squeal'd, and if poſſible will prevent thoſe hidden 


Miſchiefs, tho they lay them as deep as Hell; | 


have a quick Noſe for ſcent, and as ſharp Clay; 
as the beſt of them all ; then do what you dare, 
for I vow, by the Hononr of my Lady, I will ruin 
you laoner vr meer; ut 7 
pop Les _ ne. 
_ Ha, good Tutty, rather than my Lady ſhould he 


_ruim'd, I will perſwade her to turn Proteſtant too, 


I am confident ſhe will do any thing to ſerve her 


; -_ Tutty. | 
But, Snap-ſhort, let me tell you, that a Freni 


Whore will never make a good Proteſtant Lady; 


for if ſhe ſhould turn Proteſtant, and make a 
Whore of Religion, as ſhe has of her Body, the 
whole World would ſet a Mark upon her for a 
notorious Murderer both of Religion, Honeſty 
and common Reaſon; and when ſhe comes into 


| France, her own native Country, ſhe muſt expet 


to be pelted like an Owl inan Ivy-Buſh. 

4 ._ .._ © SnaÞ-[Þort.” 

But, Tutty, you miſtake the Caſe, my Lady has 
an Abſolution and Diſpenſation from his Holineſs 
for all her Villanies that either are or may be com- 
mitted during her Life, tho ſhe ſhould live to the 
Age of Methuſelah. It ſeems you have call'd me 
inconſiderable Cur, but 1 wiſh you had but a Gt- 
zard long enough to apprehend my Lady's De- 
ſigns : you miſtake the Caſe, if you imagine ſhe 
came out barely to be a Whore ; in ſhort, ſhe came 


for a Spy to betray both Kingdoms Intereſt. = 
: . Fro you 
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you not remember Alexander the Great had a 
brace of notorious Whores, ſent over purpoſely 

upon the like occaſion ? but he had ſo many Guts 

in his Brains, as not only to perceive the In- 

trigue, but likewiſe a timely prevention to avoid 

the ſame. RE, 'F 

Þ THEP..--- | 

Say you ſo, Snapſhort, I am infinitely glad you 
have ſo ingenuouſly unravel'd your Lady's Deſign, 
which I hope to make ſuch uſe of, as to ſend your 

Lady witha Flea in her Ear into her own Country ; 
| this is no more than has been formerly ſuppos'd, 
nay, confirm'd by ſeveral true Reports. But ſee- 
ing you have own'd your Lady's Intentions and 
Deſigns upon; which ſhe was ſent over; as ſure 
as my Name is Tutty, and by the Virtue of my 
Proteſtant Miſtreſs, I am not only reſoly'd to bark, 
but bite, and if my Tongue can do no feats, my 
Teeth ſhall ; tho I am but a little whiffling Cur, I 
would have you know I am not afraid to take the 
| beſt French Bitch of you all by the Throat ; and 
ſo, S1ap-ſhort, ſtand on your Guard, for 1 vow L 
will be at you. 

| Snap-(bort. 

Come, Tutty, ſince you are fo Cholerick, Þ ll 
{rip me of my Crucifix 3 and begin as ſoon as you 
Will, let's ſhake Hands, and ſo have at you. 
| TW: 

Come down, there, now you are ſtript, Curr, 
ur, rrr, urr, urr, urrr, urrr. [lhe Dogs begin 
toengage, the Company ſpeaks. ] oa 


Dutcheſs of P—th. RRP Te 
Pray, Madam, give my Dog fair play, I proteſf 
you binder him with your Petticoats, be cannot faſten 5 
Madam, fair Play is fair Play. 


Y 


Madam 
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Madam Gw—n. PE. ro 8 
Truly Madam, I thought I knew as well what belonged 

to Dog- fighting as your Ladyſhip : but ſince you preteng 
to inſtru} me in your French Dog-play, pray Madam 
ſtand a little farther, as you reſpett your own Fleſh, for 
my little Dog #s mettle to the Back, and ſmells a Poiſh 
Miſs at a far greater diſtance ; Pray Madam take 
warning, for you ſtand 07 dangerous Ground : Haley 
baloo, baloo, ha brave Tutty, ba brave Snap- ſhort ; 
a Guiny on Tutty, two to ane on Tutty 5 Done, quoth 
Monſieur , Begar, Pox takete begar, me bave loſt near 
Touſand Pound, RO ETON ge” 


Tutty it ſeems beat Snap. ſhort, and the Bell 
Tutty bears home in Victory : Farewel. 


< 4 
————_—__—_— _ 
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Marvel's Ghoſt : Being a true Copy of « 
Letter ſent to the A. Bp. of Cant. up i 
his ſudden Sickneſs, at the Prince of i 
Orange's firſt Arrival into London, 
1 685, 


The APOLOGY. 


AV HEN Men of God will do the Devil's Work, 
; And frame new Prayers for Lewis and the 
In drunken Clubs religiouſly combine (Turk, 
To make the loſt Mack-Ninny*s Rigbt Drome, 

And the whole Town with Sham Diſtin@1ions ring 
Of a de Jur@and de FaQto King, | 

And prate of Duty till they've lot the Thing « Ry 
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[When thoſe whoſe Buſineſs tis to preach up Peace, 
[,abour to make our Diſcontents mereaſe ; 
Foment Diviſions, and new Storms create ; 3 
Defame the King and undermine the State, - 
Which wou'd, were they but bang'd, be fortunate : 
What Indignation can be thought ſevere 2? 
How can a true-born Engliſh uſe forbear 
To laſh their Folly, and corretF their Vice, 
And teach the People whence their Plagues ariſe ? 
How innocent and good ſoe'er they ſeem, 
The Source of all our Miſchiefs lies in them. 
From them, as from Pandora's Box, they fly - 
Tis their corrupted Breath pollutes our Northern Sky. 
Therefore, my Lord, you juſtly can't accuſe 
This modeſt Sally of a backward Mynſe, | 
Which bad been dammn'd to Silence, and forgot, 
If you bad nor reviv'd it with your Plot. 
"Twas writ to conſolate your Sickneſs then ; 
If you bad mended this had neer been ſeen. 
But ſince you every Day grow worſe and worſe, 
And ſtill reſolve to be the Nation's Curſe; 
| alſo am reſoly/d to let you know, 
Here's one as ſtubborn and as bold as you, 
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OW juſt is then the Tribute of our Eyest. 

When Vertue languiſhes, and Goodneſs dies, 
When holy Prelacy from Court withdrawn, - 
Lies ſick at Zambeth in a Shroud of Lawn ! 
Who fearing now, Compliance with the Prince 
Shou'd better Men to equal Power advance, 
With-holds his Hand, and in the very nick 
The humorous Prelate willingly falls ſick. 
On what ſmall Propsa Charchman's health depends ! 
Ora but one Pin and the whole Fabrick bends 3 "3 
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| Dividing Schiſms or inteſtine Jars, 


Theſe pray, and ſmile, and flatter whea they kill: 
The tardy Vengeance of thy backward Sword. 


| Paid by paſt Ages, this and thoſe unborn. 


Touch but their Wealth, their Power, or their Place, 
They?ll ſauff, and ſnort, andcurſeyoutoyour pace. 
Has there a Miſchief in the World been done, - 
E'er ſince the odious Name of B—— known, 

In which a Clergy- man has not been one ! | 
Have there been private Murders, publick Wars, 


Reproaches, Scandals, Goals, Fines, bloody Lays, 
Of which they have not been the chiefeſt Cauſe ! 
Great Conſtantine, how baſely haſt thou ſtain'd 
Thoſe glorious Laurels that thy Conqueſts gaind! 
Lintainted Honor with bright Luſtre ſpread 
It ſelf in ſhining Circles round thy Head, 
Which might have ſhone till now, belov'd, rever', 
In the ſame Tomb had B- been inter'd 
With leſſer Villains ; but nice Goodneſs ſpar'd 
T hoſe Foes that ſhould have the ſame Ruin ſhar'd : 
Thoſe Santimonious Robbers that did more 
Infeſt the Church than Heathen Prieſts before : 
They with profelled Malice Blood did ſpill; 


They did their open Enemites annoy ; 
Theſe kiſs the Friends they murder and deſtroy, 
By theſe oppreſt, the mournful Church implor'd 


Had this been done, had thy Imperial Frown 
But ſmote thoſe havghty Mitred Monarchs down; 
Myriads of Bleſſings ſhowd thy Reign adorn, 


_ Tellme, yedoting Bigots who revere 

Theſe Raree Shows 0'th' Church and Pageants here; 
Like Tinſel Mortals on a Gewgaw Stall, 

Fram'd for mere ſhow and of no uſe at all : 

Tell me in ſober ſeriouſneſs, unvext, 

What Holineſs is to their Cowl annext 3 


_ What hidden Virtue in their Office lies, | 
\ Unſeen by Men of common Senſe and Eyes : 


Did 
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| Did cer a Biſhoptick a Man advance _. 
Above the reſt in Honour, Truth, and Senſe ! 
Or did a fat Advowſon ever make > 
A Man preach better and more labour take ? 
They talkt indeed in very Loyal ſtrain, 5) - 
To praiſe the King did God himſelf profane, 8 
But ſure we ne'er ſhall hear of that again. ; 
Born to themſelves, themſelves alone they pleaſe, 
Steep't in the Sweets of Luxury and Eaſe : 
The Land they canton and divide the Spoil, 
And drain the moiſture of our Wealthy Iſle. 
For Pulpit Work let thoſe who can do that, 
They're all too dull, too feeble, or too fat. 

Are theſe the Men that hope to govern now ? 
To whom our Church and State again muſt bow ? 
Have we then but the bleſſed Profpect ſeen 
Of dawning Peace, of a vaſt Gulph between ? 
Like Men condemn'd,on flattering Hopes born high, 
To fail with greater Ruin from the Sky ! 


Good God, forbid thy Church ſhould c'er be ſway'd 
By thoſe again that have thy Truth betray'd : 
Who lately ſuch a fatal Inſtance gave p) 
What precious Care they'd of Religion have, : 
That durſt adore a Fool and truſt a Knave. F 
Shou'd it be thus, how would our Iſle complain, 
And beg to have our wandring King again ? 

Intreat the worſt his incens'd Rage can do, 

The leſs important Miſchief of the two; 
Which is the cruePſt Beaſt will then be known, 

An Engliſh Pr—te or a French Dragoon, PLL 
From hence, my Lord, you may with eaſe foreknow 
What Epitaphs we ſhall on ſuch beſtow: _ 
When ſuch depart (when will juſt Heaven think fit 
To ſtrike and doan injur'd Nation right !) 

The moſt obdurate Muſe will ſtrain a Verſe, 

And bathe with Tears of Joy each Biſhop's Here, 


| 
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A (ongratulatory Poem to the Reveren] 
' Dr. John Tillotſon, upon bis Prome- 
tion to the Arch-Epiſcopal See y Can- 
terbury, 1691. 


WW Hilſt Prieſtly Pens the Glorious Theam de- 
| Cline 
And at their Loſs, or at your Fate repine ; vo 
And College-Wits no tuneful Notes expreſs, 
 Aredrunk in Faction, or unskill'd in Verſe; 
I, who the LZevite ſeldom did adore, 
And ſcarce e'er knew a Prieſt I lov'd before, 
Do to your Fame a juſter Tribute bring, 
At once the Prelate and his Vertues ſing. 
"Twas but of late my Warbling Lute I ſtrung, 
And mighty Orange in juſt Numbers ſung ; 
Did with the wondring World in Notes rejoice, 
And prais'd our Maker's and the People's Choice, 
Now the dear ſweets of freſher Joys commence, 
And for the Prelate we muſt bleſs the Prince. 
Methinks the Vertue of our Land appears 
After the Luxury of Thirty Years, 
When cloſe Opinions ſet the Prelate forth, 
And*twas his Faction rais'd him, not his Worth: 
A juſter Path our righteous Prince did tread, 
Deſtin'd the Mitre for a nobler Head : 
He ſhall unvanquiſh'd on the Plain command, 
When ſuch a Biſhop does ſupport his Hand : 
Home from the Wars ſhall laſting Trophies bear, 
For Heav'n will grant a righteous Prelate's Pray" 
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W 0, you, Great Sir, our Ptous Hopes depend, 


Your Learning muſt our Rational Faith deſcend ,_ 
We fear no Fate, reſolv'd to overcome 

Beneath your Banner, who have conquer'd Rome. 
Whilſt mighty William draws his Shining Sword 
To fight God's Battels, you maintain his Word ; 
He skilld in War, with manly Proweſs arm'd, 
Has each good Man and every Nation charm'q ; 
Your Skill in Argument is not unknown, _ 

Nor the great Feats your Artful Pen has done; 
Altho Religion ſeem'd to bid adiey, 

Its Reſurretion we expect from you. 

Religion firſt with dazling Rays did Ihine, 

Her Shape was comely, and her Face divine; 

Her Native Beauty each Admirer warm'd, 

Fer Stains of Error had her Mien defornr'd, 

And Clouds of Ignorance, that Truth oerſpread, 
Hover'd in gloomy Circles round her Head. 

You are the Sun that muſt diſpel theſe Miſts, 
Revive Religion, and reform our Prieſts ; 
Curball our Vices, and impede their Growth, 

So long debauch'd in Luxury and Sloth. 

You are the Moſes muſt our Factions quell, 

And ſtop the murmuring of our /ſ-acl. 

At your Advancement pious Souls rejoice, 

No more the Monarch's than the People's Choice, 
Before the King's Decree was fully known, 
Methought each Look declar'd for TILLOTSOW - 
But when *ewas known, each Man his Joy expreſt, 
And thank'd the Monarch for fo good a Pricit. 
Each diſtint Place receiv'd the joyful Sound, 
Where the glad News a hearty Welcome found, 
Tho difPrent Sets too much infeit our Land, 

And with hot Zeal for either Party ſtand ; 

Tho the Devotes too mad and rizid are, 

There ne'er appear'd a raſh Diſſenter here, 
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. Can blaſt the Beauties of your ſpotleſs Name; 
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The Prelate all approve, the Man careſs, 
And for his Choice their rightful Monarch ble; 
Let envious Prieſts your Glorlies ſtrive to þlaf 
Fixt as ſome Rock your Memory ſhall laſt, ; 
No ſtubborn Levites ſhall moleſt your Fame, 
But yours ſhall grow, as mighty William's Name; 
The ſtubborn LTevites are our Land's Diſgrace, 
A haughty, proud, and a contentious Race z 
Byaſs'd in Judgment, turbulent in Mind, 
No King can pleaſe, nor A&ts of Grace can bind; i 
Promote our Wars with vaſt Expence of Blood, 
Prefer their Humour to their Country's Good, 
If theſe reproach, the Venom of their Gall 
Beneath the weight of your Contempt muſt fall, 
All the Reproaches of the Wicked muſt 
Tend to the Praiſes of the Good and Juſt. 
Who knows the Vice to Envy does belong, 
Wou'd loath the Slanders of a railing Tongue: 
The Glory of your Vertue ſhines more bright, 
And ſcorns the Darkneſs of approaching Night: 
*Tisnot the tainted Breath of envious Fame, 


You need not value what the Gloomy ſay, 
The Clouds may darken, not obſtruct the Day; 
The lofty Pine, with Head erect, does grow, 
Nor heeds the Motion of the Shrubs below. 
On in its courſe the conſtant Moon ſtill jogs, 
Diſdains the barking Neighbourhood of Dogs. 
When Vertue is oppos'd by vicious Might, 
It ſhews its Force, and ſhines with double Light, 
Vertue, like Camomile oppreſs'd, ſtill lives, 
The more 'tis trod, the better Scent it gives. 
W hat tho you're hated and contemn'd by few, 
The Many to your Cauſe and Faith are true 3 
In vain*the Bad their weak difguſt expreſl, 
Since you are lov'd, ſupported by the beſt. 
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W ccarce had our Royal Pair a greater Train, 

To give-the Scepter of a gentle Reign, 

Than that the Prelate has fo lately grac'd, 

Who gave the Crofier, and the Miter plac'd ; 

The Nobler Throng led the Imperial way, 

Scarce could Maria's Charms command their Stay ; 

To ſee the Rites perform'd they all reſort, 

LeFning the Numbers of the crouded Court. 
From ev'ry part the glad Admirers throng, 

And bleſs the Prelate as they paſs along, 

Thus once the ranſon?d People fill'd the Strand, 

Orſpread the Beach, to ſee Great Orange land ; 

He brought ten thouſand Bleſlings to the Shoar, 

Great as the Miſeries we felt before; 

Remov'd our Scourges, and deſtroy'd our Rods, 

And triumph'd ofer our Wooden Prieſts and Gods. 

The joyful People ſoon his Praiſes ſing, 

With one united ſhout proclaim him King. 

Scarce did they more rejoice to ſee the Crown 

Plac'd on a Head was choſen by their own, 

Than now they triumph when the Mitre's given. 

To one approv'd by People, Prince, and Heav'n, 

But now, my Lord ! the mighty Work is done, 

And Heav'n with Bleſſings does the Action crown ; 

The joyful News fills every diſtant Plain, 

and glads the Heart of every humble Swain. 

We from your Learning do expe@ the Truth, 

To help the Aged, and inſtruct the Youth ; 

And hope your good Example will afford 

The ſame Succeſs as mighty Y/illiam's Sword z 

Conquer the Luſts and Vices of the Age, | 

Allwage their Fury, and appeaſe their Rage: 

To ſtopa Torrent, when the Waves combine, 

Requires a Courage and a Heat Divine : 

Todare their Force, and with addreſs withſtand 

?he impious Fury of a Sinful Land : 
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Such mighty Actions never can be done, 
But by the Hands of ſuch as 7illotſon ; 
*Tis not an eaſy ſtep to mount a Throne, 
And pull an old Imperious Tyrant down, 
Sin, like a Tyrant, with its Scepter reigns, 
And all the pious Strength of Man diſdains; 
A num”rovus Train does to its Courts belong, 
Its Slaves are valiant and its Vot”ries ſtrong : 
Juſt like a rightful Monarch it appears, 
And pleads Succeſſion of ſome hundred Years; 
Does for all Leudneſs and each Vice declare, 
And againit Grace proclaims an open War ; 
Allits ſtrong holds with Art does fortify, 

And forms a Train of its Artillery, 
Of Luſt, Ambition, and infatiate Pride, 

Of Malice and ten thouſand 1lls beſide ; 

1 onging for Death, and thirſting after Blood, 
And the Deſtruttion of each thing that's Good. 
This is the Enemy, my Lord, you muſt 

I>eſtroy, and lay its Honour in the Duſt; 
Retrieve the Praiſe of. Thred-bare Vertue's Fame, 
And give't a glorious and immortal Name. 
*{1s true, the Buſineſs and the Work is hard, 
Bur great's your Help, and great is your Reward. 
The Mighty Y//iliam did the Scepter ſway, 
When Men were ſtubborn, and refus'd Cobey ; 
A Moody People in a Nation rul'd, 

Had been with Folly and with Leudneſs gulld: 
So good, fo mild, ſo gentle was his Sway, 

The Major Part ſoon learned to obey. 

Nor is the Hierarchy, where you command, 
Much leſs infeſted with the Sins o'th' Land ; 
iD:ſpotick Sway of late o'ercame the Law, 

And we the Ruin of our Freedoms ſaw : 
Then grave Divinity became a Cheat, 
And fell and dwindled to I know not what: 
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come for Preferment had their Faith forgot, 
And gave their Hand to carry on the Plot; 
come Braves indeed (and theſe were not a few) 
Kept to their DoCtrines and their Country true, 
Oppos'd our Foes, and our Reſtorer ſery'd, 
And never yet have from his Intereſt ſwery'd. 
The Glory of our Faith you muſt retrieve, 
| And a new Life muſt to Religion give, 
And make our Clergy good Examples live. 
Thus by your Sway we hope for better Times, 
Men ſhall hate Vice, and ſhall abandon Crimes ; 
The Shame of Sianing ſhall its Uſe unlearn, 
And Men by Vertue ſhall their Worth diſcern : 
The Prieſts no longer ſhall be ſteep'd in Sloth, 
And *t ſhall be Scandal to refuſe the Oath ; 
Nor ſhall Opinion one another blame, 
The Wolf ſhall lumber with the tender Lamb ; 
Our Tuneful Bards exalted Notes ſhall raiſe, 
And ling the Monarch's, and the Biſhop's Praiſe. 


—_—————— 
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The Earth-quake of Jamaica; deſcrib'd in 
a Pindarick Poem, 1692. 


By Mr. TUT CHIN. 


| I. 
WW may our Lives bear an uncertain Date ; 
yY Diſturb'd with Maladies within, 
Without by croſs Events of Fate, 
The worſt of Plagues on Mortals wait, 
Pride, Ignorance, and Sin. 
If our antient Mother Earth, 
Who gave us all untimely Birth, 
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Such ſtrong Hyſterick Paſſion feels ; 
If Orbs are from their Axles torn, 
And Mountains into Valleys worn, 
All in a Moment's ſpace ; 
Can Humane Race 
Stand on their Legs when Nature reels ? 
Unhappy Man ! in all things croſs'd, 
_ Onevery giddy Wave of Fortune toſs'd : 
Theonly thing that aims at Sway, 
And yet capricious Fate muſt ſtill obey ; 
Travels for Wealth to Foreign Lands, (Sands, 
 Ofer ſcorching Mountains, and” o'er Deſart 
_ Laden with Gold, when homeward bound, 
Is in one vaſt impetuous Billow drown'd : 
Or if he reaches to the Shoar, 
And there unlades his Oar, CEC aged 
Builds Towns and Houſes which may laſt and ſtand, 
Thinking no Wealth ſo ſure as the firm Land; 
Yet Fate the Animal does ſtill purſue ; (too. 
This ſlides from underneath his Feet,and leaves hin 
IR, 
 Environ'd with Ten thouſand Fears we live, 
For Fate do's ſeldom a juſt Warning give ; 
Quicker than Thought its dire Reſolves are made, 
And ſwift as Lightning flies, 
Around the vaſt extended Skies: 
All things are by its Bolts in vaſt Confuſion laid. 
Sometimes a flaming Comet does appear, 
| Whoſe very Viſage does pronounce 
Decay of Kingdoms, and the Fall of Crows, 
inteſtine War, or Peſtilential Year; 
Sometimes a Hurricane of Fate 
Toes on ſome Great Man's Exit wait, 
A murder'd Corniſh, or ſome Hercules, 
When from their Trunks Almighty Jove, 
Who breaks with Thunder weighty Clouds above; 
To honour theſe, 
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LargePines and Oaks does lop, 
And in a Whirlwind lays *em upon Oeta's Top. 
 __ Feer this vaſt Orb ſhall unto Chaos turn, 
And with conſuming Flames ſhall burn, 
An Angel Trumpeter ſhall come, 
W hoſe Noiſe ſhall ſhake the Maſſy Ground, 
In one ſhort Moment ſhall expreſs - | 
His Notes to the whole Univerſe ; 
The very Dead ſhall hear his Sound, 
And from their Graves repair 
To the Impartial Bar; 
Thoſe that have been in the deep Ocean drown'd, 
Shall at his Call come to receive their Doom. 
: WE 1; 
But here, alas! no Omens fly, 
No ſecret Whiſper of their Deſtiny 
Was heard ; none cou'd divine 
When Fate wou'd ſpring the Mine : 
Safe and ſecure the Mortals go, 
| Not dreaming of a Hell below, 
In the dark Caverns of the gloomy Earth, 
Where ſuffocating Sulphur has its Birth, 
And ſparkling Nitre's made; 
Where Yulcan and his Cyclops prove 
The Thunderbolts they make for Fove. 
Here e/#olus his Winds has laid, 
Here is his Windy Palace, here tis ſaid 
His Race of little puffing Gods are bred, 
Which ferye for Bellows to blow up the Flame. 
The dire Ingredients are in order plac'd, 
Which muſt anon lay Towns and Cities waſte, 
«trait the black Engineer of Heaven came, 
His Match a Sun-beam was, 
He ſwift as Time unto the Train did paſs, 
It ſoon took Fire ; the Fire and Winds contend, 
But both concur the Vaulted Earth to rend; 
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It upwards roſe, and then it downwards felf. 
Aiming at Heaven, it ſunk to Hell : 
| The Neighb'ring Seas now own no more 
The ſturdy Bulwarks of the Shoar ; | 
T he gaping Earth and greedy Sea, 
__ Are bothcontending for the Prey; 
Thoſe whom the rav'novs Earth had ta'ne 
Into her Bowels back again, . | 
Are waſh't from thence by the inſulting Main. 
IV. | 
The Old and Young receive alike their Doom, 
The Cowards and the Brave 
Are buried in one Grave; 
For Fate allows *em all one Common Tomb. 
-. The Aged and the Wife 
Loſe all their Reaſon in the great Surpriſe. 
They know not where to go, 
And yet they dare not ſtay, 
There's fire and Smoak below, 
And the Earth gaping to receive the Prey, 
If to the Houſes Top they crawl, 
Theſe tumble too, and downwards fall : 
And if they fly into the Street, 
There grizly Death they meet 3 
All in a hurry die away, 
The Wicked had not time to pray. 
The Soldier once cou'd teach grim Death to kill, 
In vain is all his Skill, 
In vain he brandiſheth his Steel : 
No more the Art of War muſt teach, 
But lies Fate's Trophy underneath the Breach : _ 
The goodCompanions now no more caroule, 
They ſhare the Fate of the declining Houſe, 
Healths to their Friends their Bumpers 
(crown'd : 
But while they put the Glaſſes round, 
Death ſteps between the Cup and Lip, _. 
Nor would it let em take one parting SIP. V. 
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The Mine is ſprung, and a large Breach is made; 
Whereat ſtrong Troops of Warring Seas invade ; 
"Y Theſe overflow ;. 
| Where Houſes ſtood, and Graſs did grow, 
All forts of Fiſh reſort : 
They had Dominions large enough before, 
But now unbounded by the Shoar, 
They o'er the Tops of Houſes ſport. 
The watry Fry their Legions do extend, 
And for the new ſlain Prey contend ; 
—_ Within the Houſes now they roam, 
Into their Foe, the very Kitchen, come. 
One does the ChimneyMearth aſſail, 
Another flaps the Kettle with his ſlimy Tail. 
No Image there of Death 1s ſeen, 
No Cook-maid does obſtruct their Sway, 
They have entirely got the Day. 
Thoſe who have once devour'd been 
By Mankind, now on Man do feed : 
Thus Fate decides, and ſteps between, 

And ſometimes gives the Slave the Vitor's Meed. 
The beauteous Virgins whom the Gods might love, 
Cou'd not the Curſe of Heav'n remove ; 
Their Goodneſs might for Crimes atone, 

Inexorable Death ſpares none. 
Their tender Fleſh lately ſo plump and good, 
Is now made Fiſhes and Sea-monſters Food ; 
In vain they cry, 
Heav'n is grown deaf, and no Petition hears, 
Their Sighs are anſwer'd like their Lovers Pray'rs, 
They in the Univerſal Rulan lie, 
VI. 
Nor is inexorable Fate content 
To ruine one poor Town alone ; 
More Miſchief by the Blow 1s done : 
_ Veagh's on a farther Meſſage ſent, 
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When Fate a Gariſon does ſack, 
"The very Suburbs do partake 
Of Martial Law, 
Its Forces draw 
To every Mountain, Field and Wood ; 
They ravage all the Neighborhood. 
Worſe than the weak Aſſaults of Steel, 
Its Inftraments of Death all Places feel. 
They undiſcover'd, like fell Poiſon kill, 
Its Warriors fierce, 
The Earth, the Air, and Men do pierce; . 
And mounted, fight upon the winged Winds, 
Here a great Mountaigyin a'Valley's thrown, 
And there a Valley to a Mountain grown. 
The very Breath of an incenſed God 
Makes even proud Olympus nod. 
Chang'd is the Beauty of the fruitful Ie; 
 Andits fair Woods lop'd for its Funeral Pile, 
The moving Earth forms it ſelf into Waves, 
And curls its Surface like the rolling Seas ; 
Whilſt Man(that little thing) ſo vainly Raves, 
Nothing but Heaven can its own Wrath appeaſe. 
VII. 
- But Fate at length thought fit to leave its Toil, 
And greedy Death was glutted with the Spoil. 
As weary Soldiers having try'd their Steel, 
Half drown'd with Blood, do then deſiſt to kill. 
More Ruin wou'd a ſecond Deluge make, 
' Blot out the Name of the unhappy Iſle. 
I fares with her, as when in Martial Field, 
Reſoly'd and Brave, and loth to yield, 
Two numerous Armies do contend, 
And with repeated Shouts the Air do rend. 
_ Whilſt the affrighted Earth does ſhake, 
Some large Battalions are entirely loſt, 
And varriog ETON from the mighty Holſt : 
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Here by a Shot does fall 
Some Potent General ; 
And near to him 
Another loſes but a Limb. 
Part of the Iſland was a Prey to Fate, 
And all the reſt do's but prolong its Date, 
_ *Till injur'd Heaven finds 
its Bolts a Terror ſtrike on Human Minds; 
Sure we may hope the Sinners there repent, 
Since it has made their leudeſt Prieſt relent. 


—_—— 


— 
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Midſummer-Moon : or the Livery-Man's 
Complaint, 1 682. 


| Cannot bold, bot ſtruggling Rage aſpires, 

4 And crouds my free-born Breaſt with noble Fires, 
Whilſt prudent Fools ſqueak Treaſon thro the Noſe, 

And whine a quivering Vote in ſneaking Proſe. 

My Muſe ſoars out of reach, and dares deſpiſe 

What &er below attempts to tyrannize. 

Tho Iby ſome baſe Nero ſhould be clad 

In ſuch a Gown as the old Chriſtians had, 

In Clouds of Satyr upto Heav'n Pade roll ; 

For be could burn my Sbell, but not my Soul. 

Tho Nature ber auſpicious Aid refuſe, 

Revenge and Anger ſhall inſpire my Muſe : 

Nature has. giv'n me. a complaining part, 

And bleeding England a reſenting Heart. 


Let creeping Play'rs, whoſe pliant Fancies can 
Sneak to the Devil, and call him Gentleman ; 
How long has Northern Air ſo Sovereign been 
To purge the Plot, and ſanQify : a Sia ? _ 

"Tug 
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"Tis well for England, if at laſt it find 
The Traitor's Noxious Humours left behind, 
Which long bave been fomented by the Spit 

Of that old-faſhion'd honeſt Fool Argyle, 
Who loſt a noble Fortune, on pretence 
Of a fond thing the Whigs call Conſcience,” 
His Fall, and Tbynn's, if rightly underſtood, 
Were only doom'd to fleſh the Hounds in Blood: 
The Way's chalkt out, tho Fear retard the Blow, 
*Tis plain, that once a Rogue and ever ſo. 
Treaſon's the Gangrene of a mounting Soul, 
Which, if not ſoon cut off, infe&s the Whole. 
Tho Heav'nin Anger ſometimes may relieve, 
Pardons ſtill do not follow a Reprieve. 

_ Not fell Charibdis, Godwins, and the Ore, 
It Fate ordaint, ſhall keepa Prince from Shoar; 
Since he that would by Brother's Blood be crown, 
Shall (tho in Egg-ſhell Frigat) ne'er be drown'd. 
* Which ſtockt Seraglio's, and rich Grand Yiziers, 
Th? induſtrious Tory truck for Officers. 
In ſober ſadneſs, Sirs, how goes the Price ? 

Are Sheriffs lately grewn good Merchandize ? 
Sure, Brethren, we may fear the Cauſe is low, 
When you for Cordials unto Turkey go: | 
When nothing elſe the deſperate Game retrieves 
You'l chuſe the City Circumciſed Shrieves : 

To whom, if you would take Advice from me, 
' Good Father Elliot ſhould 4 Chaplain be. 
Some 4ufties too you might have wafted o're, 
But that with B—ps we.were ſtockt before, 
High rampant, ſwearing B—ps, tite and true, 
Brisk B—PsS, who have their Seraglioes too z 
Who'll bid, &er Ghoſtly Codpiece find rebuke, 
Two hundred pounds a Year above a Duke z £ 
Who, if their Piety were open ſer, 
Are verler Turks than Biſhop Mabomet - 
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Who arm'd withSword for Pen,and Male forGown, 
With cogent Blows knock reeling Error down. 
Had you ſome Aids of Janizaries got, 
Or ſome bold Troops from the Timarzot, 
SW Theſe better would have merited Rewards, 
W Than all your Ruby-nos'd and Whoring Guards ; 
Who tho to fight they could not find a Heart, 
Moſt nobly would diſcharge the plundring Part. 
Then we ſhall get as Loyal Sherifts, when 
The Louſy Regiments are Livery-men. | 

Now you by Law may freely take a Purſe, 
For one upon the Bench will vouch it, Sirs. 
Claw me,and Vil claw thee ; what, he's his Brother 1! 
And one Good-turn, ye know, deſerves another : 
For that old Fox moſt prudently decreed 
To get a pow'rful Friend in time of need; 
That when he Newgate Fate approaching ſees, 
He may perſwade him to refund his Fees ; 
Or, if they cannot here ſecurely trade, 
Sneak back with him, and turn a Renegade. 

Poor Tories ! have you none but him in ſtore, 
Who's now been thumb ſo oft he'll hold no more ? 
Can you provide no better Partner than | 
An Unbeliever for a Muſſulman? 

Thoſe are but mungrel Turks (to tell you true) 
Who love not Chriſtian better than a Few; © © 
And, if they will not take a Friend's Advice, 
Shall ne'er come into XMabomet's Paradiſe. 

Degenerate Zondon ! Slave to Mighty Pelf ! 

Degenerate London ! Stranger to thy Self! 

Are theſe thy Senators ? thy Fathers ſage ? 

Sure, if they are, they dote with Gold and Ape. 
There was, alas ! there was a time when we 
Eſteem'd our Lives below our Liberty; 

When, if our dying Country we could fave, 
Weadſung on Tombs, & triumph'd on the Graye, 


Joyfully 


| 
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| And periſf'd in our Mother's dear Imbrace! 


"The Slaves are living, and the Heroes dead; 


Juſt ſuch another thing as B—ps are. 


Who loud Huzza's, and, Bleſs your Lordfhip, ſhout ; 
| Then he his Loyal Carcale did undreſs, 
And frights me with Raw-hbead and Bloody-bones, 
And ſtrokes my Head, and chucks me under Chin: 
To make my Honourable Knaveſhip, Lord : 


- As with ſtrange Proclamations fill'd my Head 3 


Joyfully fal'n on her beloved Face, 


That nobler Ardour long ago is fled ; 


We peep into the Hall, and whoop, and then, 
Fools as we went, like Fools come back agen : 
For Shrieves, like'Larks in falling Skies, we gape; 
Anddance Attendance on the Courtier's Ape, ; 
Who (poor good-natur'd Soul) can neither haye 
Honeſty for the Fool, nor Wit for Knave. 

He's a ſtrange piece of Linſy-Woolſy Ware, 


When he on lofty Ten-toes did advance, 
And thro the Streets on foot-back proudly prance, 
Circled around by all the ragged Rout, 


Abſent from F— $, Fc EN «. and all 
That in his Ears for ever buz and bawl ; 


And unto Ghoſtly Mother thus confeſs : _ 

The Work is done, 1 ought to ſwear *em too; 
Bit, O ! I ſhall be chidden if 1do. Fn 
Some-body terrifies me twice and once, 


But if Pm good, he calls me Love and Foy, 
And tells me, There's my dainty Golden Boy ! 
Gives me a Pipe and Cart to truckle in, 


And alſo promis'd the next time he comes, 
To bring his Pocket full of Sugar-Plumbs. 
Nay, once in Verity he paſt his Word, 


Spight of my Teeth, he made me Truant play, 
And to White- Hall kidnap'd my Lord away 3 
There ſuch paw Words ſd terribly he ſed, 


1y. 
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[1 imitate great-Zasifer, and.be. - 
a Tyrant far more abſolute; than he, 

E \ho never could. a Common-Council call, . 

W Nor domineer like me in Heaven's Guild- Hall 3. 

W Nor yet in the Crown-Office put the Stars,  _ -, .. 

W Nor Angels proſecute for Rioters, | © _ 

W Well, if at laſt I find the Houſe too. hot, _ 

JW And Maſter J—17y needs muſt go to por, _ 

JW Worſt come to.thworſt, it only fhall be ſaid, 

W | wiſely hang'd my ſelf, to ſave, oy Head. 

W Thos ſaid;..on gilded Couches linking down, 
Sleep ſeiz'd his-Corps, and laid his, empty Crown: - 


” k D 
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Thro all the tedious Hours of baleful Night, 
Guilt grfaws his Soul with many a gaſtly Spright; 

W Diloyal Morpheus did at firſt preſent "3h 

W The horrid Spectre of a Parliament; -, , __ 

@ fire hundred Heads adorn its mighty Cheſt, 
Milions of Noble Hearts inform the Breaſt; 
Millions of Hands defend the Sacred Throne, 
Bravely reſoly'd to makeits Grave their own : 
Poor He at their Tribunal quivering ſtood, 


. " , - - 


Guilt lockt his Veins,and Fear congeal'd his Blood; 
But-what was done or ſaid by him, or theſe, 
[cannot tell you till their Maſters pleaſe. 

The next that gave his Memory a rub, 
Were Two produc in City Sweating-Tub, . 
Who that they inight appear for North and Zox, 
Were ug like rotten Courtiers witha P-x ; 
Within his Bannio they were forc'd to ſtay, | 
Till choak'd with heat, their Squls did melt away 3 
Bequeathing him the Peoples weighty Hate, 
Sure Omen of a far ſeverer Fate. 
| The next that diſcompos'd his Lordſhip's Naps; 
Was a whole ſhow'r of dreadful Shoulder-Claps 3 
Attion they itill a top of Action pack, | 
Altioft efoigh to break a Came's Back 3 * 


a -_ Z Hundreds 


_ © As fright his doughty Lordſhip out of ſleep; 
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Hundreds of thouſand Pounds ! St. 94 defend ts; 
Or theſe unconſcionable Whigs will end us : 
So great a noiſe theſe Counter-Devils did keep, 


For a Court-Fourney he agin provides, 
| Saddles his Cane, and then gets up and rides, 
To the Cabal he haſtily does go; 
Still crying Weſtminſter and Lambeth, boa. . 
What there he did, Fanaticks muſt not tell : 
But if you'd know, pray ask Sir Lionel, | 

Room for theChap-faln Mouth,or elſe*twill feat 
- By all the Aps from Saint Cadwallader, 

Prute's hur creat Cranfather, if hur enquire, 
And Adam's Cranfather was Prutus Sire. 
Famovs ap Shenkin was hur elder Prother, 
Some Caledonian Sycorax hur Mother, 

Or ſome ſhe-Deel more damn'd than all the reſt, 
At their black Feaſt hor luſtful Sire compreſt ; 
Thence this incarnate Cacodemon roſe, 
Whoſe very Face his Parents Image ſhows : 
His.Shape was all inhuman, and unconth, 
But yet he's chiefly Devil about the Mouth. 
With care they nurs'd the Brat, for fear it ſhows” 
Grow tame, and ſo degen'rate into good; 
Witn City Charters him they wrapt about, 
And A&s of Parliament for Swadling* lout. 
As he grew up, he won a Noble Fa 

Well worthy 1 the Brood from whence he came ; 
Cheriſhing Spite, and hugging Diſcord fell, 
He was the beſt-beloved Brat of Hell. 

Ofc with Succeſs this Adighty Blaſt did bawl, 
Where loudeſt Lungs and longeſt Swords win all; 
And {till his clenched Arguments did end 
With that home thruſt, He is not Cſar's Friend. / 
Sometimes, that jaded Ears he might releaſe, 
Good Man? he has been fee'd to liold his Peace. 


Hear 


WO * 
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Heat him, but never ſee him, and you'd fear 
He was the Cyyer, not the Connſellor. or] 

He roars, as if heonly chanc't to find 

Juſtice was now grown deaf as well as blind. 

This demy Fiend, this Hurricane of Man, 

Muſt ſhatter London's Glory (if be can? ) 

This Engineer muſt with his forked 'Crown 
For Battering Ram, beat all her Bulwarks down: 
And him our prudent Pretor wiſely choſe 

To ſplutter Law, and the dinn'd Rabble poſe ; 
They have a thouſand Tongues, yet he can roar 
Far louder, tho they had a thouſand more. ' 
Unto long-winded Cook he fcorns to go, 

But pleads, Hi5 Majeſty will bave it ſo. 

Counſel alone; for ſuch a Client fir, 

As fam'd for Honeſty as he for Wit. 

Well, quoth Sir G. the Wbigs may think me rude; 
Or brand me guilty of Ingratitude ; be 
At my Preferment they (poor Fools) may grudg; 
And think me fit for Hangmain, more than Judg 
But tho they fret, and bite their Nails, and baw], 
PI] light theta, and go kiſs dear Nelly Wall, 
Dalila is to Court return'd, and I, | 
Bleſt with her Influence, all the World defy ; 

I'm made, | pn Sampſon wantons in her Lap: 
Such Favorites are Wh--s, ſo charming is a Clap; 
But hold ! what makes the gaping Many run ? 

Is France defeated ? or, is Rome undone? \(— 

Is Portſmonth Nun, or Kate a Mother grown ? 
Will conſcientious Compn ſwear for none ? 

Have Poets quite forgot to ſmooth, and gloſe, 
And lead admiring Cullies by the Noſe ?. 
Have we a War with Afon/zeur, Peace with Spain; 
Or, have we got a Parliameiit again ? 
All in good tim&,when Heav'n & Charles ſhall pleaſe; 
But tis a Wonder greater far than theſe: 
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Were not our Shreeves the greateſt Sots alive, 
Toqieſtion my Lord\Mayor's Prerogative, 

| Who is (if all that Tories ſay be true) 

B The wiſeſt Lord that ever London knew ? 

| And aided by ſome muſty Laws, diſpute 

| W':th him that is, or would be, Abſolute. 

| Tho that's (if due to one) to One alone,' 

| Ualeſs the Huſftings could commence a Throne. 

Rave whilſt they will, he? make the City ſtay ; 

| - Becaule 'tis Great and Lordly to Delay. 

| Our Pleaſure is, that you no longer fit, _ 

| But go, and meet again when We think fit, 

| | When Will and Pleaſure could not ought prevail, 
Away he trots to tell the woful Tale, 

| On Marrow- bones he ſadly begs for pity; 

Pray, Sir ! I cawt be quiet for the City, 
They hunch, and punch, and hit me many a Pat, 
And throw one down, and dirt one's Bever-Hat, 
_TH' uncomplaiſant Phanaticks; neither care 
_ For ſage Sir F--»n, nor L.:nor M--r, nor M-a-r. | 
Wo to the naughty Boy that*s ſuch a noddy, _ 
T” abuſe him who ſays nothing to no body. = 
The Shreeves muſt come, and in one live-long hour, 

Preſto, they*r conjur'd into? enchanted Tower - 
But four ſmall Devils did hoiſt em on their backs 
Behold the Policy of Hallifax: -—- 
Who makes the Proteſtants Devotion thus, 
From Hell, and Hull, and Him, deliver us. 
That Sham won't take, Sir ; for what e'er you do, 
We know our Strength, but know-our Duty too. 
At theſe fine little Tricks of State we laugh ; 
For ſuch old Birds are ſeldom caught with Chaff. 
Yet tho whole droves of Locuſts you provide, 
With ten and twenty Regiments beſide; - 

.. Tho they ſhou'd batter down our Towers & Walls 
(As once before) with Teaxbury Muſtard Balls 3 


We've 
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We've Noble Hearts dare leap into a Flame, _ 
With a bold Traitor's Blood to quench the ſame, 
With parting Breath curſe all the Friends to Komre, 
And in ſome Temple's Ruins find a Tomb. 47,” 

Nor you Familiars ſhall forgotten be, 

Altho unworthy of my Verſe and Me; 

You who that Honourable Fool command, 

And finely manage him by ſlight of hand. 

Billy look to't, &er Parliament come on 

Let you and Neighbour Jemmy get you gan, 

Rouſe up ye Tories of the Factious Age, 

Implicit Clappers to the Bawdy Stage; 

Du—b's an Aſs to think theſe mighty Men | 

Would take ſuch ſtore of pains for Nine or Ten ; 

When your dear Patrons to Preferment riſe, 

Moloch muſt have a larger Sacrifice; _ 

Hundreds of Hecatombs ſhall grace his Shrine, 

Whilſt you huzza-in Blood inſtead of Wine ; 

Whilſt from their holes the Waſpiſb Whigs you burn, 

And every Sign-polt to a Gibbet burn, 

Degenerate Albion! Ah ! is this thy Son ? 

This thy degenerate Off-ſpring, Albion ! 

Canſt thou without a Cloud of Bluſhes ſee 

The Follies of thy ſpurious Progeny ? | 

Is not the Man a Hero, bold and brave, 

That damns his Race. &dooms hisGrandchild Slave 2 

Does not our Loyal Lord deſerve to paſs, 

For what he is indeed, a Loyal Afs ? | 

Are not our deareſt Friends, the plodding Whips, 

Old Dogs at Politicks and State-Intrigues, 

Who ſplit again upon the ſelf-ſame Shelves, 

And ſweat to twiſt a Rope to hang themſelves ? 

One would have thought the Port wherewith he 

© _ (goes, 

And Chain and all, enough to fright his Foes! 

'Tis true, heſcorns to fear, or take Afﬀront, 

but looks as big as Bully Rodomont. 
Ref. L 3 -..- Fer 
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For who the Valour and the Force can tell, 


"That waits upon the Name of Colonel ? 


But yet to curb Fanaticks Diſcontent, 


| Guards muſt be drawn vp ready to preſent z 
_ Yet tho he's fo courageous, he's fo wiſe, 


That none but Friends know where his Vatour lies, 
Poor Soul-lefs thing ! alike contemn'd and curſt,' 
By ſome Court-ſneaking Devil inform'd at firſt, 
Under what ſickly Planet wer't thou born, 
Doom'sd at thy Birth thy Nation's Plague and Scorn? 
Did ſullen Saturn rule the footy Sy, 

Or frowning Mars his Car run rumbling by ? 

No Manlike Power would then vouchſafe to tho, 
Some Woman-God uſurp'd trunlucky Day ; 
Unconſtant Zuna's Force did then prevail 

In cloſe ConjunQian with the Dragon's Tait. 

Poor Sonl-lefs thingthee croſs-grain'dNatvure gave. 
Tn make the Land a Scourge, the Court a Slave; 
Thy Country's Bane, the States-man's MWooden-Tol, 
ore Fool than Knave,and yet more Knave thanFool. 
Like farting Pythia, thou art nothing elſe 

But a mere Trunk to Satan's Oracles : 

Still mayſt thou live, but live in fear and pain, 
And live to ſee a Parliament again. 

Ah, too too happy London ! didſt thou know. 
And bleſs the Arm Divine that made thee o ; ; 
Planted by Heav'n in a Luxuriant Soil, 

The Paradiſe of all this fruitful Iſle ; 

With Air-invading Turrets proudly crown'd, 
With Thames's ouzy Arms begirt around, 

With Silver Thames, who ſmooths his Aged Facg 
When hafting to his Darling? s dear Embrace 
B:aring the Traffick of the home-ſpun Weſt, 

As a Love-token to adorn her Breaſt. 

On his proud Neck he takes the irkſome Chain, 
And ſtill rolls back to kiſs her Shores again 3 Heb 


Indulgent 
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Indulgent Mothers ſo, long Tales will tell, 
And give their parting Sons-a long Farewel! 
The gentle' Naiads for her Sight prepare, 
And in their Chryſtal Mirrour curl their Hair ; 
Their purling Streams, and bubling Rills advance, 
And round the Sedges deckt with Offers dance. 
Their Brooks and Ponds of skaly SubjeQs drain, 
For Preſents to enrich their Soveraign; 
The ſtately Nereids with the ſwelling Tide, 
Rich Freights from all the Univerſe provide, 
Whate'er of Rarities the Eaſt can ſhew, 
With all the glittering Intrails of Peru ; 
Cargoes of Myrrh and Frankincenſe they bring, 
And Pearls and Diamonds for an Offering : | 
And when a Storm is rais'd, to make their Peace, 
Een their own Corals and their Ambergreaſe : 
Nor yet this Cabinet, tho bright, had been 
Admir'd, but for the nobler Gems within; 
Not all the Þdies Charms enough can find 

_ To pleaſe and ſatisfy a Vertuous Mind. 
For Wealth without our Liberties would be 
But painted Chains, and gilded Slavery; - 
To make her Happineſs compleat and whole, 
The Gods inſpir*d her with a generovns Soul; 
Her Free-born Off-ſpring ſtill was greatand brave, 
Too low for Rebel, but too high for Slavez 
Who both of Right and Duty ſenſe did feel, 

- And could Bow low. but rather burſt than Eneel.' 
Amongſt this purer Wheat ſome Tares did breed, 
Some-Cockle, and encroaching Darnel Seed 5 
A vip'rons Brood, who ſmiling Poiſon give 
To thoſe indulgent Friends who made *em live ; 

Cut out for France, or ſome ignobler Place, 
Where Tyrants Chains are counted no diſgrace. 

_ Nature found Stuff for Men, and wroughr it right, 

Byt Heaven dentes to give a Human Sprite, 
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Some Sparks of Fire ſhe like Prometbeus ſt 
And-wanting better, gave a Chicken's Soul? 
Or what did by late Tranſmigration paſs 
| From ſome contented Slave, or golden Aſs. 
Theſe (Bleeding London) all thy Bliſs deſtroy, 
Theſe ſtab thy Hopes, and murder all thy Joy: 
Theſe not content with what thewſelves could =, 
To pleaſe the Devil, would damn their Neigh. 
(hours too. 

But thou ( great Charles. ! ) whoſe aorious Wain dos 
Round our Horizon, next to none but Fove, (rore 
With Royal Goodneſs hear their humble Svit, 
— Whofain would loye thee, if thou'dſtHet em do' ts 
1 beg no Favour, I expe no Bays, _ (Praiſe; 
Bare Truth gets Frowns, gilt Lyes have Coin and 
Could I the Art of thy great Laureat win, © 
To waſh a 44vor, or blanch a blacker Sin, 
Then might I nobly ſwear and whore in State, 
And Cen bid fair for Wealth in ſpite of Fate ; 'E 
But tho my thredbare Muſe would fain be trying, 
Yer all, like him, have not the Gift of Lying. - 
: On; hear thy bleeding SubjeAs Groans & Sighs, 
If not their Tongues, yet hear. their. flowing Eyes ; 
Pity their too well-grounded Griefs and Fears, 
| Mov'd by the ſilent Rhetorick of their Tears: : 

O let the charming Devil tewpt on in vain, 
Appear. thy ſelf, and break ttignoble Chain 
| Shake the Court Ear-wiggs from thy peſter'd 
(Throne, 
Shake off thy little Kings, and reign alone : | 
' So mayſt thou ſee thy Flatterers fall, and ſee 
Thoſe that are Friends to Law are Friends to thee ; 
So mayſt thou bring poor Frgleng glad. Relief, 
To right her Wrongs, and baniſh all her Grief: 
- Till crown'd with Suns and Beams .of peaceful 
Attendent Angels thee to Bliſs convey 3. (O8y, 


Fhithey 


Vol. IV. State-Afairs. 345 
Thither tho late (late let it be) remove, _ 
And change this Diadem for one more bright _ 
May thy ſurviving Image ever be 

(1f poſſible) as much belov'd as T hee. 

May After-a ges bis great Sons admire, 

For England's Darlings and the World's Deſire; ; 
For ſworn eternal Foes to France and Rome, _ 
Ina long, longs Succeſſion down to thiday of Doom: 
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Arewel damn'd Stygian Juice, who doſt bewitch 
' From the Court Baud, down to the ponents 
Bitch 2 

Thon liquid Flame, by whom each fiery Face _ 

Lives without Meat, and bluſhes without Grace:, 

Sink to your native Hell, and 'mend the Fire, 

Or, if you rather chuſe to ſettle nigher, 

Return to the dull Clime from whence you came, 

Where Wir and Courage may require your Flame, 

Where they caropze in your Veſuvian Bowls, 

To cruſt the Quagmire of their ſpungy Souls. © 

Had Dives for thy ſcorching Moiſture cry'd, 

Aw am in Mercy had his ſuit deny'd : 

Or Bonner known thy Force ; the Marty r's Blood 

Had fiſs'd in thee and' ſav'd the Nation's Wood. 

Wenge of Embers, Scum of melting Flint, | 

ith all the Native Sparkles floating in't.. 5 

Sure the black Chymiſt with the Cloven Foot, . 

All «Ztna*s Simples in his Limbeck pur, © 
And'double ſtilPd, na quinteſſenc' d thy Juice,” 7 

19 Charcoal Mortals on Wy future uſe, 


Fires 
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A Deluge and a Conflagration too. | 


_ Grilly'd all o'er by thee from Head to Foot : 


" His Nerves all crackle in his Parchment Skin 


Fire-ſhip to Nature, who doſt donbly wonng' 
For thoſe that grapple thee,are bnrnt and drown'g 
As when Heav'n preſs'd th* Auxiliaries of Hel. 
A flaming Storm on curſed Sodom fell ; 2 
And when its ſingle Plagues could not prevail, 
Egypt was ſcal'd with kindled Rain and Hail : 
So Nature's Feuds are reconcild in Thee, 
Thou two great Judgments in Epitomy : 
God's paſt and future Anger breathes in you, 


View yonder Sot (I don't mean Sheriff $h—te) 


His drouſy Eyelids ſhoar'd above their pitch, 

His Cheeks with Carbuncles and Rubies rich ; 
His Scull inſtead of Brains ſupply'd with Cinder, 
His Noſe turns all his Handkerchiefs to Tinder : 
He breathes like a Smith's Forge, and wets the Fire, 
Not to allay the Flame, but raiſe it higher : 

His trembling Hands ſcarce heave the Liquor in, 


His Stomach don't concoR, but bake his Food z 
His Liver even vitrifies his Blood ; : 
His Guts from Nature's Drudgery are freed, 
And in his Bowels Salamanders breed. 
Hes grown too hot to think, too dull tolavgh, 
And ſteps as if he walk'd with Pindar's Staff 
The moving Glaſs-houſe lightens with his Eyes, 
Singes his Clothes, and all his Marrow fries ; 
Glows for a while, and then in Aſhes dies. 
Thus like a ſham Prometheus, we find 
Thou ſtealſt a Fire from Hell to kill Mankind. _ 
 Buthold —left we the Saints dire Anger merit, 
By ſtinting their Auxiliary Spirit : | 
We hear of late, whate'er the wicked think, 
Thoy art reform'd and turn'd a Godly Drink : 
And doubtleſs thou'rt con-natural to them, 
For both thy Spirit and theirs abound in Phlegm F 
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W rce fince the Publick Faith for Plate did wimble, 


kad ſanQifty'd thy Gill with Jannab's Thimble : 


W Thou left'ſt thy old bad Company of Vermin, 

W The drunken Porters, and the ſwearing Carmen, 
© And the lend Drivers of the Hackny Coaches, 
JW And now tak'ſt up with ſage diſcreet Debauches : 
© Thou freely drop'ſt upon Gold Chains and Fur, 

J 4nd Sots of Quality thy Minions are. .: 

W No more ſhalt thou foment an Ale-houſe Brawl. 
But the” more ſober Riots at Guild-haB, - 

W Where, by thy Spirit's fallible DireQion, 

W The Reprobates ſtood polling for Ele&ion. 


» 


[f this Trade holds, what will the Wicked do ? 


W The Saints ſequeſter e'en their Vices too: 
WJ For fince the Art of Whoring's grown preciſe, 


And Perjury hath got demurer Eyes ; 


W Tis time, hightime to circumciſe the Gil] 


And not let Drinking be Philiftian ſtill, * 

Go. then, thou Emblem of their torrid Zeal, >' 
Add Flame to Flame,and their ſtiff Tempers neal, & 
Till they grow duRtile to the Publick Weal. DO, 
And ſince the Godly have efpoug?d thy Cauſe, 
Don't fill their Heads with Liberties and Laws, 
Religion, Privilege, and lawleſs Charters, 

Mind them of Falftaff*s Heir apparent Garters, < 
And keep their outward Man from Ketches Quarters. 

One Caution more (now we are out of hearing) 
Many have died of Drinking, ſome of Swearing ; 
if theſe two Peſts ſhould in ConjunQion meet, 

he Graſs wou'd quickly grow in every Street: 
dave thou the Nation from that double Blow, 
And keep thy Fire from Salamanca TO. 
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Tie Grove: Or, the Rival Muſes, 1761; 


IVINE Thalia! Charmer of my Breaſt, 

| Towhoml fly, when with rude Cares oppreſt; 
Thou only- vernal Virgin of the Nine, 
Who maK*ſt the Spring with blooming Glories ſhine; 
And pleas*d with Gardens and a ſilent Grove, 
Inſpir'ſt the Swains with Gaity and Love, 7 
Renew thy Favours, teach me to relate (Hate; 
The Shepherd's Love, the Nymph's diſſembled 
How he and Cycnus by the Moon's pale Light, 
With rival Songs, beguil'd the paſling Night; 
And with what Joy the Youth forſook the Shade, 
And ran t' embrace the dear relenting Maid, . 
His yearly Race bright Phebu thrice had run, 
And now again the radiant Courſe begun, 

Since Love-ſick Theron turn?d a Shepherd Swain, 
To feed « Flock, and playa rnral Strain, 

To higher Notes at firſt his Harp he ſtrung, 
And of-immortal Gods and Heroes ſung; 
Till in a ſwift purſuit of Love, and Fame, 

A fond Endeavour, and a hapleſs Flame! _ 

n thought ſecure (hard Fate 1) he chanc'd to find 

e Town, and Celia both at ance unkind. 

One ſooth'd him on with, hopes of coming Joys, - 
The other bid him ſnatch the falling Bays : 

But ſogn the falſe, inconſtant, Wheel was turn'd 
He ſaw his Verſes damn'd, his Paſſion ſcorn'd. 
Then ina Rage ti ingrateful Town forſook, 
With many a Sigh, and many a parting Look, 
And to the Shades his mourning Muſe convey'd, 
Ig meep bis Fate, and curſe the cruel Maid. 


Whers 


Yol. IV. | State-Affairs 349 Y 


Where now in unmoleſted Peace he reigns. we 

Th unrival'd Prince of all the tuneful Swains, © 

To him, and Pan they conſecrate the Plaitis. : 

No beauteous Virgin, that is us'd to wield 

The harmleſs Crook, and trace the dewy Field, 

But will for Theron weave a flow ry Crown, 

And ſighing wiſh the Shepherd were her own. 

No Swain ſo rude, but bows at Theron's Name, 

Proclaims his wondrous Worth, and ſings his happy 
Fame. 

' This Cycmu heard ; whoſe Moſe in aha fings 
The Fall of Empires, and the Fate of Kings: 

Or laſhes, with a ſharp Satycick Rage, 

The Follies of a leud, degenerous Age. 

He heard, he ſaw, he read with wondring Eyes 
The happy Strains, and own'd a vaſt Surprize. 
& ſoft, ſo moving, yet ſo full of Fire; 
Made Envy' $ ſelf his matchleſs Skill admire. 
Yet nought the unbelieving Bard cou'd move, 
To think ſuch Verſe the produ@ of a Grove. 
Till urg'd with Envy of another's Fame, 
From noiſy Streets, to ſilent Shades, he came ; 
To ſee the Youth that ſung ſuch render Lays, 
And try who beſt deſery'd a Crown of Bays, 
To tempt from Solitude the careful Swain, 
And with kind Tidings end his growing Pain. 

Tall Shadows now from diſtant Mountains fell, 
Each Swain his Cot, each Hermit ſought his Cell: 
But Theron to a lonely Grove repairs, 

Tomovrn his Love, and fifig away his Cares ;. 
There, every Night, when ilence filPd the Woods, 
And broading Darkneſso” er the Fields and Floods © 
Had ſpread her ſable Wings ; the penfive Swain 
Wou'd fit, and weep, and of theStars complain 
And Celia, cruel Celia cry, in vain. | 

But now the rili ing Moon with Silver Light, 
Began to paint the dusky Face of Night, F 

An 


And o'er the Meads her Lucid Beams advance] 
Where mimick Elves in antick Figures dance, 
When Cycrus liſt”ning travers'd o'er the Grove; 
And heard the Shepherd thus complain of Love; 
Ah cruel Moon ! (the mournful Youth begun) 
To me unwelcome, as thy Brother Sun: 
* Onhappier Lovers ſpread thy ſilent Beams, _ 
"That kiſs in Shades, or walk by warbling Streams: 
They may rejoice, and bleſs thee for thy Light, 
But let my Woes, and me be-hid in Night : 
rkneſs, Oblivion, everlaſting Shades, (vades! 
here no bright Glimpſe the dreary Gloom in- 
(If ſuch a Place there be) that Place T crave, 
As diſmal as my Thoughts, and ſilent as the Grave; 
AhCelia, fair, unkind ! Didſt thou but know F 
How full'of Pain I live, how fravght with Woe; 
(If ought a Heart of Adamant can move) 
' Thou need'ſt muſt pity, tho thou can'ſt not love. 
- Here all the Night, about the Shades 1 rove, 
 _ Andallmy Taleis Celia, Fate, and Love: 
Ore elſe upon ſome riſing Hillock lie, 
Sigh, lauguiſh, weep, and wiſh I could but die. 
- Hills, Groves,and Woodsareconſciovs of my Flame; 
And every Tree bears cruel Celia's Name. 
' Poor Philomel ſometimes affords Relief, 
And ina kind Condolance fooths my Grief : 
She's with my Cares ſo well acquainted grown ; 
She ſings my Wrongs and quite forgets her own, j 
Rut all-in vain : My Sorrows will not ceaſe, 
Till Celia's Voice ſhall huſh my Soul to peace ; 
From her alone a Cure | muſt obtain, 
She gave the Wound, and muſt relieve the Pain. 
If not, Pm in Deſpair and Angyiſh loſt, 
And ſoon ſhall be a wandring, weeping Ghoſt. 
Dear charming Tyrant, let my Tears prevail, _ 
(Nought can ſucceed, if theſe laſt Tears FT 
| fail. 


Leave; 
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Drown'd all the Softneſs of the human Soul ; | 


Leave, leave the Town, and 'to theſe Shades repair z 


Theſe Shades will yield a ſofter, ſweeter Air. 
Here, free from Buſineſs in a calm Retreat, 


pelightful as the Muſes ſacred Seat, 
In charming Grots, green Fields, and ſhady Bowers, 
We'll ſweetly paſs the gay, the ſmiling Hours : 
Here, like the Mortals of the golden Age, 
Secure from Envy, Treach'ry, Luſt, and Rage: 
How happy, more than happy ! ſhould we be, 
Would'ſt thou but come, and love, and live with 
But if at laſt your Pity you deny, .. (mer 
And I (in ſpite of all my Tears) muſt die: 
Yet let poor Theron, cer his Sonl depart, 
Once more behold thoſe Eyes which fir'd his Heart ; 
Grant me once more to view thy charming Face, 
Snatch one dear Kiſs, and ſteal a ſhort Embrace. 
Pll not offend thee by too ons a ſtay, TR, 
But preſs my Love, my laſt ſoft Homage pay ; - 
For Charon waits to waft my lighing Soul away. 

This, and much more the penſive Shepherd ſung, 
Till Grief o'erwhelm'd his Voice, and ſtopt his 

tu 3b IE ag aug (Tongue, 

And Cycnus.now convinc®d, that Theron's Name F/ 
Had well deſery'd the beſt, and nobleſt Fame; 6 
Gently adyanc'd, and to the Shepherd came. 1 
Where thus he ſpoke, and ſeem'd to mourn his Fate z 
Ah happy Swain, wer't not for Celia*s Hate! 
Tis ſtrange, fond Youth, ſhe can reſiſt ſolong _ 
The powerfdl Charms of your inchanting Song 3 
So well you ſing, ſo well complain of Love, 
Your Verſe might Paſſion in a Statue move, 
Calm a rude Tempeſt, ſtill the raging Wind; 
Stop rapid Streams, or make a Monſter kind : 
Sure ſhe's no Woman, or in Deſarts nurſt, 
With blood of Panthersquench'd her Infant Thirſt y 
Stupid and wild as they ; the Savage Bowl 
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For were there but one Spark of Native Firs; 
Soft Theron's ſighing Lays would fan Deſire; 
Melt the toy Nymph, till ſhe her Love confeſt; 
And breath'd her Paſſion on his Joyful Breaſt. 
But ſhe who ſtands vnmov'd at Theron's Charms, | 
Muſt be nnworthy of his bliſsful Arms. 

Let me adviſe, come leave the lonely Grove, 


_ And ftriveto cancel this unhappy Love. 


Not here in Shades indulge the darling Grief ; 
Silence augmerits your Pain, fiot yields Relief, 
Return, return, and all your Cires forget, 

And former Pleaſures with freſh Guſt repeat. 
Our cronded Town more pleaſant Objeas yields; 
Thaneither Groves,6t Streaims,or Woods,or Fields 
You may be happy there, you there tay find 
Your Stars indulgent and a Miſtreſs kind. 

And yielding Fame no more your Arms will ſhan, 


' But give the Crown which you ſo jaſtly won. 
Return, return, great William's Deeds rehearſe; 


And fing his Battels in Iminortal Verſe. . 
Tell, how the Seas he in I6ud Tempelts croſt; 
To favea Nation, which had elſe been loſt: 
How he the Crown at laſt vouchſaf'd to take, 


Not for his own, but poor Britannia's ſake. 


Secure of Conqueſt whereſot'er he fought, 
Returning home, Were: ped Laurels brovght ! 
Sing how the Hero paſt the rapid Flood, 

Roſe from the Waves, and look'd the Warrior God ! 
With Joy the Billows ſach a Burden bore z; _ 
Whilſt ſounding Fame, and Vi&'ry flew before; 


| Then how the Toils of War he could ſuſtain, 


Smiling on Fear with a ſerene Diſdain, 

And glad'to hear the Trumpet's chearfu] Call, 
Still ruſh'd thro Danger, and deſpis'd it all. 
And how at laſt, a happy Peace reſtor'd, 
The joyful Hero ſheatt'd his villng Sword. 
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W [:t his great Ads be your inſpiring Theam, 
W Nor longer here thus footh a ſickly Dream, 

W Thus the preſuming Bard to Theron ſpoke, 

W 4nd thus at laſt the Swain his Silence broke. . 

W Of Warriors let the skilful Steprey fing, | 
W 4nd Prior's Muſe her lofty Raptures bring "4 
W To pay dne Honours to a Godlike King, 

© 1doom'd to Sorrow, tmult in Sylvan Song, 

© 10liſt'ning Woods relate my cruel Wrong. 

Tb; Paſſion made unfit for chearfol Airs, 

W 5 Thoughts are all ſubjected to my Cares: 

JW 4nd ſare no Place fo proper as a Grove, 

W for one that languiſhes in hopeleſs Love. 

W The Town! Alas | know the Town.too well ; 

W That fatal Place, where Noiſe and Tumult del, 
Can Virtue hope to find a Place of Reſt, 

Where Vice in her Imperial Glories dreſt, 

Ufurps the Throne, and is by all ador'd; 

The fordid Beggar, and the ſhining Lord ? 

No, no ; long fince, with Indignation fir?d, 

rom thence the Goddeſs to the Shades retir'd.. 

The Bard reply'd: Tho Vice is powerful grown, 
Yet has not Virtue quite forſook the Town. 

To her the Generous ſtill dne Homage pay, 

And ſtill the Goddeſs bears an equal Sway... _ 
Nor will ſhe thence withdraw her brighter Charms, 
WhilſtCollyer fights her Cauſe with conqring Arms; 
And charming Weſley, warm'd with pious Rage, 
0n Virtue's Part ſo bravely does engage. —_ 
Tis true, her Reign th* unchiaking Vulgar hate, 
Yet ſtill ſhe's lov'd and honour'd by the Great ; © 
And # ——t, and So—-r5 ſtill ſupport her State: 
SWppoſe litigious F cannot reſt, 

And Fury Law lies brooding in his Breaft ; 

Which, like the Devil Malice, drives him on 

T6 ruin others, till himſelf”s undone.. 
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Suppoſe ſome Husbands here their Wives deſtroy 
More fond of Riches than uxorious Joy ; 
And others riſe to Fortune and to Fame, 
Flying like Eagles at a nobler Game, 
Who Kings defraud, and publick Treagrys chey 
| Nor fear a Puniſhment, becauſe they're great : 
_ Yet ſure with Virtue we may often meer, 
Each Man is not a D nora F—, 
'T hen why ſhould one that ſings like Theron, choo 
A Place like this to entertain his Muſe ? 
Can ſenſeleſs Trees your wondrous Worth proclai 
Or whiſtling Winds ling your immortal Fame? 
Can you with Brutes.and Savage Beaſts converſe, 
Or unbred Swains, that never heard a Verſe 
Beyond a murder?d Pialm or ballad Air, 
Sung by vileStrolers at ſome Country Fair ? 
_ Clowns, who from fruitful Dunghils take their Riſ 
Withequal Stamp of Ignorance and Vice, 
W hoſe higheſt Wiſdom in their Senſes Ties, _ 
And al] their Underſtanding in their Eyes. 
Soft (anſwer'd Theron) moderate your Rape, 
If for the Town with me you would engage. 
Sit down a while : I may ſome reſpite gain, . 
Theſe little Conteſts may divert my Pain. 
_ Beit your Buſineſs and your Task to tell 
What Vice, what Follies in the Country dwell; 
Whilſt I a more ungrateful Subjea chooſe, _ 
And to the Town compel nvunwilling Muſe, 
Aſſume new Numbers, and a bolder Face, 
T*expoſe the Leudnels of the bated Place, 
The Bard agreed, nor ſtay*d the Rivals long, 
E'er ſmiling Cycnu thus begun the Song. 
In vain you boaſt your Innocence ſo great; 
Imperious Vice keeps too her rural Seat : 
1 he ſordid Swains, by Nature prone to Ill, _ 
Wint more the Knowledg than they do the Wil 
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There are ſome Crimes peculiar to the Town, 
| Not praQtis'd here, becauſe they are unknown, 
But ruſtick Vices ſtam each bluſhing Day, 
And the dull Clown is leudeſt in bis Way, 
Oft have | laugh'd to ſee the brainleſs Rour, 
With aukward dancing fling themſelves abont : 
Till down their Sunburnt Faces Sweat diſtiPd, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd Clamours fill the Field, 
* D'ye ask the Cauſe? A Farmer's eldeſt Sogn, 

Hight Corydon, the envy'd Prize has won, 

In woful Rhymes the Victor's Praiſe they ling,. 

On each of*s Arms the buxome Laſſes cling : 

Then round a Stand of Ale the Ruſticks lie, 

And drink like Beaſts the ſonnding Veſſel dry. 
Then drunk, with Luft the mingling Sexes fla, 
A their rank Leudneſs in the open Field. 

Each Town, each Village well may curſe the Day 
That gave the Cauſe, and call'd them out to play 
The dire Remembrance begs at every Door, 

A bawling Baſtard, and a lazy Wh—re, 

Nor are theſe Boors alone by Vice ſubdu'd, _ 
Their Maſters too are ſenſeleſs, vain, and leud. 
Herein an old thatch'd Houſe by Tempeſts torn, . 
By all but him, and Owls, and Bats forlorn, _ 
There lives a Wight, run mad for love of Gold, 
(They call him Colon) wretched, rich, and old. 

No Spouſe, no Off- ſpring ever grac'd his Bed ; 

Too rough to Love, too covetous to Wed : 

No menial Servants round his Table wait, 
No croud of Beggars throng his ſilent Gate, c 
Alas ! the Wretch himſelf ſcarce dares to eat. 
Yet under ground the Churl valt Treaſure keeps, 
And in his miouldy Cheſts the ſhining Idol ſleeps; 
Got by Oppreſſion, while the injur'd Poor 
Increaſe, and not partake his uſeleſs Store. 
Not far from hence a Princely Palace ſhrouds 

Its riding Head amongſt the flying Clouds. 

Aa 3 Encom- 
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Encompaſs'd round with a delightful Scene 

Of Rivers, Meads, and Groves for ever green * 
Where ſmiling Flora paints the gaudy Way, 
And in cool Waves the ſporttul Naiads play, 
Too happy Man ! the Lord of ſuch a Seat ; 

Did Virtue join to make the Bliſs compleat : 


' But her he knows no more than to deſpiſe ; 


So from her Arms by conſequence he flies. 
Drink, Dogs, and Horſes are his darling Joys, 
To this he gives his Nights, to theſe his Days. 
Laviſh of Gold, and predigal of Health, 


The careleſs Spendthrift idly waſts his Wealth. 


On hima Crew of wretched Rakes depend, 


_ That ſooth his Follies, and his Faults commend : 


A Cadet one, old Cayalters the reſt, 

A drunken Lawyer, and a gaming Prieſt. 
With daily Food theſe Locuſts he ſupplies, 
Who, in return, perſuade the Fool is wiſe. 
Theſe T beron, theſe diſgrace your boaſted Plain, 
Theſe frequent Crimes in every Village reign. 


| More ] could mention, but let theſe ſuffice 


To ſhew the Country is not freefrom Vice. 
"Happy the Youth ! who far from penſive Groves 
Spends his glad Hours in Mirth, and various Loves; 
If one coy Nymph a wiſl'd Embrace denies, 
Another ſtrait his vacant Arms ſupplies. 

W hat tho Papirius chaſt Sulpitia ſhuns, 

To meet his Flames Aurelia panting runs; 

Aurelia to her trading Spouſe deny'd 

The Joys of Wedlock, and a blooming Bride ; & 
Papirius reaps the Harveſt of her Charms, 

And lies intranc'd within her cruſhing Arms. 
Sergius the Brave, the Gallant, and the Gay, 

To whom a wedded Wife could yield no Joy ; 
I.uxurious thro the Female World does rove, 

By juſt Decree divorc'd from lawful Love. 
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You need not here drag on the Load of Life, 
Clog'd with that Houſhold Plague,a craving Wife. 
If flowing Blood provoke a ſtrong Deſire, Kd 
Some generous Nymph will ſoon abate theFire: 
Orif for Profit you're oblig'd to wed, 

A Do&tor ſoon removes the Nuſance of your Bed. 
You need not of your Thraldom long complain, 
Mirmil and Maurus ne'er took Fees 1n vain. 

Who's will may livein idle Shades for me, 

Sigh Loveto Winds,and wound each harmleſs Tree; 
Pl] in the Town a Life more ſprightly paſs, 

With generous Friends, and the reviving Glaſs, 
Pray what Diverſions can the Country give, 
That, like the Stage, our careful Thoughts relieve? 
The height of Paſſion there we daily prove ; 
Revenge, Hate, Pity, Jealouſy, and Love: 

Our vacant Hours there glad Kefreſhment find, 
Which charms the Fancy, and informs the Mind. 
But can your Fields or Pjains or Groves produce, 
Except your own, one ſoft, one tunefn] Muſe ? 
Yes, your Amzntas, he that wears the Bays, 

Can ſing ſweet Sonnet, and make Ronnde-Lays ; 
And G— d that writes Lampoons with haſty Rage, 
Still thinks it hard he cannot charm the Ape : 

But while he labours on {o baſe a Theam, 

None will admire, but all defpiſe his Dream, 

The charming Philomels [ings no more 

Her Lovers loſt, and izcks a Fortizn Shore. 

She was the Glory of the Groves and Plains, 

Pride of her Sex, and ſoy of all rhe Swains., 

But now ſhe's mute. The reſt with tanelefs Throats 
LikeScreech-owls, hoot their harſhunplealing Notes. 
_ Here ended Cycnzwu, and the bluſhing Swein 
Confeſt he'd too much Reaſon to complain : 

Yet in theſe Shades,quoth Theron,ne'er were known 
9uch barbarous Miſchiets as intect the Toiwn, 
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 Thevery Streets will prove th? Aſſertion true, 


| Nere, at the corner of a crouded Street, 


' Of Trade, and of Religion they diſcourſe, 
| But— Hypocrites are always Knaves of courſe. 


' Whoſe numerousTrain does all the Mob ſurprize, 


Extravagance and Luft, Pride, Envy, Cheats 
Murders, Oaths, Atheiſm too, her Guilt com pleats; 
Vices of every kind appear in view ; 
Rogues of all ſorts, and Fools of every ſize, 
Some unobſerv*d paſs by,and ſome affront our Eyes, 
Here ſtruts a Fop, with ſtarch affeCfted Grace ; ' 
Therereels a Sot, with Bacchus in his Face. 
This ſtarves his Belly, that he may be fine; © 
And that undos himſelf, and Friends, for Wine. 


A brace of formal buſy Coxcombs meet : 


There, lolling in a Coach, Aureno lies, 


And gainstheir Voices, as it charms their Eyes. : 
To theſe he bows as humble as a Slave, 
But treats with Inſolence the Great and Brave: 
Thinks he is wrong'd, that of their own accord 
Th' uncivil City had not dubb*d him Lord. 
Laviſh as Xerxecs, and as Craſus rich , 

Much every Day receives, and ſquanders much, 
Two Wh — by turns his vacant Hours employ ; 
Whom, as the Gont permits, he does enjoy. 
Ofr with ſham Bounty he beguiles the People, 
Makes drunk the Mob, or elſe eres a Steeple, 
But let him, if he'd gain immortal Fame, 

Go build a Church, and giveit D————g$ Name. 
Ah wretchal Town!What Monſters doſt thou breed? 
What ravenous Harpyes on thy Vitals feed? 
Pimps, Paraſites, Buffoons, deſigning Knaves, 
Audacious Villains, humble cheating Slaves; 
Such as your Tradeſmen are, who Truth diſguiſe, 
And liveby Tricking, Cheats, and formal Lies. ' 
All would be Great, and all would be Supreme, 
Gold is their. God, and Profit all their Theme. 
Some 


\ 
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WT come by defrauding of their Neighbours thrive, 

W Others by politick Projettions live, | 
On fickle Chance the Merchant?s Hopes depend, 
And Impudence is ſtill the Lawyer's Friend, ; 
How elſe conld 8 ——2—o——d ſuch vaſt Tr eaſures Bain ? 
And quibling $S-——— has not baul'd in vain. 
In great gilt Coaches thro the Streets they ride, 
Big with Ambition, bloated up with Pride: 
Whilſt others, that like TJcarus will ſoar, 

Fall from their height, and live deſpis'd and poor. - 
With borrow'd Coin the Banker ventures all, 
And at a puſh muſt either riſe or fall : 

And ſhould we &er ſee Honeſty prevail, 

Great- Lombard- ſtreet might languiſh in a Jall. 

The trading Quacks too bear an equal part, 

Paultry Pretenders to Apollo's Art; 

Certain as Fate th' unhappy Patients die, | 

Whilſt Zualow durſt preſcribe, and Zee apply. 
Leudne(s pollotes Religion's living Streams, 

And drunken Ho -4d in the Pulpit dieams. 
The other Party too has ſuffer'd long 

Th' Impertinence of noiſy tatling Y——- ng; _ 
The hot-brain'd Fool a Madhouſe once reftrain'd, 
And fickning Bedlam of his Tongue complain'd. 
But hold, my Muſe, a while ſuſpend thy Rage, 

And tell what Worth adorns the thankleſs Age : 
Dorſet and Hallifax, a matchleſs Pair, 

Have reach'd her Sight, and challeng'd all her Care: | 
Dorſet and Hallifax, brave, juſt, and good, 
Noble in Virtue as they are in Blood; 
Great William's Friends,our Iſte*s Support and Stay, 
The Poers Patrons, and the Muſes Joy ; 
Iriamphant ſtand amidſt the ſacred Throng 
- Of learned Bards, whoſe emulative ng 

In lofty Numbers, and ne'er-dying Verſe, 

Ti' immortal Hero's matchlefs Praiſe rehearſe. 
Firſt generous Pryor greets the rifing Age, 
A mighty G2nius ſhines thro every Page : bs 
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* Of Trade, and of Religion they diſcourſe, 
| But——- Hypocrites are always Knaves of courſe. 


Much every Day receives, and ſquanders much, 


_ What ravenous Harpyes on thy Vitals feed ? 
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Extravagance and Luſt, Pride, Envy, Cheats. | 
Morders, Oaths, Atheiſm too, her Guilt compleats; 
The very Streets will prove th? Aſſertion true, ? 
Vices of every kind appear in view z 


| Rogues of all ſorts, and Fools of every ſi te: 
Some unobſery'd paſs by,and ſome affront our Eyes. 


Here ſtruts a Fop, with ſtarch affected Grace ; 
There reels a Sor, with Bacchus in his Face. 

T his ſtarves his Belly, that he may be fine; 
And that uvndos himſelf, and Friends, for Wine. 
Pere, at the corner of a crouded Street, 

A brace of formal! buſy Coxcombs meet : 


There, loling in a Coach, Aureno lies, » 
Whoſe numerous Train does. all the Mob ſurprize, 
And gainstheir Voices, as it charms their Eyes. 4 
To theſe he bows as humble as a Slave, 

But treats with Inſolence the Great and Brave: 
Thinks he is wrong'd, that of their own accord 
Th uncivil City had not dubb'd him Lord. 

Laviſh as Xerxes, and as Craſus rich ; 


Two Wh — by turns his vacant Hours employ z 
Whom, as the Gout permits, he does enjoy. 
Oft with ſham Bounty he beguiles the People, 
Makes drunk the. Mob, or elſe eres a Steeple, 
But let him, if he'd gain immortal Fame, 

Go build a Church, and giveit D———s$ Name. 
Ah wretch@Town!What Monſters doſt thon breed? 


Pimps, Paraſites, Buffoons, deſigning Knaves, 
Audacious Villains, humble cheating Slaves; 
Such as your Tradeſmen are, who Truth diſguiſe, 
And live by Tricking, Cheats, and formal Lies. ' 
All would be Great, and all wonld be Supreme, 
Gold is their God, and Profit all their Theme. 


Some 
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Some by defrauding of their Neighbours thrive, 
Others by politick Projections live, 
0n fickle Chance the Merchant?s Hopes depend, 
And Impudence is ſtill the Lawyer's Friend, 
How elſe conld 8 ——>2—& ſuch vaſt Tr eaſures Bain ? 
And quibling S——— has not bauP'd in vain, 
In great gilt Coaches thro the Streets they ride, 
Big with Ambition, bloated up with Pride : 

Whilſt others, that like /Jcarwus will ſoar, 
| Fall from their height, and live deſpis'd and poor, 
With borrow*d Coin the Banker ventures all, 
And at a puſh muſt either riſe or fall : 
And ſhould we &er ſee Honeſty prevail, 
Great- Lombard- ſtreet might languiſh in a Jail. 
The trading Quacks too bear an equal part, 
Paultry Pretenders to Apolio's Art; 
Certain as Fate th? unhappy Patients die, 
Whilſt Ludlow durft prelcribe, and Lee apply. 
Leudneſs pollates Religion's living Streams, 
And drunken Ho -nd in the Polpit dicams. 
The other Party too has ſuffer'd long 
Th' Impertinence of noiſy tatling T ng; 
The hot-brain'd Fool a Madhoule once reftrain'd, 
And fickning Bedlam of his Tongue complain'd. 
But hold, my Muſe, a while ſuſpend thy Rage, 
And tel] what Worth adorns the thanklef Age: 
Dorſet and Hallifax, a matchleſs Pair, 
Have reacl'd her Sight, and challeng'd all her Care: 
Dorſet and Hallifax, brave, juſt, and good, 
Noble in Virtue as they are in Blood 
Great William's Friends,our Iſte's Support and Stay, 
The Poets Patrons, and the Muſes Joy ; 
Iriamphant ſtand amidſt the ſacred Throng 
Of learned Bards, whoſe emulative Song 
In lofty Numbers, and ne*er-dying Verſe, 
Ti' immortal Hero's matchleſs Praiſe rehearſe. 
firſt generous Pryor greets the rifing Age, 

A mighty G2nius ſhines thro every Page : ” 
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His Theam, and Verſe ſtill vaſt, are Rin the ſame, 


And as his Mule deſcends mounts upwards too in 


Whilit by bis Fav'rite great Apollo ſtands, (Flame. 
Striking the [peaking Strings with artful Hands: 
Vondring we hear a ſecond Pindar ſing, 
Extol the Poet's Art, adore the God-like King. 


_ Drydea,'tis true, the mournful Tomb enfolds, 
A narrow Grave the mig ghty Poet holds! 


Yet ſhall his Verſe to furure AgETEMain, © --- 
And Worldsto come applaud his heavenly Strain. 
Whit Garth and Congreve, Heirs toal] the Flame 
Wich wit! 1c wrote, and roſe to endleſs Fame, 
Charm with ſoit Harmony tne liſt 'ning Age, 
Or laſh its Vices with a nobie Rage. 

Jogicious Denny too, with equal Fire, 


Ehines fw cetly bright, and never ſhall expire. 


Po:  Ipvig Jenia weeps In ſuch a Strain 
We reat!, we pity, and we feel her Pain. 


 Swutiyne ill moves our Soul with tender Grief; 


(4 tatal Marriage, and a double Wife!) 

None but a Savage could refrain from Tears, 

When he the innocent Adultreſ; hears. 
4.mongſt the Worthies of the Female Quire, 


 Clariada blazes with immorta}l Fire. 


With genial Heat the Delian God has fir'd 

Her tender Breaſt, and now ſhe ſings inſpir'd : 

Softrural Lays the tuneful Charmer try'd, 

Her Numbers like a Silver Current glide. 

Not Bechn her ſelf with all her ſofreſt Art 

So wel] could talk of Love, or touch the Heart. 
To all the reſt that wear the ſacred Bays, 

Unknown, my Muſe a filent Homage pays 
But ſee what Croud is that which lags behind ? 

With meager Looks ; a ſpurious, mungril kind ! 

In vain they ſtretch their ſtubble Wings, and try, 


| Like thoſe before, to mount thro Air and SKY- 
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In vain they catch at Fame; their Touch ſhe ſcorns, 
And to their native Earth the grov'ling Rhymers 

(ſ\purns. 
Brown their chief Leader, whom the Mob adore, 
A pigmy Poet, ſcandalous, and poor. 
Pettis to him ſucceeds, and trifling YYVard, 
A frolick Writer, and a Smithfield Bard. 
Next Settle ſhews, amidſt the rhyming Throng, 
Unhappy Poet to have liv'd ſo long ! 
A Play-wright once; for Profitand for Praiſe 
He drudg?'d : But vaniſhy'd are thoſe golden Days. 
Expeld the Stage, he met unhappy Times; | 
And now for Bread compoſes Beilman's Rhymes. 
Motteux, and Durfcy are for nothing fit, 
But to ſupply with Songs their want of Wir. 
Had not the I/and Princeſs been adorn'd (ſcorn'd. 
With Tunes, and pom pous Scenes, ſhe had been 
What was nor Fletcher” S, No more Senſe contains, 
Than he That wrote the Jubilee, has Brains ; 
Which ne'er had pleas'd the T own, or purchas'd 
\.— =" (BAME,, 
But that *twas chriſPned with a modiſh Name. 
More I could urge in ſcandal to the Town, - 
And tell of Crimes to-harmleſs Shades unknown : : 
How Fathers burn with execrable Fires, 
And Daughters mingle with their luſtful Sires ; _ 
How R-—by ſcorns the Ladies charming Eyes, 
And on Male-Love his leud Embraces tries, 
Some City Matrons too might well prolong 
Th'ungrateful Task of my Satyrick Song, 
Who burn with Liquors, Envy, Luſt, and Pride ;, 
Nor &er their craving Appetites deny {' &- 
Regard the true Concerns of Life no more 
Than the dall Spouſe with Bottle and a Whore. 
Bur ſtop my Muſe, for it mult be confeſt, 
No Sins like thoſe which do the Town infelt : 6 
By leeing part, vie may {1 ppoie the reſt, 


Then 
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Then on and tell what Bliſs the Swains enjoy, 


When teeming Nature with a gradual Birth 
Brings forth her various Greens, and garniſhes the 


Before ſhrill Chanticleer has wak'd the Day. 
With ſofter Voice in rural numbers ſing 
The budding Glories of the Infant Spring. 


Earth (Leaves 
With blooming Flowers, from whoſe fragrant 


The painful Bees igrich their uſeful Hives, 


And the gay Butterfly her Pride receives. 
Next by- her Liberality beftowd ( Wood; ; 
The Mountain Raſps, and Strawb'ries of the 
The nobler Fruits, loading the ſpreading Trees, 
Whoſe ſplendid Looks the joyful Gazer pleaſe, 
Which ſhow like Gold and Corals nicely plac'd, 
And like Ambroſia to the thankful Taſt. 

At laſt the rjch luxuriant purple Vine 
Boaſts her inſpiring Cluſters more Divine ; 

Each Place adory'd with freſh inviting Groves, 
For cool Retreats, or ſolitary Loves, 


| While Phebu chearful Beams, with healthful Air, 


Makes a gay glad Elizium every where. 


' Happy the Man, whoadts his Part of Life 


In this bleſt Scene, remote,from Noiſe and Strife. 
Content and Eaſe, "with all their peaceful Train, 
Wait every Hour, and bleſs the humble Swain. 
No golden Wiſh invades his homely Seat, 

To vex his Thovghts with Hapes of being great. 
No frightful Dreams his ſtarting Soul ſurprize, 
Or make him wiſh the Day with waking Eyes. 
No Globes, or gilded Spires his Gates adorn ; 

No Silk, or Purple's by the Shepherd worn ; 


| Him, and his Love, a little Cottage holds, 


And Cloth of Wool their healthy Limbs enfolds. 
On Beds of Moſs they ſleep ſecure and ſound ; 
With gentle Dreams,and golden Slu mbers crown'd. 


Or 


- 
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Or if lond Winds the neighbouring Foreſts ſhake, 
Or Winter Storms-the ſleeping Lovers wakez  * 
They liſten to: the Tempeſt with Delight, 
c-cure from all the Terrors of the Night. 
Oh! let meever live in filent Shades, TIL 
Remote from noiſy Towns, and buſy Trades; 
Where I may innocently paſs my Days | 
In virtuous Pleaſure and in harmleſs Joys, 
With ſome young Virgin Voatreſs of the Grove; 
Like Celia fair, but faithful as a Dove. © 
Ah ! cov]d I once forget that fatal Name, 
Teach my fond Breaſt to own another Flame, 
Till the freſh Rapture had eras'd her Charms, 
And a new Nymph came welcome to my Arms: 
Then to the Groves in ſprightly Tunes Fd ſing ; 
The Vales ſhould with redoubled Io's ring. 
The gay Idea fills my glowing Breaſt 
With fancy'd Joys too vaſt to be expreſt, 
How ſweet the Pleaſure! when the Evening Breeze 
With gentle Murmurs fans the waving Trees, 
1 walk along the River's verdant ſide, 

nd liften to the ſoft. complaining Tide : 
Or in ſame winding Valley to behold 
Our weary Flocks run bleating to their Fold ! 
Whilſt on my rural Pipe I ſoftly play 
A mournful Requiem to the falling Day : 
And the kind Nymph upon my Labour ſmiles, 
Rewarding: with a Kiſs ber Shepherd's Toils. 
Raptur*d | think, how, when the Shades are fled, 
And bright Aurora leaps from Tithon's Bed, | 
Eer Phebus can relieve the bending Graſs, 
My Love and I the flowry Fields might trace, 
To hear the Warblings of the winged Choir, 
And taſt the fragrant Sweets of morning Air; 
Crop Virgin Violets bluſhing from their Bed, 
And lip the pearly Dew on Leaves of Roſes ſhed. 


Then, 


364 POEMS wm 
Then, then I curſe, and ban the baleful Dart: 
That in { ill an Hour transfix'd my Heart, : 
 *Fis then call the cruel Maid in vain, 
Toquit the Town, and haſten to the Plain. 
With Rapture Cycnus heard the Shepherd tel! 
What charming Pleaſures in the Country dwell, 
Nor longer could the joyful News concea] : 
Then thus the happy Secret did reveal. 
Prepare dear tuneful Youth, prepare to hear 
A Tale fo kind *twill charm your raviſh'd Ear ; 
Celia the falle, the faichleſs, and the fair, 
Fickle as Chance, and fleeting as the Air, . 
For whom you left the Town,and fought the Groves, 
Spite of her Pride at length has own'd ſhe loves. 
The ſmother'd Fire is kindled into Flame, 
There's nothing now ſo dear as Theroy's Name. 
To morrow ſhe reſigns up all her Charms, (Arms. 
With Joy ſhe runs, ſhe flies into your wiſh'd-for 
As, when the Sun's too powerful Beams invade 
The tender Lillies, in their native Shade ; 
With languid Looks, the mourning Flowers decay, 
Scorch'd with the Ardor of a burning Day: 
But when kind Auſter on his humid Wings 
Some gentle Showers of ſoft Refreſhment brings, 
And on their Leaves the dewy Cordial ſheds, _ 
Soon they revive, and raiſe their penſive Heads, 
Regain their fragrant ſmel], their Charms retrieve, 
And in their former Pride and Splendor live. 
So Theron far'd, who but few Momeats paſt 
Droop'd in Deſpair, and wiſh'd to breathe his laſt: 
Now fild with Joy, ſtarts ſudden from the Ground, 
And thus taught Eccho a more chearful Sound. 
She loves! Farewel ye melancholy Woods, 
Farewel ye ſilver Streams, and chryſtal Floods: 
To whom PI ve often ſigh'd my Griefs in vain, 
No'more, no more, you'll hear me now complait, 
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che loves ! No longer Pl] converſe with you, 
Hills, Groves, and Woods, and Solitude adiev. 
Charm'd to the Town again by Celia's Call, 
Whoſe Love, whoſe Virtue can atone for all. 
Come, come my Godlike Friend, with winged Feet; 
We'll run, and the conſenting Goddeſs meet, 
Stay not to talk ; look there, the riſing Day 
Already breaks, and ſummons us away, 

He ſpoke, and thro the dewy Shades they preſt, 
And Phebus roſe, and {mild to fee the Lover bleſt, 
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A Pindarick Ode, occaſioned by the Death 
of the late Lord Chief Juſtice Treby, 
1701. 7 


. I. | 
S Indians, when a valu'd Hero dies, 
'A Prepare no cheap, no common Obſequtes, 
But coſtly Piles the high-priz'd Body burn ; 
With Gums they load the odoriterous Urn, 
And Fumes of Spices waft him to the Skies : 
So we preſume not to attend thy Death 
With common or unhallow'd Breath ; 
But — 
With Voice of Anthems and of Airs Divine 
We *dorn thy Hearſe and conſecrate thy Shrine. 
Nobler than Incenſe or aſpiring Flame, 
Such as for Gods Poetick Fancies frame, 
*Y II. 
VYhy did we not with fervent Raptures pray, 
And importune the Heavens for his ſtay ? 
Alas ! it Prayers could have brib'd the Skies, 
5 moving were his own, his owacou'd well ſuffice: 
But 
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| But Heaven's now our Rival grown, 
And robs us of our Joys UVincreaſe its own : 
Orelſe the weight of State and Care 
Was much too heavy for a Saint to bear : ; 
Or with the Joys above divinely fir'd; 
Thinking it goodly to be there, 
He thought he ſaw, and he expir'd. 
When Heaven ſo much Pains had ſhewn_ 
To ſtamp the Favorite for her own, 
Why was it ſlow to fave 
So fine a Purchaſe from the Grave ? 
But this is ſacred and behind the Vale, 
W hiles wein piteous Mourning left, 
Of all but Sighs and Murmurings bereft, 
Grow wild with Providence, and rath 
That fo much Worth ſhould be_ 
Subject alike to common Deſtiny. 
III. 
Joy of it ſelf beſpeaks a wondrous Grace, 
W hen its gay Spirits ſpread and wanton in the Face:. 
But Grief and ſullen Woe _ 
Benumb the Spirits that would in Numbers flow; 
The Soul then bends beneath its Care, 
As if *twere ty'd to Sorrow and Deſpair : 
To praiſe him right her ſtrains ſhould be 
As far above the Clouds as he. 
Who can the Loſs relentleſs hear, 
When even Malice has allow'd a Tear ? 
If Envy's filent and is piteous grown, 
In what ſad ſhape muſt Love and Duty moan? 
| And tho in ſilence they lament, 
Yet Truth is ever Eloquent ; , 
The deepeſt Sighs may burſt, and Tears may dry, 
And like or Time or Chance may raile 
The faireſt CharaQters of Praiſe: 
But hearty Sorrow ſcarce can die, 
And is as laſting as his Monument. 


iv 
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"BY. 
Some grow illuſtrious thro a proſperous ſtate; 

But Treby's Su fferings help*d to make him great, 
For wounded Vertve ſhines with brighteſt Light, 
AS Diamonds till cut are never bright. 

__ © Firmand unmov'd he did like If hmus ſtand, 

Still beating back the Waves that beat upon the 
When Rome laid ovt a Picture juſtly Great, (Latid. 

The Hero's painted ſtrugling with his Fate; : 

As if thoſe various Trials were deſign'd, | 

There where they cou'd not ſhock, to raiſe the 
So in thoſe Pieces that are finely made, (Mind : 

We find the Beauty heightn'd by the Shade. 
The Indians torture all the Royal Race, 
And he that ſuffers beſt obtains the Place ; 
None to the Helm of Government can come, 
Unleſs by Croſſes ripen'd for a Throne. 
Brave Souls, like Ariſtot!.s Stars, 

 Backt with their Deities above, 

_ _ Have each a Genius to controul 

The wild Excentricks of the Soul ; 
And thothe Space wherein they move. 
Be great, it's regular : 
Treby could not move 
Beyond the Bounds of Juſtice and of State: : 
His Acion's ſtill heroically great, 

Becauſe his Center was above. 

V. 

Let ſingle Vertues meaner Souls adorn, 
But Treby equally with all was born. 

As the fam'd Roman Pantheon did enſhrine 
Withia it ſelf whatever was Divine 

Great without Pride, and without Wrinkles wiſe, 

Obliging without Art, and juſt without Diſguiſe, 

Wile in his Counſels, humble in Diſcourſe, 

Good without Noiſe, and pleaſant without 
--1 Farce, 
Eaſy 
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Eaſy of Acceſs, willing to beſtow; 
Regarded Vertue and forgot his Foe ; | 

, So munch his Goodneſs with the Law did ftrive, 

What Juſtice would have puniſh'd Mercy did for- 

Et es b 05 lire 590 (give, 
oro: _ So full of Knowledg here below, 

He only covld receive addition now. 

And thy great new-flown Soul ſo ſwift, 

Theſe Realms of Frailty when departing lefr, 

That as the method is of Angels here, 

You only ſeem to diſappear ; 

And fince like them you have your CharaQer, 

And of PerfeQions as great a ſfiare, | 
Not only faultleſs; but good to that exceſs, 
| _ Youll ſcarce admit a change when you'r re- 
(find for Bliſs, 
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The Triumph of Peace. A Poem, '1 698; 


To Sir Richard Blackmore, Kt. M.D. Fellow 
of the College of Phyſicians in Lopxdoy, 
and Phyſician in Ordinary to his Majeſty, 


——— 


SIR, | 

Hope you will pardon my Preſumption, in pre- 
A fixing your Name to ſo ſmall a Trifle, *Tit 
the firſk Eſſay of a young Poet, that bas not yet 
reach*d bis Twentieth Tear; the firſt I mean that 1 
bave venturd to make Publick : and therefore having 
but little Experience to recommend me to the World, 1 
make bold to cbuſe you for my Guardian during my 
Alinority, The favourable Judgment you've bech 
pleas'd to make of ſome former Lines, makes me flats 


ter my ſelf, that you will not be leſs indulgent #9 
: oy _ theſe, 


+ 


theſe; 41d I ami proud to make this publick Acknow- 
edoment of the kind Rereption I bave met with from 
fi great and worthy a Perfon, One who bas vindi- 
cited the Reputation of the Muſes from the Diſhonour 
refleFed on *em_ by the looſe Lives and Writings of 
ſome witty Men, and bas given the World a nobl, 
Inftance that good Morals and good Poetry are very 
con/1ifent. But I muſt not proceed < trifling Preſents 
ought” not to be uſher'd in with much Ceremony. {1 
ſhalt only add, that in a Senſe of the many Favours 
receru'd from' you, I ſhall always endeavour to aps 
| ©. Sir, Your moſt oblig'd, 
__ and moſt humble Servant, 


FOHN HUGHES, 


The Triumph of Peace, 8c. 


H E AR, Britain, hear a rough unpradctis'd 
CTC <4) cb. OSS! 
Tho rovgh my Voice, the Muſe inſpires the Song; 
The Heav'n-born Muſe; ev?n now ſhe ſprings her 
Oe Oe uy (Flight; 
And bears my raptur?d Soul thro untrac'd Realms 
We mount aloft, and in our airy Way (of Light. 
Retiring Kingdoms far beneath ſurvey. , 
Amid the reſt a ſpacious Tra& appears, 
Obſcure in view, and on its Viſage wears Y 
Black hov'ring Miſts, which thick'ning by degrees, 
Extend a Jlouring Storm o'er Earth and Seas, 
But, lo? an Eaſtern Light ariſing high, 
Drives the tempeſtuous W rack along the Sky ! 
YI Then 
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T hen thus the Muſe —-—Look down, my Son! and 
The bright Proceſſion of a Deity!  (reih 
She ſpoke; the darkning Gloom was vaniſht Quite, 
And well-known Eurbpe ſtands diſclos'd to oight,. 
Of various States the various Bounds appear , 
| There wide Hiſpania, fruitful Gallia here ; 
B:lgia's low Soil conſpicuous from afar, _ 
And Flanaria, long the Field of a deſtruRive War 
' Germania too, with cluſter'd Vines 0'erſpread ; | 
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And lovely Albion from her watry Bed, (Head. 
Beanteous above the reſt, rears her auſpicious 
Sea-Nymphs beneath her chalky Cliffs reſort, 
And awful Neptune keeps his reedy Court, 
His Darling Thames, 1ich Preſents in his Hand 
Of bounteous Ceres, traverſes the Land; 
And ſeems a mighty Snake, whoſe ſhining Pride 
Does thro the Meads in ſinuous Volumes glide. 
Ah, charming Iſle! faireſt of all the Main ! 
Too Jong thou doſt my willing Eye detain. 
For fee a Hero on the adverſe Strand!” 
And, lo! a blooming Virgin | in his Hand! 
All hail, Ccoleſtial Pair ! -2 Goddeſs ſhe 
Of Heavnly Birth confeſt, a more than Mortal He! 
Victorious Laurels on his Brows he wears; 
TWattending Fair a branching Olive bears. — 
Slender her Shape, in Silver Bands config'd; . 
Her ſnowy Garments looſely flow behind, 
Rico with embroider'd Stars, and ruffle in the( 
(Wind. 
But once ſuch differing Beauty met before, (adore. 
When Warriour Mars did Love's bright Queen 
Ev*n Love's bright Queen might ſeem leſs winning 
And Mars ſubmit to his Heroick Air. (fair, 
Not Jove himſelf, Imperial Jove can ſhow 
A nobler Mien, or more undaunted Brow, (Plains, 
When his ſtrong Arm through Heav'ns 'K therial 
Compels the kindFd Bs, and awful Rule main- 
Lains, | And 
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And now embarks they ſeekirhe' Britiſh Iles: © 
fleas'd with the Charge propitious Ocean ſmiles. A 
before, old Neptune ſmooths'the liquid way ;” © 
Obſequious T7itons on the ſurface playz 
and ſportful Dolphins with a nimble Glance, 
To the bright. Sun their gliſt ring Scales advance. w\ 
h 00zy Beds profound the Billows fleep, 
No clamorous Winds awake the ſilent Deep; 
kebuk'd, they whiſper in a gentle Breeze, - 
And all around{i is Univerſal Peace: _ vi 
Proceed,my Muſe! The following Pomp declare $i: 
vay who, and-what the bright Attendants were! / 
firſt Ceres in her Chariot ſeated high, LEMT 
bj harneſs'd Dragons drawn along the Sky 3 $9: 
A Cornucopia filPd her weaker Hand, q 
WCharz'd with the various Off ſpring 'of the Land; my. 
Fruit, Flowers, and Corn; her right a Sickle bore j * 
| yellow Wreath of twiſted Wheat ſhe wore. 
Wiext Father Bacchus with his Tygers grac'd 
We Show, and ſqueezing Cluſters as he paſs'd, 
Wd flowing Goblets of rich flavour'd Wine. 
WW" order laſt ſucceed the tuneful Nine; .. 
Wo too was there; behind him hung 3 j 


Wis uſeleſs Quiver, and his Bow unſtrung ; 
e"touch*d his Golden Lyre, and thus he jung. > 
Lead on,bright WILLLAM! In thy bappy Revgy' S 
eace arid the Muſes are reſtor?d again. & 
War, that fierce Lyon, long diſdaining Law, - 9 
Rang'd uncontroul'd, and kept the World in aw, 
nd trembling Kingdoms crouch'd _— his 7 
Paw, 
at att the reeling Monſter, drunk with Gore, 
falls at thy Feet ſubdu'd, and quells his Roar 3 
lamely to Thee he bends his ſhaggy Mane, 
And on his Neck admits the long-rejeted Chain; 
FW thy protefting Court for this blett Day; 
tending Nations their glad Thanks ſhall pay: 
Bb 2 Not 
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| Not Belgia, and the. reſcu'd. Ile alone; 


Rome's mighty Grandeur was not more confeſt, 
When great Antonius traverd thro the Eaſt, 


_ Haſtto her Arms, and make her Bliſs compleat !_ 


He comes, thy. Hero comes ! O beariteous Iſle! 


Let thy rejoicing Sons freſh Palms prepare, 
* To grace the Trophies of the finiſh'd War; 


— TheShield, with Ribbons dreſ#d, and Spear with 


' Paſt Scenes of Battel to the Croud; below! 
| Round this Triumphant Pile in roſtick Dance 


And echoing Lyres tranſinit. the volant Fu ve 


Bur Europe ſhall her great, Deliverer own : 


And Crouds of Monarchs did each Morning 1 wait 
With early Homage at. liis Palace-Gate. ' '(meet; 
Haſt then, bright. Prince'!; thy Britain's TEJUNs 


What e'er glad News has reach*d her liſtning Ear, ). 
While her long abſent. Lord: provokes her Fear, \ 
Her Joys are inſuſpence, her Pleaſures unſii ncere.\ 


Revive thy Genius with a chearful Smile! 


On high, be hung the: Martial Sword inſheath'd, 


'- lvy wreath'd! 
Let ſpeaking Paint i in various Tablets ſhow 


The ſhouting Swains ſhall. hand .in hand-advance; 
The wealthy Farmer from his Toils ſhall ceaſe; 
The Ploughman from the Yoke his ſmoaking 
(Steers releaſe, ( 
And joig to ſolemnize the Feſtival of Peace. © ? 
No more for want of Hands th? unlabour'd Field,” 
Choak'd with rank Weeds,a ſickly Crop ſhall yield: 
Calm Peace returns; behold her ſhining Train: 
And fruitful Plenty is reſtor'd again. —— 
Follo ceas'd ; —The Muſes take the Sound, 
From Voice to Voice th harinohious Notes re- 
bound, rodtd:e 


Gales 
Mean while the ſteddy Bark with proſp'rous 
Fills the large Sheets of her expanded Sails, 8 
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And pains th' intended ort.; thick on the Strand, 
Like ſwarming Bees, | ' aſlembl'd Britons ſtand: ;c 
Afid preſs to ſee their welcome { Soy'"reign land : 

At his Ap pprogeh unruly Tranſport reigns. 

In ev'ry Breaſt, and Rapture fires their Veins. 

A general Shout ſucreeds, as when on high 
Exploded Thunder rends the vaulted Sky. 

A ſhort Convulſion ſhakes the ſolid Shore, _ _ 
And rocks th adjacent Deep, unmov'd before; 
Loud Acclamations thro the Valleys ring, (King. 
While to Augifta's Walls the Crond attend their. 


And now behold * a finiſh'd Tetni- 
ple riſe, * The Quire of 


St. Paul's firſt 
On lofty Pillars climbing t to the Skies! 4 bek+, I g's 


Of Bulk ſtupendous its proud Pile it Day of Thanks- 
rears, (Years. £fving for the 

The gradual Proda& of ſucceſſive **4*- 
An inner Gate that folds with Iron Leaves, 
The charm'd SpeRator' s entring Steps receives: 
Where curious Works in twiſted Stems are ſeen 
Of branching Foliage vacuous between; 
O'er this a vocal Organ mounted high, 
On Marble Columns, ſtrikes the +». "FIR Ey e 

& feeds at once twa Senſes with Delight, 

weet to the Ear, and ſplendid to the Sight. 
Marble the Floor, enrict'd with native Stains 
Of various Dye, and ſtreak'd with azure Veins. 
Ev'n emulous Art with Nature. ſeems to ſtrive, 
And the cary'd Figures almoſt breathe and live; 4 
The painted Altar, .gtorious to behold, _ .. 
Shines, with delightful Blue, and dazling Gold. 
Here firſt th? illuſtrious Three of Heav'nly Race, 
Religion,, Liberty, and Peace embrace; 
Here joyful Crouds their pious Thanks expreſs 
For Peace reſtor'd, and Heav'ns Indulgence bleſ', 
Auſpicious StruQre! Born in happy Days,- - 
Whoſe firſt Employment is the Nobleſt, PRAISE! 
B 
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- $0 when by juſt degrees, th' Eternal THoucar 
' Bis Six-Days Labour to Perfetion brought, 


And bad the Heav?ns in deſtin'd Circles roll: 


To my Lord Cacelbr « Hyde” Preſenal 


| A745 flattering Crouds officiouſly appear 


- Their former Beauty by your former Love; 


For ſtill they look on you with ſuch kind Eyes, 


| When our Great Monarch into Exile went, 


With Laws of Motion firft endi'd the Whole, | 


; 


ER 


T hen poliſfd Spheres commenc'd their Harmo- 
All Nature in a Chorus did agree, (ny; 
ANG the World's Birth- *C. Was a TO. 


on New Vears-Day, 1662. 
By 3 DRYDEN, 
My Lord, | 


To give them (e]ves, not you, an hapyy 

(Year; 

And by the greatneſs of their Preſents prove | 
How much they hope, but not how well they love; 
The Muſes (who your early Courtſhip boaſt, 
Tho now your Flames are with their Beauty loſt) 
Yet watch their time, that if you have forgot 
They were your Miſtreſſes, the World may not: 
Decay'd by Time and W ars, they only prove 


And now preſent, as antient Ladies do, 
That courted long at length are forc'd to woo. 


As thoſe that ſee the Churches Sovereign riſe, 
From their own Order choſe, in whoſe high State 
They think themſclves the ſecond Choice of Fate. 


Wit and Religion ſoxer's Baniſhment : 
T hivs 
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Thus once when Troy was wrapt in Fire and Smoak, 
W The helpleſs Gods their burning Shrines forſook ; 
W They with the vanquiſht Prince and Party go, 
= And leave their Temples empty to the Foe: 
At length the Muſes ſtand reſtor'd again 
To that great Charge which Nature did ordain; 
And their lov'd Druids ſeem reviv'd by Fate, 
While you diſpenſe the Laws and gvide the State. 
The Nation's Soul (our Monarch) does diſpenſe 
Through you to vs his vital Influence ; 
You are the Channel where thoſe Spirits flow, 
And work them higher as to us they go. 
In open Proſpect nothing bounds cur Eye, 
Until the Earth ſeems joyn'd unto the Sky: 
So in this Hemiſphere our utmoſt view 
Is only bounded by our King and you : 
Qur ſight is limiced where you are join'd, - 
And beyond that no farther Heav'n can find, 
So well your Vertves do with his agree, 
That tho your Orbs of different greatneſs be, 
Yet both are for each other's uſe diſpos?d, 
His to incloſe, and yours to be inclos'd, © 
Nor could another in your room have been, 
Except an Emptineſs had come between. 
Well may he then to you his Cares impart, 
And ſhare his Burden where he ſhares his Heart. 
In you his Sleep ſtill wakes; his Pleaſures find 
Their Share of Bugneſs in your lab'ring Mind: 
S when the weary Sun his Place reſigns, 
He leaves his Light and by RefleQton ſhines. 
Juſtice that ſits and frowns, where publick Laws 
Exclude ſoft Mercy from a private Cauſe, 
In your Tribunal moſt her ſelf does pleaſe; 
There only ſmiles becauſe ſhe lives at eaſe; 
And like young David finds her Strength the more, 
When difincumber'd from thoſe Arms ſhe wore: 


Bb 4 _ Heav'n 
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Heav'n would your Royal Maſter ſhould acenndi Mi; 


Moſt in that Yertne which we moſt did need ; 
And his mild Father (who too late did find. 
All Mercy vain, but what with Pow'r was join'd) | 
His fatal Goodneſs left to fitter times, 

Not to increaſe but to abſolve our Crimes. 


But when the Heir of this vaſt Treaſure knew 7 
How large a Legacy was left to you, 


Too great for: any Subject to retain) 
e wiſely ty'd it to the Crown again : 
Yet paſling through your Hands it gathers more, 


As Streams through Mines bear TinQure of their 


While Emp*rick Politicians ufe deceit, (Ore. 


_ Hide what they give, and cure but by a Cheat ; 5 


You boldly ſhew that Skill which they pretend, 
And work by Means as noble as your End : 

W hich, ſhould you veil, we might ugwind the Clue, 
As Men do Nature, till we came to you. 

And as the Indies were not found before. 

Thoſe rich Perfumes which from the happy Shore 
The Winds upon their balmy Wings convey'd, 
Whoſe guilty Sweetneſs firſt their World betray'd; 


So by your Counſels we are brought to. view 


A rich and undiſcover'd World in you. 
By you our Monarch does that Fame aſſure, 
Which Kings muſt bave or cannot live ſecure : 
For proſp'rous Princes gain the Subjets Heart, 
Who love that Praiſe in which themſelves have 
By you he fits thoſe SubjeRs to obey, (part: 
As Heaven's Eternal Monarch does convey 
His Pow'r unſeen, and Man to his Deſigns, 
By his bright Miniſters the Stars, inclines. 

Our ſetting Sun from his declining Seat 
Shot Beams of Kindneſs on you, not of Heat: 
And when his Love was bounded in a few, 
T hat were ynbappy that they might be true; 


Mads 
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W Made you the Fay'rice of his laſt ſad times, 
That is a $uff*rer in his Subjects Crimes: 
Thus thoſe firſt Favours you receiv'd were ſent, 
Like Heaven's Rewards, in Earthly Puniſhment. 
Yer Fortune, co9icious of your Deſtiny, 

Ev'n then took careto lay you ſoftly by:. 
And wrapt your fate among her precious things, 
Kept freſh to be vafolded with your King's. 
Shown all at once you dazÞ'd fo our Eyes, 

As new-born Pallas did the Gods ſurpriſe; 
When ſpriaging forth from Jove's new-cloſing 
| : _ (Wound, 

She ſtruck the Warlike Spear into the Ground, 
Which ſprovting Leaves did faddenly incloſe, 
And peaceful Olives ſhaded as they roſe. 

| How ſtrangely aQtive are the Arts of Peace, 
Whoſe reſtleſs Motions lefs than Wars do ceaſe! 
Peace is not freed from Labour but from Noiſe ; 
And War mare Force but not mare Pains employs. 
Such is the mighty Swiftnefs of your Mind, 
That (like the Earth's) it leaves our Senfe behind; 
While you ſo ſmoothly garn and roll oor Sphear, 
That rapid Mation does but: Reſt appear, 
For ag in Nature's Swiftnefs, with the Throng.. 
Ot flying Qrbs while ours is born. al 
All ſeems at reft to the deluded Eye 
(Mov'd by the Saul of the fame Harmony) 

So carry*d on: by your unwearied Care, 
We reſt in Peace and yet: in Motion ſhare, 

Let Envy then thaſe Crimes within you ſee, 

From which the Happy never mult be free ; 
(Envy that does with Miſery reſide, | 

The Joy and the Revenge of ruin'd Pride 
Think it not hard if at ſo cheap a rate ' 

You can ſecure the conſtancy of Fate, 
Whoſe Kindneſs ſent, what does their Malice ſtem, 
By leſſer 1!s the greater to redeem ? 
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Nor can we this weak Show'r a Tempeſt call, 
. But Drops of Heat that in the Sun-ſhine fall. 
You have already weary'd Fortnne fo, 
| She cannot farther be your Friend or Foe; ; 
But ſits all breathleſs, and admires to feel 
A Fate ſo weighty that it ſtops her Wheel. 
In all things ele above our humble Fate, 
Your equal Mind yet ſwells not into State, 
But like ſome Mountain in-thoſe happy Iſles, 
Where in perpetual Spring young Nature ſmiles, 
Your Greatneſs ſhows : no Horrour to afright, 
But Trees for ſhade, and Flow?rs to court the fi ight; 
Sometimes the Hill ſubmits it ſelf a while *© 
In fmall Deſcents, which do its height beguile ; 
And ſometimes mounts, but ſo as Billows play, 
Whoſe riſe not hinders but makes ſhort our way. 
Your Brow, which does no fear of Thunder know, 
Sees rolling Fempeſts vainly beat below ; - 
And (like Olympus Top) th' impreffion wears 
Of Love and Friendſhip writ in former Years. 
Yet vnimpair'd with Labours or with Time, 
Your Age but ſeems to a new Youth to climb. 
Thus Heav*nly Bodys do our time beget ; 
And meaſure Change, but ſhare no part of it. 
And till it, ſhall without a weight increaſe, 
Like this New-Year, whoſe Motions never r ceaſe. 
For ſince the glorious Courſe you have begun 
\ Is led by CHARLES, as that is by the Sun, 
It muſt both Weightleſs and Immortal prove, 
Becauſe the Center of it is above. 


Upon 
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Upon the he Patel Strufture ft Bow-Church 
' and Steeple, Burnt Am, 1666, Re- 
built 1679. 


"By Dr. W1L D. 


Ook how the Country-Hobbs with wonder flock 
To ſee the City-Creſt turn'd Weathercock! _- 
Which with each ſhifting Gale, veers to and fro ; 
London has now got twelve Strings to her Bow! 
The Wind'sSouth- £aſt,& ſtraight the Dragon ruſſels 
His brazenWings,to court the Breeze from Bruſſels ! 
The Wind's at North ! and now his Hiſling Fork 
Whirls round, to meet a flattering Gale from York? 
Boxing the Compaſs with each freſhing Gale, 

Bur ſtill to London turns his threatning Tail. _ 
But ſtay ! what's there? 1 ſpy a ſtranger thing ; > 


Our Red-croſs brooded by the Dragon's Wing! 
The Wing is warm ; but O beware the Sting! 
Poor Engli{h-Croſs,ex -pos'd to Winds andWeathers, 
Forc'r to ſeek ſhelter in the Dragon's Feathers ! 
Ne'er had old Rome fo rarea Piece to brag on, 

A Temple built to Great Bell and the Dragon ! 
Whilſt yet undaunred Proteſtants dare hope, 

They that will worſhip Bell, ſhall wear the Rope. 

O how our Engliſh Chronicles will ſhine ! 

Barnt ſixty ſix, Kebwilt in ſeventy nine. 

When Jacob Hall on his High Rope ſhews Tricks, 
The Dragon flutters ; the Lord Mayor's Horſe kicks : 
The Cheavf de-Crouds, and Pageants, ſcarcely know 
Which moſt t 'admire, Hall, Hobby- ſes or Bow ! 
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_ - But what mad Frenzy ſet your Zeal on fire, 
{Grave Cirizens #)) to raife Immortal Spife 
On Sea-coal Baſis ? which will ſooner yield 
- Matter to burh a Temple, than ro build! _ 
What the Coals build, the Aſhes bury : no Men 
Of Wiſdom, but woulddread the threatning Omen 
But ſay ( Proud Dragon! ) now prefer'd fo hiph, 


d 


W hat Marvels from that Proſpe& doſt thou ſpy ? 
Weſtward thou leeſt, and ſeeing hat'ſt the Walls 


Of ſometimes Rev'rend, now Regenerate Pauls. 


Thy envious Eyes ſuch Glories cannot brook, | 
But as the Devil once o'er Lincoln, look : : 
And Envy's Poiſon will thy Bowels tear, 
Sooner that Dames Doſe of Pitch and Hair.” 
Then Eaſtivafd, to avoid that wounding fight; 
Thy glaring Eyes upon the Mum-glaſs light. 
Adorn'd with trioniſtroys Forms to clear the ſcope, 
How much thou art obt-dragon'd by the Pope. 
Ah Fools ! to dreſs 4 Monument of Wo 
In whiſtling Silks, that ſhould in Sackcloth go! 
Nay ſtrangely wiſe our Senators appear 
'To build That, and a Bedlam ina Year, 
That if the Mum-glaſs crack, they may inherit 
An Hoſpital becoming their great Merit! 
 ToRoyal Weſtminſer next turn thine Eye; 
Perhaps a Parliamear thou mayſt eſpy. 
Dragons of old gave Oracles at Romez $ 
Then propheſy their Day, their Date, and Doom: ! 
And if thy viſual Ray can reach the Main 3 
Tell's when the Duke, new gone, returns again ! 
Facing about, next view our Guildhall well, _ 
W here Reverend Fox furs charm'd by potent ſpell 
Of Elephants (turn'd wrong ſide outward) dare 
Applaud the Plays, and yet hiſs out the Player - _ 
Player ! whoſe wiſe Zeal for de Gompab rig, © 


_ Shall to all Points of the wide Compaſs ring, @ 
Whilſt Bow has Bells, or Royal Thames Wore 
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Thy roving Eye perhaps from, Hague may.ſend's 


How the New League has made old Foes new Friends - 

But let ſubſtantial Witneſs Credence-give.it,. 

Or ne*er believe me, if the Houſe believe it! =» 

If true, I fear too late? France at one ſup 

(Like Pearls diſſojv/d' m Cleopatra's Cup) —@&- 

Trade, Empire, Netherlands has ſwallow'd up! 3; 

_ Bathark! the Drapa eaks from brazen Mouth, 

Whoſe Words, tho Wind, are ſpoken.in good. South # 

To you of, ratlivg Fame, and great Eſteem; 

' The higher plac'd, the leſs you ought to. frem! 
To you'of' noble Souls, and gpllapt Minds, 

Learn tq out-face (with, me) the huffing Winds ! 

To.timrous feeble Spirits, that. live beneath 3 

Learn not of me to turn, with.every Breath! 

To thoſe who (like Camelions) live on Air 3, 

Popular Praiſe is thin conſumptive Fare! 

To you who Sieepic upon Steeple ſet, 


Cut my Cocks-com b,if cer to, leayen.you get. 


— 


WWSRTTYERTTENEIGCISIETDT. CENT TIT RET FF 7-77 


A- Paradox againſt Liberty 


Written by. the Lords, during their Impriſan> 
ment in the Tower, 1679. 
Priſon, or ap Iſle, are muchtheſame; 


i 

A They only differ in Conceit and Name. 
As Art the firſt, Natyre immures.the laſt; 
Oaly 7th* larger Mold her Figure's caſt, 

All Iſlanders are in a Priſon pent, 

And none at large, not. thoſe o'th? Continent. 
Exch Maxiger's a Priſoner in his Bark, . 

The living World was priſon'd in the Ark, 


And 
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And tho it be abroad adays, the Light... 
Still lodges in the Priſon of black Night; - 
The Sea it ſelf is to its Bounds confin'd,. - 
 Ande#lus in Caves ſhuts up the Wind.. a 
Nothing in Nature has ſuch vaſt Extent, 
But is impriſon'd i in its Element, | 

The Fiſh in watry Dungeons ate inclos'd ; "ETD 
Men, Beaſts and Birds, to Earth and Air.diſpos'd. 
Tf to enlarge their narrow Bounds they ſtrive, ids 
The fatal Freedom rarely they ſurvive. . - 
And as with thenj, we hope with us *cwill. be. 

W hen from theirPriſons took, Death ſets: bem "a 
Man can no more a native Freedom bag! 
That Jewel ne'er was found ſince firlt.”: tvvas loſt; | 
*T was then tranſpotted to the Stygian Coaſt... 

Bur {till there's ſomething which gian eſteem, 
' Only becauſe *tis like the poliſh Gem,.. 
And this we Freedom tall ; its Credit g grows. 
From a falſe Starap, the gilded outſide ſhows: 
Which avaritious Men attempt to get, 
Cheated and ruin'd with the Counterfeit. 
Like Children, Soapy-bubbles they purſue, 
And the fantaſtick Viſion take for true ; ET 
But whilſt they think bright Forms they do eni- 

| Txion-like, they find a Cloud i'th' place. (brace, 
Conſent of Cronds exceeding Credit brings, 
And ſeems to ſtamp Truth's Image on falſe things; 
Not what's a real Good, but what does feem, 

Still ſhares the blind and popular Eſteem. 

Whilſt Senſe and Fancy over-rule their Choice, 
And Reaſon in th' Ele&ion has no Voice. 

But Souls in vain have Reaſon's Attribute, 

If to their Rule they cannot Senſe ſubmit. 

Hence the Heroick Mind makes no complaint, 

But Freedom does enjoy, e'en in Reſtraint. 

When Chains and Fetters do his Body bind; 

He then appears more free, and leſs confin' d. 
Diſcord 
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& Diſcord and Care,, which do diſtra@ him here, 
W In Durance take their leave, and come not there. 
& Falſe Friends and Flatterers then take laſt adiev, 7 
W Who often ſwore how faithful and how true, 
Things their diſhoneſt Boſoms never kneyy, 

Theſe, like the Swallows, in cold Weather fly; 

A Summer” s Fortune only draws them nigh: ' 
Flatrers a ſort of fatal Suckers be, 

Which draw the Sap till they deſtroy the Tree. 
Fair Virtue to their Opticks when they bring, Jos 
Seems a deform'd and antiquated thing, | 
Vice they commend, whillt Virtue is deſpig'd, 

The Blackeſt by theſe Negroes moſt are prigd. 
Theſe Slaves to Vice do hug ſo hard and long, 

Till like the o'er-fond Ape they kill their OE; 
Ambition in the Mind's a' feveriſh Thirſt, 

Which is by drinking drier than at firſt ; 12 
And theſe will feed the Humor till it burſt. 

When Paraſites the Arbiters are made, 
They'l place the Garland on a Bedlam? s Head. 
Riot, Exceſs, and Pleaſure car* the Day, 

And Luſt (the worſt of Tyrants) bobs the ny 
At whoſe black Throne they blind 4Hegiance pay 
Moroſe and dull they do account the Grave ; 
And the'meek Man, fit only for a Slave: 
The Humble, of a Nature poor and baſe; 

The Chalt, ſprung from a dull inſipid Race ; & 
And Temperance a Gallant's chief Diſgrace. 

In Virtue's Gatrb the great Man's Vice they dreſs, 
Giving it Names which ſound of Worthineſs. * 
They call his Pride the Grandeur of his Mind, - 

And for his Luſt the Name they have deſign " © 
Is a complaiſant Air, that makes Men kind, 
Profaneneſs is his Wit ; and his Exceſs =Y 


By a gay janty Humour they expreſs ; 
All his Debauches too muſt be no leſs: 


Thus 
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Thos they Tap Ruin up, and gild oor Crimes; = 


But Vice deſtroys like 7»y, where it climbs, 
In us, the dang'rous State th* Ambitious ſee 
_ Of Greatneſs, Avarice,, and. Flattery.. 


Gifrs, Honors, Office, Greatneſs, Grace of Rings, 


Raiſe the Ambitious upon Treach'rous Wings; 
Till from the mighty heights they giddy grow 
And fall-into ttie Ruin lies below. * 
If the. firſEfail, whichdo ſupport our State,. 
The laſt our Fall ſerve to precipitate. _ 


This with-too dear Experience we have bought, 
And learnt a Lefion, which too late was taught. 


Proſperity's a.Drug, that muſt be ta'en 
Corrected: (Opium like) orelſe *cis bane : 

A more Letbargick Quality's in her, 
Than ever yet-in Opium did appear, 
Her fatal Poiſon to the Mind ſhe ſends, _ 
And uncorre&, in ſure Deſtru&ion ends ; _ 


Whilſt in the way. her gilded ſnares ſhe lays, . 


Eaſy and credulous Man ſhe ſoon betrays ; 

W ho. ſees her Roſes and-her Lillies here; 
But: her concealed Snakes doth never. fear. 
Proſperity's: Repaſts puff up the Mind- 
With unſubſtantial and unwholeſom Wind: 
"Tis a Hault-Gouſt which Epicures do uſe, 
And choicer Viands ſqueamiſhly refuſe. 

But when Affliion moulds your daily Bread,. 


*Tis then the ſtaff of Life with which ſhe's fed; 


Afidion (like the River Nilz) beſtows. 
Her fruitful Bleſſings:.whereſoe'er ſhe flows : 


And if- when ſhe withdraws, ſtrange Serpents riſe, 


Not in her:Streams, but in the Soil it lies. 
Which (like. the: great Apollo) ſhe ſtrikes dead, 
By the ſame Influence they firſt were bred, 

If ſhe return, and ſhew her hidden head. 


Great Minds (like the victorious Palms) are wont 


Under the Weights of Fortune more to mount. 


Strongly 


Wccrongly:ſuppreſs'd,: and hurP'd upon the ground, 

WJ fil d with ſublimer Thoughts they. more rebound 3 

W ctill careleſs whether Fortune ſmile or trown,  - 
W Whether ſhe give or take away a Crown, | 

W Our Walls are tided, and by that we know _ © 
W She always ebbs when ihe doth leave to flow, > 

J and conſtant in Inconſtancy does grow, nd: 
W Make an attack: all Injuries that can, NS 

W They fall like Waves beneath a Riſing Swan. .- |. 

W fred and ſecur?d from all diſcordant Care, £ 


» ie 


W Hcrc we our Heads above the Billows bear, -.. 

W Till from our Shoulders they tranſplanted are.;- 

W ind from their ſummits, with dumb Gapes proclaim; 

W Of a Quincumvirat the traiProus ſhame. _/ + 
But during all this Storm, we ſtill, do find ' 3 & 
An Anchor and a Haven in our Mind, #D > 
Not beaten now, tho then exposg'd to th' Wind. 
is Nightingals, our Boſoms we expoſe, + 
And fing, environ'd with the ſharpeſt Woes, 
Degraded from vain Honour here we grow 
More great and bigh, as Trees by lopping do. 
Honour's like Froth in each Man's Glaſs of Beer 
Tis leaſt of uſe, tho topmolt 1t "appear. | 
The common Youchee for ill Aas' ſhe's grown ; 
[tand Religion all our Miſchiefs own: 
Sie reigns in Youth with an unruly Heat, C 


C) 


And in her falſer Mirror ſhews them Great, 

Till Age and Time convince them of the Cheat, 
Raſh Heads approve what ſober Men deſpiſe, > 
And the fantaſtick Garb offends the Wile ; : 
Me rarely now is ſeen, | but in Diſguiſe. 

True Honour and plain Honeſty's the ſame ; 

From various Dwellings comes the various Name: 
for whilſt ſhe's gay in Courts, ſhe's Honour there; 
but Honeſty with us in Durance-here. 

ndiffering States, moſt things bave difference : 
Vhat pleag'd this day, the next offends the Prince, 
LoL GE . The 
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Priſoners abhor, what free, they did approve: 
And ſtill there's Power in each Man's Choice $ 


| In every ſtate does ſome Contentment dwell, 
_ And here we find a Palace in a Cell, © 


 1n Pleaftre, Prince's Courts, or from their Rays, 


Fools only their own Comforts do deſtroy. 


The Proſperous oath what the Affided love; 


Himſelf content, if he can wiſely take, (make 
And think his own (tho hard): a happy Stake. 


Good's good ev*ry where, and every thing, 

And Good can of it ſelf no Evil bring. 

All Good's a Ray of the firſt Light alone ; 
Vhen Il] approaches, only that's our own. 
ertue*s not gain'd by ſpending of our Days: 


At Vertue's Coaſt by Travel we arrive, 

And ſo by Travel Vertue's kept alive. 

She dwindles if ſhe want due Exerciſe; 
But us'd, grows brighter, and ſtill multiplies, 
Vertue increaſes Snow-ball like, roll'd on : 

A lazy Vertue's' next of kin to none. 
Pris'ners indeed they be, that do lay*"by 

Ar once their Freedom and their Induſtry, 
It Men turn Drones within theſe hony'd Hives, 
It lies Yth' Pris'ner's Heart, and not his Gives. 


 TheGood grow better here, the Bad grow worſe; 


The Spur that makes this go, does jade that Hork. 
Hence the great'ſt part are Male-contentand Sad, I 
Since that the Good are fewer than the Bad. 
A Bliſs that ſprings from penitential Joy, | 
Is the Mind's Balſam in each ſharp Annoy 3 


To this Retirement we can freely go 3 
*Tis the great'ſt pace of Majeſty below : 'l 
Our ftirring out imports the World to know, 
The Goaler's Centinel to guard our Doors, | 
And Caſtles are contain?d I'th' narrow Floors, 
More happy and more ſafe, ſecur'd from Foes, 
Than thoſe whom Troops of Enemies incloſe. wo 
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Mach more as Pris'ners, our high Bliſs we boaſt, 

J Being ſecur'd from ſuch a mighty Hoſt : 

Wl of deadly Foes, fo fierce with Wrath and Might, 
© Our ſelves ſo feeble, and unfit to fight 

WJ Gainſt the black Band of Vicious and Profane, .. ! 

W Who Thouſands do undo in each Campaign. | 

WJ in the Aſſault, we ſeldom brook the Field, 

WJ But fly like Hares, or elſe like Cowards yield. 

© )ct this the World eſteems an hard Eſtate, 


J And vs, who feel it, count unfortunate. 
© Sew then, Philoſophy ! the State wherein 


=... {Bo it. Mas 


Such Safety, and ſo much Content is ſeen ; 
Wherein leſs rugged or ſteep Hindrance lies, 
T obſtruct the Path unto PerfeQtion's prize. 
The uſeful Rod's only bound up for this, 

To whip and laſh the Childiſh on to Bliſs ; 


TW Who ſullenly refuſe the Rod to kiſs, 


And fo the Bleſſing in the Whipping mils. 
Some, like the Whale, only deſign'd to play > 
In fruitleſs Pleaſures, drive the flying Day ; ” 
As Boys with Clackers drive the Linet away. 
Whilſt here, we ſtop the hours of Time, that flies, 
With Contetnplation's noblet Exerciſe. 
Maugre all Goals, think we &er long muſt dye, ? 
And then enjoy an endleſs Liberty 3 
Death will redeem from long Captivity. 

Man's Life's a Piece ſpun of a various Thred ; 

In ſome'tis fine, in ſome a coarſer Web. 

The Threds acroſs, th' Occurrences of Fate, 

Cat early from the Loom by Death or late. 

The Dread of Kings, Death does not us diſnay ; 
Todye's leſs, than be tantaliz'd each day: 

What Man complains, with Wearineſs oppreſt, 
That Night is come, the only time to reſt ? 


Ces: 4 
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A DIALOGUE between the Dutcheſs | 
of Clevel— and the Dutcheſs of Portſ- 
mouth, at their Meeting in Paris, 


With the Ghoſt of Jane Shore. 


Cl. RT thou return'd my Siſter Concubine, 


For all thoſe ſubtle cunning Arts of thine; 


With which thou didſt ſubdue ourMonarch's Heart, 
And wouldſt not let me with thee ſhare a part ; 


Tho my great Beauty did that Heart ſubdue, 
Long e're it could ſo meanly ſtoop to you ? 

Portſ. I am return'd to ſee my Native France, 
The Place where firſt I ſaw the World by chance, 
Tho mean by Birth, yet Fortune this can do, 
Help by the Charms of Wit and Beauty too. 


 Methinks my Port and my illuſtrious Train, 


Should rather move your Envy than Diſdain. 
__C. My Envy! no, thy Meanneſs | deſpiſe, 
Thou art a Beggar ſtill, tho in diſguiſe. 

The noble Ladies of the Gallick Court 

Will mock at your fine gaudy Train and Port; 
Thy Converſe and thy Company they'll ſcorn, 
Since thou of genteel Blood wert never born. 

P. TheKing's Example, Dutcheſs, you will find, 
Shall make the Ladies of this Conrt more kind: 
For many Services for him Pave done, - | 
Which he I'm ſure with Kindneſs now will own. 
Pave ſerv'd him with my Perſon and m my ts 


But how, to tell you, Madam, 'tis not 


C. If you have ought for this great Monarch done, 
He'l make you then ſome Abbeſs or a Nun. 


For 
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For I do find 'tis not the Guiſe of France, 

Their Whores to noble Titles to advanc [-# 

But uſually the Royal Miſs is ſenr, 

To ſome Religious Cloyſter to repent. 

P. It is not yet that time of Day with me, 
Nor am | fallen to ſo low degree ; C 
More joyful Days I yet do hope to ſee. 

Tho I have here of Engliſh Guinies ſtore, 

| thither will return and get me more, 
England will me a plenteous Harveſt yield, 
Here to buy Lands and Palaces to build. 

C. Methinks you talk at an immodeſt rate, 


Thou French She-Horſe-leech of the Engliſh State: 


Rome us'd to draw its richeſt Treaſures thence, 
The Engliſh Gold was chang'd to Peter's pence: 
But now that Rome candraw from thence no more, 


W it is enhanced by a Gallick W——. 


P. If Pm immodeſt methinks you are vain, 
Thus idly of my Riches to complain : 
England did once to you a Harveſt yield, 


| Ales! ! Tave but theGleanings of the Field. 


Gold fell into your Lap with a ſpring Tide, 
But you have ſpent it on your Luſt and Pride : 
Your time is paſt, and Luſt has made you old, 
And to be ſerv'd you now muſt give your Gold; 
Or fumble with ſome weak old Clergy-man, 
To get a Spill your Royet to maintain. 

C. O Madam, you muſt needs be very chaſt, 
If, as they ſay, the Prior you embrac'd. 
I laugh to hear of Chaſtity from you, 
As if a Whore was Cer to one Man true. 
| own my Nature, it is brave and high, 
With Aeſſalina I my ſelf could vie. 
Let a dull Husband lie with her thats chaſt, 
I by a Prince am fit to be embrac'd. 

P. Brag nor, your decay'd Beauty is grown ſtale, 
And all your Arts no longer can prevail : 
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Thou e'er couldſt conquer a great Monarclts 


None that had Eyes e&'er ſaw, in that. French Face, 


But Lovers ſee not with your envious Eyes. 


Since you're caſt off and lam courted ſtil]. 
I fat above and ſaw crown'd Heads below ; 


' ] knew not how to ſeek or wiſh for more. 
Tome the [dols of the Court all bow'd, 


I yet retain my glorious conquering Charms, 
Whilſt you are baniſh'd from a Monarch's Arms. 
Alas, your Beauty now is in the Wain, 
No Art can e'er renew that Face again : 
Madam, the ſhining Glories are all ſer, 
Which makes you thus at your Snceeſfor fret, 
Co 00d, 

C. Dul] Tool, my Eyes yet ſparkle of are 
I feel a vigorous May yet in my Blood; 
I'm ſound and free from any foul Diſeaſe, 
Can warm a Lover and know how to pleaſe : 
Whilſt thou corrupted, ſcentſt the very Room 
In ſpite of Eſſences and ſtrong Perfnme. 
I can't but wonder by what Magick Art, 


_ (Heart. 
That Baby's Face of thine, and thoſe black Eyes, 
Methinks ſhould ne'er a Hero's Love ſurpriſe; 


O'ermuch of Beauty, Form or comely Grace. 
P. You are my Rival and may me deſpiſe, 


If you in Beauty have the greateſt ſhare, 
And if that mine cannot with yours compare, 
My Wit exceeds, and yours have prov'd but ill, 


C. When I did reign, I like a Queen did ſhow, 
Of Jewels and of Gold I had ſuch ſtore, 


1 was adored by the numerous Croud ; 

Till thou wertſeen, who with ſome Magick Spell, 
Some Charm or Philtre that was madein Hel}, 
Didſt my great Hero's Heart then ſteal away, 
And took by Hell-bred Arts my Beauty*s Prey, 


This 
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J This be my Comfort, 1 did firſt ſubdue, 
© They were my Leavings that were; ſhar'd to you. 


P. It ſhows my Wit and Beauty. had moſt Power, 


Y When 1 ſubdu'd your mighty Conqueror : 


And that I broke into your Beauty's Charms, 
And raviſhed your Hero from your Arms. 
Fave ruFd as well as you, and my French Pate 
Has div'd into the great Intrigues of State: 
In Balls and Maſques you revePd out your Nights, 
But, Madam, I did reliſh State Delights : | 
My Politicks' and Arts were deeper bred, 
Than ever came into your ſhallow Head. 
Vain Pride and Pleaſure were the things you ſought, 2 
Whilſt that four Kingdoms did imploy my Thought. 
States- men did know that you were, but a Foo], 
But they from me took Meaſures how to rule. 
C. And yet Lice you are turn'd off, at laſt, 
And all your cunning Policies miſplac'd.  _ 
P. You are deceiv'd, and[ſhallmake you mourn; 
When you ſhall ſee me, Madam, back return: 
Mind you your Pleaſures, game your time away, } 
My bulineſs will not.let me longer ſtay, C 
To our great Monarch, | have much to ſay. 3 
C, If back to England thou ſhouldſt &er return, 
May thou become the common People's Scorn. 
May againſt thee the ZondoxPrentice riſe, 
And may they pull out thy bewitching, Eyes. 
Againſt that time I will go learn to curſe, | 
That Pox or Plague I'll wiſh thee ſomething worſe. 


 . _ What Specter's this ! 
P, O Heav'ns, what have we here! 


My Joints do tremble and my Soul doth fear. 
The Gboſt of Jane Shoar to them. 
Gvoſt. Perhaps you know me not, yet take a View, 
Ke what l am, I was once ſuch as you, 
| was a Whore, a Royal Miſtreſs too. 
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I was a Woman of egregious Fame, 
And like you too [ gloried 1 in my Shame, 
Edward my L ord was, and Fane Shoar my Name, 
Tliv'd in Splendor and enjoy'd Delights, 
Feaſted all Day, and in Love's luſcious Rites, 
| Between a Monarch's Arms wore ont the Nights 
But when at laſt my happy Monarch dy'd, 
1 lolt my Riches, Pleaſures, and my Pride, 
And all that &'er was ſweet or good beſide. 
Alas, remember what of me became, 
My Honor ſtaind, and black was all my Fame, 
Scorn of the People, to my ſelf a Shame. 
A Wretch I grew, wiſh d1 were never born, 
Poor and contemn?d, and every Raſcal's Scorn, 
 Unpity'd died, moſt wretched and forlorn. 
But happy had I been had this veen all, - 
Or if that I had had no farther Fall, 
But Hell on my Miſceeds aloud did call. 
Tormented.in the Flames of Hell below, 
No Eaſe' from Torment, Pain, and endleſs Woe, 
For Pleaſures paſt, my ſcorched Soul doth know. ; 
Short were my Pleaſures while I lived here, 
And thoſe were alſo mixt with Grief and Fear, 
But Pain Eternal's in the lower Sphere. 
You twogreat Women, great in Luſt and Sin, 
Repent, repent, and to reform begin, *. 
For your Reward you Hell at laſt will win, 
| Rivals look on me, and contend no more, 
What you are now I once was long before, 
Yetl am damn'd altho a | Royal Whore. 
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4 Satyr againſt Perſecution, 1682, 


O ww eaſy * tis to ſail with Wind: and Tide! # 

Small Force will ſerve upon the ſtronger ſide; 

Power ſerves for Law, the Wrong too oft's made 
1 Rh; 

And they are TTY who againſt Power dare fight. 
Wir rides triomphanr, in Power's Chariot born, 
And depreſt Oppoſites beholds with Scorn. 
1 his well the Author of the Medal knew, 

When Oliver he for an.Hero drew, ? 
| He then ſwam with the Tide; appear'd «Saint, 
Garniſh'd the Devil with Poetick Paint. 
When the Tide turn'd, then ſtrait about he veers, 
And for the ſtronger ſide he ſtill appears. 

Then in Heroicks courts the Great and High, 
And at tl Oppreſt he lets his Satyrs fly. 

But he who ſtems the Tide, if ground he gains, 
Each ſtroke he makes muſt be with wondrous Pains : 
If he bears up againſt the Current ſtill, 
He ſhews at leaſt he has ſome Art and Skill, | 
When againſt Tide, VVind, Billows hedoes ſtrive, 
And comes at laſt unto the ſhore alive. 

Huzza my Friends, let us our way purſue, 

And try what our Poetick Arms can do, 

This latter Age with VVonders does abound, 
Our Prince of Peets has a Medal found, 

From whence his pregnant Fancy rears a Piece, 
_ Eſreem'd to equal thoſe of Rome and Greece. 
With ptercing Eyes he does the Medal view, 
And there he finds, as he has told to you, 

The Hag Sed:tion, to the Life diſplay'd, 

1 Nader 2 Stateſman' S Goren, fancy'd or "made, 


That 
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That is all one, he doth it ſo apply, 

At it th Artillery of his Wit lets fly ; 

Lets go his Satyr at the Medal ſtrait, 
Worries the Whigs, and doth Sedition bait, 
Let him'goon, the Whigs the Hag forſake; 


Her Cauſe they never yet would undertake, 
But lavglvto ſee the Poet's fond Miſtake, 
'But we will turn the Medal; there we ſee. 
Another Hag, I think as bad as ſhe: 
If ] am not miſtaken *tis the ſame, 
_ Chriſtians of old did Perſecution name : BE. 
Thar's ſtill her. Name, tho now grown old and wiſe, 
She has new Names, as well as new Diſguiſe, 
Let then his Satyr with Sedition fight, 
And ours the whilſt ſhall Perſecution bite : 
Two Hags they are, who Parties ſeem to make; 
"Tis time for Satyrs them to undertake. 

See her true Badg, a Priſon or the Tower 
For Perſecution ever ſides with Power. 
Our Satyr dares not worry thoſe he ſhou'd, 
But there are ſome felt, heard, and underſtood ; ; 
W ho Subſtantives of Power ſtand alone, 
And by all ſeeing Men are too well known ; ; 
W hat Steps they tread,and whither 'tis they drive, 
W hat Meaſures take,and by what Arts they thrive. 
But were theſe little Tyrants underfoot, 
How bravely o'er them could our Satyr ſtrat ! £ 
What CharaRers, and juſtly could he give, 
Of Men who ſcarcely do deſerve to live ! 
Yet theſe are they ſome Flatterers can court, 
W ho now are Perſecution's great Support. 
We on the Medal ſee the fatal Tower; 
Truth muſt be filent, for we know their Power : 
W hilft they, without controul, can ſhew their hate, 
And whom they pleaſe with grinning Satyrs bait. 
This puts our Satyr into fume and chafe ;, 


He could bite ſorely could hg doi it ſafe. 
Since 
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Since againſt ſuch he dares not ſpend his Breath, 

_ Th Hag Perſecution he will bait to death. 

Old as the Worldalmoſt, as old as Cain, 

For by this Hag was Righteous Abel (lain ; 

In Tyrants Courts ſhe ever doth abide, "47; 
Accompanied with Power, with Luſt and Pride. 
What ſhe has dane is to the World well known: 

She always made the beſt of Men to groan, 
Her bloody Arts are regiſter'd of ald, 

And all her cruel Policies are told, 

All that is paſt our Muſe ſhall let alone, 

Paſs Foreign, and ſpeak only of our own ; 
Our own dear ugly Hag, who now has Power, 
To ſend to Tyburn, Newgate, or the Tower. 
If Power be in the Mulcitude, not few. 

They ſhew that they have Faith and Reaſon too, 
Leap not their Bounds, nor do their Power betray, 
Since they to Laws and Government obey. 

If other Power they exerciſe, tis Force, 

Or Rage, that ſeen in a wild headſtrong Horſe, 

The more he's ſpur'd or rein'd, the more doth 
(hound, 

and Jeaves nat, till the Rider's an the ground. 

But far it ſeems from our Almighty Croud, 

To boaſt their Strength, or be of Power proud : 

Their Power they of old had fruitleſs try'd, 

. And therefore now take Reaſon for their Guide, 

Nay, Faith they have in their own juſter Cauſe, 

'Intheir dread Sovereign, and his righteous Laws; = 

This makes them thys ſubmit, all Power lay by, 

For Right, for Law, for Peace they only cry. 

For this, by ſome, they are accounted Fools; 

So generous Horſes are miſtook for Mules ; 

And ſome Court Fockies mount them in their Pride, 
And with a Satyr's Heel-ſpurg all their Hide ; 
Dvll Aſs they ſuppoſe the People are, 

Wade for their Burdens, and not fit for War. 


All 
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That is all one, he doth it ſo apply, 
At it tht Artillery of his Wit lets fly ; 
Lets go his Satyr at the Medal ſtrair, 
Worries the Whigs, and doth Sedition bait, 
Let him'gvon; the Whigs the Hag forſake ; 
Her Cauſe they never yet would undertake, 
But lavglyto ſee the Poet's fond Miſtake, 
But we will turn the Medal; there we ſee 
- Another Hag, I think as bad as ſhe: 
If ] am not miſtaken *tis the ſame, 
Chriſtians of old did Perſecution name : 
Thar's ſtill her, Name, tho now grown old and wiſe, 
She has new Names, as well as new Diſguiſe, 
Let then his Satyr with Sed:tion fight, 
And ours the whillt ſhall Perſecution bite : 
Two Hags they are, who Parties ſeem to makez : 
'Tis time for Satyrs them to undertake. 

See her true Badg, a Priſon or the Tower ; 
For Perſecution ever ſides with Power... 
Our Satyr dares not worry thoſe he ſhou?d, 
But there are ſome felt, heard, and underſtood ; ; 
W ho Subſtantives of Power ſtand alone, 
And by all ſeeing Men are too well known ; En, 
W hat Steps they tread.,and whither 'tis they drive, 
W hat Meaſures take,and by what Arts they thrive. 
But were theſe little Tyrants underfoot, - 
How bravely o'er them could our Satyr ſtrut ! 
What CharaQers, and juſtly could he give, 
Of Men who ſcarcely do deſerve to live ! 
| Yet theſe are they ſome Flatterers can court, 
W ho now are Perſecution's great Support. 
We on the Medal ſee the fatal Tower ; 
Truth muſt be fileat, for we know their Power : 
Whilft they, without controul, can ſhew their hate, 
And whom they pleaſe with grinning Satyrs bait. 
This puts our Satyr into fume and chafe ; 
He could bite ſorely could hg do it ſafe. 


Since 
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Since againſt ſuch he dares not ſpend his Breath, 
Th Hag Perſecution he will bait to death. 

Old as the World almoſt, as old as Cain, 
For by this Hag was Righteous Abel ſlain; 
\ In Tyrants Courts ſhe ever doth abide, 
Accompanied with Power, with Luſt and Pride. 
What ſhe has dane is to the World well known + 
She always made the beſt of Men to groan, 
Her bloody Arts are regiſter'd of ald, 
And all her cruel Policies are told, 
All that is paſt our Muſe ſhall let alone, 
Paſs Foreign, and ſpeak only of our own; 

Our own dear ugly Hag, who now has Power, 
To ſend to Tyburn, Newgate, or the Tower. 

If Power be in the Mulcitude, not few, 
They ſhew that they have Faith and Reaſon too, 
Leap not their Bounds, nor do their Power betray; 
Since they to Laws and Government obey, 
If other Power they exerciſe, tis Force, 
Or Rage, that ſeen in a wild headſtrong Horſe, 
The more he's ſpur'd or rein'd, the more doth 
(bound, 
And leaves nat, till the Rider's an the ground. 
But far it ſeems from our Almighty Croud, 
To boaſt their Strength, or be of Power proud : 
Their Power they of old had fruitleſs try'd, 
And therefore now take Reaſon for their Guide, 
| Nay, Faith they havein their own juſter Cauſe, 
| In their dread Sovereign, and his righteous Laws: 'Y 
This makes them thus ſubmit, all Power lay by, 
For Right, for Law, for Peace they only cry. 
For this, by ſome, they are accounted Fools; 
So generous Hor ſes are miſtook for Mules ; £ 
And ſome Court Fockies mount them in their Pride, 
And with a Satyr's Heel-ſpurg all their Hide; 
Dull Aſs they ſuppoſe the People are, 
Wade for their Burdens, and not fit for War. 


All 
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All with the forewind of Religion ail, 
Tt to all Parties is the Common Stale. 
1 know you'l grant the Devil is no Fool, 
He can diſguiſe in Surplice, Cloak, or Cowl; 
But ſtill he may be known without diſpute, 
By Perſecution ; 'tis his Cloven Foot. 
Let him be Chriftran, Pagan, Turk, or Jew, 
Pretends religious Zeal, it can't be true, 
If *r Perſecution raiſes, or maintains, 
Or makes a Market of ungodly Gains. 
When Rome had Power here, and fat inchair'd, 
How cruel and how bloody ſhe appear'd! 
Our Church-Diſſenters then did feel the ſame, 
Their Bodies ſerv'd for Fuel to the Flame: 
And can this Church now, got into the Chair, 

A cruel Tyrant like to Rome appear ? 
For bare Opinion do their Brothers harm, 
Plague and impriſon, *canſe they can't conform ? 
But ſtay, our Church has Law upon its ſide, 
And ſo had Rome, that cannot be deny'd. 
And if theſe Febu's, who ſo fiercely drive, 
In their ſiniſter Arts proceed and thrive, 
We ſoon ſhall ſee our Church receive its doom, 
And feel again the Tyranny of Rome. 
To bar Succeſſion is th? ungodly Sin, 
So often broke, ſo often piec'd ag'in: 
O may it here in England neyer ceaſe, 
| Could we but hope it would ſecure our Peace ! 
But Men with different Thoughts poſſeſſed are, 
We dread th' Effeds of a new Civil War. 

We dread Rome's Yoke, tous*tis hateful grows, 
And Rome will ſeem a Monſter in our Throne. 
How rarely will a Cope the Throne bedeck ? 

A Biſhop's Head ſet on a Prince's Neck ? 
Ti inherent Right lies in the Sovereign's Sway, 
But then the Monarch muſt Rome's Laws obey. 


Head 


Head of the Church he muſt no longer be, 

But give that Place unto Rome's Holy See, 

Both of the Church, and him Rome will take care, 
The Throne muſt truckle under Papal Chair. 

Kings car't do wrong, ſo does the Maxim ſay, 

But Miniſters of State, their Servants, may. 

S Tho Kings themſelves do ſit above the Law, 

AY ſjoſtice ſtill keeps their Miniſters in awe; 

Y for if they do not make the Law their Guide, 
Great as they are, by Law they may be try'd 
Elſe we ſhould ſubject be toevery 11], 

And be made ilaves to Arbitrary Will. 

O happy Ifle where each Man Juſtice craves ! 
Kings can't be Tyrants, nor the Subjects Slaves. 
The Laws ſome great Ones fear,who rule theState; 
When they can't new unto their Wills create, 
They to their Minds, with cunning, try to mold, 
And, with new Images, to ſtamp the old : 

What *gainſt diſſenting Papiſts firſt was bent, 

For Proteſtants now proves a Puniſhment. 
Law, Law they cry, and then their Brother ſmite, 
As well upon the left ſide as the right : 

Toevery Jayl the Proteſtants they draw, 

And Perſecution ſtill is maſqu'd with Law : 

We do not know but Rome may have its turn, 
And then it will be alſo Law to burn, 

This is not all, far ſome ill Men there be, 
Who would the Laws uſe in a worſe degree : 
Treaſon and Traytors, Plots againſt the State, 
To reach their Foes, they cunningly create: 

To Priſon then the Innocent they draw, 

And if they could their Heads would take by Law ; : 
But Law is juſt, and Engli/hmen are good; 

And do not love to dip their Hands in Blood 

Of Innocents : But this has rais'd the Rage 

Of Tome Politick Actors on our Stage, 


Vol. IV. State-4 Pair 197. 


——_— + een Oo re EE oo ee eo I 


298 POEMS om | 
And ſpite of Juſtice, Law, and Reaſon too, 

Their wicked Ends by other means purſne. 

Thoſe Men, whom they can neither hang nor draw, 

_ Freed by their Country, Juſtice, and the Law, 

They try to murder with an Hireling's Pen, 

By making them the very worſt of Men. 

They *ave Orators and Poets at their Wil, _ 

Who with their Venom ftrive their Fames to kill, 

Theſe rack the Laws, and holy Scriptures too, 

And fain would make all the old Treaſons new : 

They will not let the Graves and Tombs alone, 

But conjure up the Ghoſt of Forty One. 

| With this they try the Ignorant to ſcare, 

For Men are apt the worſt of things to fear; 

_ Tho that Ghoſt is no liker Eighty Two, 

Than a good Chriſtian like a Turk or Few, 

London, the happy Bulwark of our Iſle, 

No ſmooth and oily Words can thee beguile : 

Thou knowſt thy Intfreſt, that will never lye ; 

Eternal as thy ſelf, the Men do die, 

*Tis Truth and Juſtice that do thee uphold, 

And richer in Religion than in Gold ; 

Thy Piety has built thy Torrets higher 

Than er, in ſpite of Plague, of War, and Fire. 

Without a Sigh we can't think on the Flame, 

Nor by what Hands, and from what Heads it came. 

With envious Eyes they dothy Riches view, 

When old Ways fail, to ſpoil thee they find new : 

| No Art's untry*'d which may thy Coffers drain, 

For which the ſubtil Lawyer racks his Brain: 6 

Thy too old Charters they will new arraign. 

Thou muſt not think thou canſt in ſafety ſtand, 

W hilſt the falſe Canaanite ſwarms in the Land, 

Some State-Phyſicians cry, that thou art ſick, 

And on thee they would try ſome quacking trick : 

As yet thejr poiſonous Drugs thou doſt not need, 

Nor does thy Body want to purge or bleed, Thy 
| hs 
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Thy Head we hope with Loyalty is crown'd, 
Thy Heart and Intrails we do know are ſound : 1 
Thy Hands are open, honeſt, free, and ſtrait, 

And all thy Members pliable and neat; 

All think you well in Health, and found withiy: 
Tho ſome few Spots appear upon your Skin, 
They're but the Purgings of the ſounder Part, 
And are ata great diſtance from the Heart. 

The Wealthy love to thrive the ſureſt way, 

For Gain perhaps they will like Slaves obey. 

Give up theirCharters,bend theirNecks,now free, 


To ſervile Yokes, and ſtoop'to that degree, _ . 
As to ſubmit to Rome? $ curſt Tyranny. - 


But ſure the Wiſe, and the Religious too, 

Will all the juſt and lawful Ways purſhe, RET 
To keep that Freedom unto which they're born, 
And which ſo well doth Engliſhmen adorn; 
Which our Forefathers did Tealhive with care, 
And which we, next our Souls, do hold moſt dear. = 
Let the hot Tories, and their Poet, curſe, 
They ſpend in vain, and you are ner the worſe : 
Alas! they ſeem as only made to damn, *' (ſham in 


And then curſe moſt when they have loſt their 
They are true Shimezs, or the Sons of Cham. 
Their Mouths are open Sepulchers, their Tongue 
With Venom full isever ſpeaking wrong : 
With Oaths and Curſings, and with looking big, 
They ſeek tofright ſome harmleſs peaceful Whig ; 
Then boaſt the Conqueſt, heQor, rant, and tear, 
. And cry, God danum Proteſtants they are : 
All the Fanaticks are a curſed'Crew, © 
Worſe than the Papiſts, or'the Moor, or Jew': 
The City'is a Layſtall full of Mire, RET apts 
And ought again to be new purg'd with Fire : $5; 
All Honeſty, all Godlineſs they hate, 
Love Strife and War, Contentian and D Dipate,” © 
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Theſe are the Men from EY much miſchief 


_ Cprings, 


Whilſt their bad Cauſe they falſly make the King's, 


Theſe wrong the King, and then to make amends, 

With Oaths declare they are his only Friends: 
But theſe are they who Coleman would ontdo, 
Blow up both Kings and Kingly Power too. 

For why is all this Conteſt and this Strife? 
This ſtrugling in the State, as *twere for Life ? 
When all Men own'd their enjoy'd Happineſs, 
And daily did their belov'd Monarch bleſs ? 

But theſe ill Men all common Roads forſake, 
O'er Hedges,” and throſtanding Corn they break; . 
Tho ill Succeſs they:have, they-will not ceaſe, 
Till they have ſpoil'd the Nation's happy Peace. 
They ſee none to Rebellion are inclin'd, - 
Yet Plots they make, . where Plotsthey cannot find; 
But their Deſigns they did ſo idly frame, 

The Evil on their Heads return'd with ſhame : 5 
And tho they find their evil Projects curſt, 

They keep 8 Impudence they had at firſt : 

_ *Gainſt Honeſty, Law, Reaſon, then they fight, 
And fallly cry, The King can have no Right. 

The People of their Judgment they bereave, 
No Proof, no Circumſtance will they believe: 
Rebels and T raytors they will ſtill create, 

And are Men-catchers of the higheſt Rate. 

With Regal Rights theſe Men keep much ads ; 

- But, with that Stale, their own Game they purſue * 
Their Monarch's Safety, Honour, Fame, Renown, 
The great Supports and Jewels of the Crown z 
The Peoples Love, their Freedom, Liberties, 

T hoſe they negled, and theſe they do deſpiſe. 

W hat cer theſe Men pretend, the jugling Feat 
Is plainly ſeen ; *tis to grow Rich, and Great, 
To Rule,'to Sway, to Govern as they pleaſe : 


| The « Peoples Grievance, and the Land's Diſs 
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All Men that wonld oppoſe their Pow'r and Sway, 
And will not them, like Gally-ſlaves, obey, _ 
They brand with odions Names, altho they ſpring 
From Fathers ever Loyal to their King : 
Tho they themſelves Sons of the Church are known, 
Would with their Blood defend their Monarch's 
And ready are their Lives to facrifice (Throne, 
For all their King's juſt Rights, which much they. 

(prize. 
But O the Change that's now in England ſeen |! 
They who are Loyal, and ſo &er have been, 
Becauſe they will not ſerve ſiniſter ends, 
Are Rebels call'd, at leaſt calld Traitors Friends, 
Thou wicked Hag, that now artarm'd with Power, 
That wouldſt Mens Souls and Bodies both devour, 
That now doſt ſhow thy bloody armed Paws, 
With Malice arm'd, and with too rigid Laws 
With what Poetick Curſe ſhall | thee paint, 
| Who art a Devil, yet appear'ſt a Saint ? 
ButVengeance for-thee ſtill in Heav*nthere?s ſtore. 
Tho many bleſs, and Thee the Beaſt adore, 

(W hore. 

Thov'rt dy*d with Blood, and art the Scarlet 
0 Perſecution ! thou'rt a Goddeſs blind, 
That never ſpareſt any Human kind ; 
In every County thou doſt footing gain, 
lnall Religions thou defir'it to reign, 
But never waſt admitted in the True. (renew 
Hence grow our Tears, that here thon ſhouldſt 
Thy Strength and Power in this happy Realm, 
Our Quiet and our Peace to overwhelm ; 
When for ſome Years thou haſt been baniſhed, 
And Proteſtants believ'd thou hadſt been dead ; 
Orthat at leaſt, we never more ſhould fear 
That thou ſhouldſt live to ſhew thy Power here : 


Dd | Unleſs 


4Ol POEMS on 

Unleſs (which Heav'n avert) that thou ſhouldgW* 
__ |  (comeMi 

* By Force, brought in by the curſt Power of Rome, 

But griev'd we are, to ſee it in our Age, 

And fear It may a greater lll preſage. 

_ Priſons and Fines the Puniſhments are now, 

But who knows what at laſt it may come to ? 

For this damn'd Hag longs ſtill for human Food, 

Ne'er ſatisfy'd til] ſhe is gorg?d with Blood. 

Well may the Papiſts, when they have their turn, 

Rack and impriſon, torture, hang, and burn; Mi 


- When Proteſtants to Proteſtants do ſhew, MF 
| That had they Pow'r,themſelves as much would doll 
But let the buſy Miniſters take care, Th 
They do but Vengeance for themſelves prepare: M1 
For in all Ages it was ever known, (downW!t 
That God his Vengeance on their Heads pour!*! 
All but mere Fools may eaſily foreſee - F01 
What will the fatal End of theſe thingsbe; MI 
If one bigotted in the Romiſh way, let 


Should once again the Engliſh Scepter ſway; M'® 
Then thoſe who in the Pulpit are ſo loud, 
Preaching Succeſſion to the vulgar Croud, (turnÞUn 
Muſt change their croaking Notes, their Coats mu 
Or, if prove honeſt, fly the Land, or burn: 
Whom Benefit or Ignorance engage, 

Now to the Party, then ſhall feel the Rage 
Of thoſe fierce 1yrants, who now undermine, 
Ana hidden carry on their curſt Deſign, 

The proud uſurping Prieſt, and Popiſh Knave, 
Shall be your Lords, and all the Engliſh Slaves; 
The Noblesthen muſt wear the Romiſh Yoak, 
Or Heads ſubmit unto the fatal Stroak. i 
Oppreſlion will grow bold, the Tadpole Prieſts 
Shall lift above the Lords their Prieſtly Crelts 


'T*atte 
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attempt or ſtruggle then will be in vain, | 
or Perſecution willa Tyrant reign. | 
er fatal Pow'r will then be underſtood, rs, 
Ind ſhe will glut her ſelf with Martyr's Blood, 
he Pope's Supremacy ſhall then be ſhown, wy 
o other Head in England will be known : 
hen ſhall a general Curſe flow thro the Land, 
Lord againſt Lord, Friend againſt Friend ſhall ſtand 3; 
il] at the laſt, the Groud, in their Defence, 
Provok'd to Rage, arm *gainſt their Popiſh Prince: 
With Words no longer, butwith Arms they'll jar, 
And England will be ſpoil'd with Civil War ; 
True Peace and Happineſs ſo long ſhall want, 

ll ſhe ſhall get a Monarch Proteſtant, 
Thus Factious Men to Civil Broils ingage, 
and with their ferment make the Croud to rage: 
Their Madneſs, they in others would increaſe, 

et wipe their Months, and cry they are for Peace: 
For King, for Regal Rights, and true Succeſſion, 
They in the People's Ears ſtill make Profeſſion ; 


Vet for one Man, ſuch Friends they are, ſo civil, 


They'd ſend almoſt three Nations to the Devil. 

ut there's no way theſe Miſchiefs to prevent, 
Unleſs we have a healing Parliament, 

df that theſe faulty Men love not to hear, (fear. 
hey've much tranſgreſt, and much they have to 
ntil that day, England will find no reſt, 4 
ho now ſhe ſlimbers on her Monarch's Breaſt ; ; 
but then the Nation will be truly bleſt. ) 
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An Elegy on his Excellency Lieutenant-General 
 Talmaſh, 1694. 


By Mr. Edam. Arwaker. 


[. Ee B 
Clnce Heav'n from Albiows onceloy'd Ile eſtrang'd, 
Has into Frowns its benign Aſpe@ chang'd ; A 


And pleas'd to interrupt her Joys, 
| The Bleſſings ſhe in her great Talmaſh found, 
| With which her Fields, while grac'd with him,were I R: 
| Severely in their Author them deſtroys, (crown'd, © T| 
And in her tendreſt part gives her a mortal Wound: 


| 
| Why, in this great Occaſion to complain, T\ 
| Does Albion ſeem inſenſible ? In 
| © why ſuppreſs her Sighs, her Tears reſtrain? Fit 
Nor offer at her Patron's Herſe Ar 
| A Sacrifice of Monumental Verſe? T 
b: That might her Grief, great as her Suff*rings, tell; I Bu 
And celebrate the mighty Name ml 
That ſwells the Regiſtries of Fame, A 
| That Name, whoſe juſt Applauſe is the main ſource | W 
II, (of hers? JA 


VVho with your Tribute of groſs Flatteries come MT! 

To wait onevery meaner Tomb, 
4 But where you ſhou'd. be loudeſt-tongu'd, aredumb; JN 
Think what is to the Name of TALMASH due; B's 
Of whom the V Vonders you declare, | 
So far from Adulation will appear, | 
They cannot reach his glorious CharaRer, Wk 


Juſtly 


Rouze, you ungrateful Scribling Crew, 
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Juſtly to Him your Praiſe belongs, SO 
Vyhoſe great Exploits gave you a copious Theme, 
And did inſpire each Muſe with Thoughts ſublime, 
In imitation of them, 
But ſtill, alas! inferior to him, (Songs. 
The nobleſt Snbjed, and the beſt Rewarder of your 
For as his Vertue did exalt your Strains hs 
Above the pitch of common Thought and Senſe, 
He amply did requite your Pains : 
By his unparallel'd Munificence ; 
He made your Laurels fructify, 
And rais'd you to the heights of Poetry, 
Freed from the Preſſure of its Indigence. 
I. a 
Raiſe then your Voices, and his Praiſe declare, 
Thus to the World you will your Verſe endear, 
And raviſh every liſtning Ear, 
Tell of his noble Aſpe@, graceful Mein, 
In which Beholders took a ſtrange content, 
fitted to hold the Glorious Things within, 
And what it did contain, to repreſent. | 
There Wit and Senſe were in Abundance found. 
But leſt, as Waters that their Banks o'erflow, 
Theſe Streams ſhou'd ſhallow by Dilation grow, 
A ſolid Judgmeat d1d their Courſes bound, 
Which ſtill preſerv'd their Depth and Curre nittoo, 
And made their Silence, as themſelves profound ; 
Not noiſy with Impertinence, 
The certain mark of a low ebb of Senſe. 
; > 
Nor did his Courage to his Wit give place ; 
6s great, and yet as quiet too it was, 
Free from all offers of Offence, 
ConceaPd within his Breaſt it lay, 
As Seeds of Fire hid in their Parent Stone, 
Nor eaſily wou'd it be tempted thence, 
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Till urg'd by Provocation, | 
The angry Sparks forc'd thence their burning way 
£4n1 made his real Brav'ry known, 


That cou'd reſent a wrong as well as offer none, A , 
- Buiif his Country, dear as Life or Fame, 
Pd him unſheath his Sword in its defence, 

Fis Blood was quickly in aFlame, 

And in each Vein beat brisk Alarms, 

To call her great Defender out to Arms; "Hh 

Such for her Weakneſs was his Shame, 
Such of her Suff rings was his tender Senſe.” 

V. 

Hivernia, that unhappy Land 
That boaſts her wholeſom Soil no Venom breeds, 
Yet never wants Rebellion's pois?nous Seeds, - 

Her Empreſs Alb:on durſt withſtand, 
And ſtrove to wreſt the Scepter from her Handy 
Who then ſo fit in Albion's Cauſe to fight, 
As he who did in Altzoy's Peace delight, 
And was the great Aſlerter of her Right ? 
Talmaſh is ſent her Vaſlals to reduce : 
Talmaſh the Brave, who cou'd not brook to ſee 
An Arbitrary Pow'r her Laws abuſe, 

And cramp her Native Liberty : 

Him ſhe deſires, him ſhe's oblig'd to chuſe ; 
Nor cou'd ſhe find i in her Heroick Store, 
One that wou'd ſtudy her Advantage more, 
Or in her Cauſe be more of Life profule. 

VI. 
Athlene, by Art and Nature fortify'd, 
Put a ſtrange Non-plus to the Engliſh Arms, 
Their Courage baffled, and their Strength detj' 

Doubly ſecur'd from Harms, 

Till Talmaſh found a way they did not dread, 

(Since ſuch a dangerous Enterpriſe 
No Courage durſt attempt, no Thought del 
A way as unſuſpe&ed as > UNKNOWN, Out 
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At once to gain their River and their Town ; 
Follow'd by Numbers of admiring Friends 
(Who wou'd not follow where he led?) 
Into the Shannon boldly he deſcends, 
As Ceſar once into the Rubicon ; 
THy affrighted River from him fled, 
Quitted its Poſt, and did to Zymrick haſt, 
(The Rebels ſtrongelt Refuge, and their laſt) 
Nor thovght its Stream had now ſufficient ſpeed ; 
While to th' aſtoniſh'd Town he ſafely paſs'd, 
And on the conquer'd Walls his flying Enfigns 
Thns daring Minds no cdifticulty know, (plac'd. 
The Courage that in great Attempts they ſhow, 
Enables them to conquer what it leads them to. 
Soon War's loud Tumults in Zibernia ceaſe, 
Subjecaed to her Sovereign's Pow'r; 
Pleas'd with the Bleſlings of his gentle Reign, 
The Golden Plenty, and the Downy Peace, 
Which, as his happy Conqueſt did reſtore, 
His more triumphant Goodneſs does encreaſe; 
| And now ſhe tunes her Silver Lyrz again, 

Fo ſing her Liberty regain'd, -— 
Which, if unconquer*d, ſhe had ncer obtaig'd : 
Since ſhe no longer buſineſs does afford,” 

To exerciſe our Hero's Sword, 

He haſtens to the Belg:ick Shore, 
That does his ſtrong ſucceſsful Arm implore, 
To free it from th' encroaching Gallick Pow'r, 
Which with the Title of Zoft Chriſtian dreſy'd, 
Does Chriſtendom worle than the Turk infeſt, 

| VIII, 
But to ſuppreſs this pow'rful Foe, 
And wound him deeper with a nearer Blow, 

"The Britiſh Navy is for France delign'd, | 
France muſt 2gain that dreaded Courage know, 
That Courage that had often brought her low ; 
And whom cou'd A!b;on, but her Talma/b, find 
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That with more Vigour wow'd her Armies head, 
Or one by whom they wou'd be rather led? 
Whoſe dreaded Name, like Talbot's heretofore, 
 Wov'd through thoſe Fields her Fame more largely 
__(Chpread, 
And fright French Children, but their Fathers more, 
The Engliſh Bravery in France well known, 
__, And owy'd peculiarly Ours, _ 
Which laſt inglorious Ape out-liv'd, 
And long lay bury'd with our Anceltors; : 
In Talmaſh was reviv'd, 
And we th* Original muſt own 
Amended and enlarg?d in this Edition, 
' But, Oh! what Pow' r, envious at Albiow S Joy, 
Blaſts her with a malignant Breath, 
And does her gaudy blooming Hopes deſtroy! ! 
Scarce had he touch'd th' inhoſpitable Shore, 
W hich all around for fear began to roar ; 
When from th* Encounter of a fiery Storm, 
A ſwift, tho heavy Meſſenger of Death, 
Too well its hateful Errand did perform, 
And forcing a remoter part 
Made way for Fate too ſoon to reach his Heart, 
And boldly tell him he muſt be no more. 
When this th' advancing Soldiers knew, 
_ Cold as he their Courage grew, 
France had no way but this to ſhock them ſo; 
Their General's Life is all their care, 
Which to preſerve they haſtily retreat, 
The Fate of France and their Revenge defer, 
To walt on a CORcerh more near and great, 
X. 
\ Back to his native Soil convey'd, 
His drooping Head he on her Boſom laid, 
And in her Service waſted, yet untir'd, 
As fearleſs as he liv'd, expir'd, 


And 


And for the Breath ſhe gave too largely paid. 

France by his Death already grown too proud, 
Wanted the Honour of his Grave: 
This Privilege injurious Fate allow'd, 

To be for Alb:on reſerv'd, _ (ferva: 
Whom as his Life he lov'd, whom with his Life he 
Nor cou'd ſhe next his Life a greater Bleſſing crave, 
Than to preſerve him 6 es her alive did ſave. 
See Albion, ſee thy General brought home, 
Not crown'd with Conqueſt, as he us'd to come, 
But by inconſtant Fate betray'd, 

Himſelf a bleeding Viftim made ; 
Ah then diſſolve into a briny Flood, 

And let it flow in Conſort with his Blood, 

But, Oh! The precious Balm is ſhed in vain, 

No Virtue is in that or Phyſick found 
To keep out Death, and heal the gaping Wound : 

That Slvice does Life's whole treaſure drain. 

Not all thy Sighs can him with Breath ſupply, 

Not all thy Pray'rs his fleeting Soul recal, 

But in tky Arms thy Champion muſt dye, 
Plealing himſelf with what thou do'ſt lament, 
| The loſs of Life in thy lov'd Service ſpent, 
And only deems the Sacrifice too ſmall. 

Since then for Thee the gen'rous Talma(h dies, 
To his great Memory juſt Trophies raiſe, 

For which he Death may prize! 
That his pleas'd Soul from its exalted Seat 

May triumph in his Fate, 
So well deſerving and fo full of Praiſe. 
While in a peaceful Grave his Body lies 

The Guardian Relique of our lfle, 

Berkeley in France performs his Obſequies, 
And makes whole flaming Towns become his Fu- 
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Greenwich-Hill. A Poem. 
| By Mr. MANNING. 


INCE every Mountain, where the Muſes come, 
Is calPd Parnaſſus, and induces fome  _ 
Poetick Friend to celebrate its Name: 
Here, Greenwich, I attempt to ſing thy Fame, 
Led by the Wonders, which wy raviſh'd fight 
Views from thy lovely Park's aſpiring Height. 
O ! could I make my Numbers but attain 
To Denham's ſweetneſs, not his Hill ſhould gain 
A riſe o'er thee, nor yet Proportion hold 
With thy juſt Fame, which I could then unfold 
With greater Force, tranſported with each Grace 
So charming, that ſurrounds the lofty Place, 
\ Then ſhouldſt thou be to me as that to him, 
Parnaſſus was, and merit more eſteem. 
 » For that, exalted by his Muſe alone, 
Without bis Song had ſtill remain'd unknown : 
But thou by Nature ſuch Renown doſt claim, 
Thou want*ſt no Poer's Art to give thee Fame. 
And if thy various Beautys I could trace, 
As they deſerve, with more than common Grace, 
The Writer's Credit, and the Poem's Fame _— 
Would ſpring from thee, whilſt thou art ſtill the 
Here then my riſing Eye, before my Feet (fame. 
Aicend the Mount, fo fair a Pile doth meet, 
As in a Poet's Fancy well might prove 
Apollo's Palace, or the Seat of Fove. 
And the aſpiring Hill, on which tis laid, 
Might be Parnaſſus, or Olympus made, 
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- This View, which of a ſudden ſtrikes my ſight, 
Fills me with ſo ſurpriſing a delight, 
' That I'm &erjoy'd at what I can deſcry 
From hence, nor wiſh more limits to my Eye. 
And viewing well this ProſpeQt's beauteous Store, 
It gives me wonder to be promis d more. 
Thus in ſome Painter's outward room we find 
Enough to pleaſe and to ſurpriſe the Mind :; 
And when the Artiſt labours to invite 
Our Eyes to more variety of Sight, 
We part not without Pain from what before 
| We ſaw fo plealing, that we wiſtd no more. 
© No ſteep Aſcent diſcourages our Feet, 
But all ſo fair, and regular we meet, 
That filld with Joy by gentle Steps we riſe 
To that fair Houſe, which firit confin'd our Eyes. 
But there arriv'd, and turning to look down, 
We wonder that we reach'd the height ſo ſoon. 
This Houle, erected at a © King's , ,, , IT 
"=. Came. on. 
. ,Diſplays the Goodnels of a Royal Hand ; 
Nor is't, tho {mal}, unworthy of that Fame, 
But high, and graceful, as its Founder's Name. 
Here, Flamſtcd, mounted to this lofty Sear, 
W here all the Arts of thy Profeſſion meet, 
Thou ſhew'ſt Mankind how much improv'd by thee 
Are all the Wonders of Aſtronomy. 
Thov, Reverend Man, from thy auſpicious Hill 
Canſt all the Secrets of the Stars reveal. 
Thy Aſtrolabes are made with ſo much Art, 
They can the diſtance of the Sun impart ; 
Diſcloſe a Paralax Yth* Heavenly Sphere, 
And ſhew the Place of every wandring Star, 
Now ſhall we fear no more miſtakes, we ſee 
Celeſtial Motions all ſet right by thee, 
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Loſt tho the finiſh'd Labour be, ſince here 

In thee reviv'd his Genius doth appear, 
Nor doth thy Hand the hoarding Miſer play, 
But all the Uſes of thy Art convey 


Nor nced we mourn Great Archimedes Sphere, 2 


To ſerve Mankind, Now Flamſted, give me leave 


Here from thy Walls that Proſpet to receive, 
| Which Nature's wide Indulgence doth afford | 
To each ſurveying Eye. 

Here mine deſcending from the Hill, alutes 
A pleaſant Vale, whoſe conſtant Beauty ſutes_ 
The Queen's fair Houſe, that ſeems below to vye 
With equal Grace the Pile that ſtands ſo high, 
More ſate, for this like every lofty State 
' Is liable to Envy or to Hate, 

The Blaſts of Fortune, or the Rage of Winds; 
Which ſpoil the proudeſt, and the beſt Deſigns. 
Whilſt that, like one with milder place content, 
Is leſs expos'd, more frm and innocent. 


Here ſhouldft thon dwell, my Muſe, at leaſt reveal 


What Gratitude forbids thee to conceal : 

That entring here, amidſt the varions Paint, 

* O1d as it is, diſdaining to be faint, *By ma 

The Muſes we behold divinely fair, 

_ With all the proper Emblems of their Care. 

And here, O teach me to unfold that Birth, 

Which dignifies ſo much this Spot of Farth, 

That of the Great Eliza, [ſo renown'd 

In all the Arts of Empire. and ſo found 

In Fame's Immortal Volume] in whoſe time 

True Engliſh Worth moſt flouriſh'd in this Clime., 

And as ir roſe with her, ſo her Decreaſe 

Made that decline, and almoſt with her ceaſe. 

So doom'd a while, till Nature gain'd Recruits, 

Improv'd the Soil, 'and brought forth better Fruits. 
Here ſhould my Praiſe enlarge, but that my Eye, 


Too quick for Thought, beholds : Valley. nigh : 
W hoſo 
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Whoſe flow'ry Paſture oft invites to graze 
Whole Droves of the Horn'd Herd, a fearful Race, 
The Hunter's Paſtime, now retir'd for Shade 
Beneath a lofty Hill, by Nature made 
A common and a ſafe Retreat, to ſhun 
A Northern Tempeſt, or a Scorching Sun, 
Here they delight to wanton, play, and rove, 
To make their Courtſhip, and enjoy their Love. 
Rambling they love, nor are to one confin'd, 
But free as Air, and uncontrouFd as Wind, 
No Law they know, but guided by their Eyes 
Take their own Choice to love or to deſpiſe. 
| How then is Man deceiv'd! how weak, how vain 
Is he, who thinks by Reaſon to obtain 
Advantage over Brutes, who know no Cares 
Of racking Love, no Hopes, or wild Deſpairs 
But run with Joy the deſtin'd Courſe of Life, 
Ty'd to no Rule, no Slavery, no Wite! 
Whilſt we triymphing falſely o'er their State, I 
Miſguided by our Reaſon, {oon or late © 
Split on the fatal Rocks of Love and Hate. 
Behind' the Queen's another Royal Pile 
Next courts my view, the Hope of Britain's Iſle $ 
* A King's Foundation, and deſignd , ,,,, 
| (his Seat, : 
When State-Afairs would ſuffer his Retreat : 
When Care of Empire, and the Toil of Power 
Had well prepar*d Him to enjoy an Hour, 
Cloſe to the Banks of Silver Thames it ſtands, 
With Majeſty it riſes, and commands 
A noble Proſpe&, for at once it views | 
An Engliſh Fleet, our lile's Defence, and ſhews 
A Mixture of all Nations and of Things, T 
Which the kind Flood receiving, hither brings. 
The View, I mean, it brings, for all the Store 
Unlades it ſelf upon the Neighb'ring Shore 


Of 
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Of the Fair City, whoſe extending Side 

Swells in my Eye with fo Auguſt a Pride, 

So near me too, that did not here my Muſe 

Urge a Suſpence, I could not well refuſe 

More than a tranſient Offering to its Praiſe, 

| But thats reſerv'd a while my Thoughts to raiſe 
Upon another View. 

Crolling the Stream that flows between the Pile 
And'the next Shore, we view a ſpacious Iſle, 

Whoſe Boſom teeming by an ambient Flood, 
Produces Plenty of ſuch wholeſom Food, 

Chat grazing here, the worn, abandon'd Steed 

Regains his Vigour, and renews his Speed. 

Now gentle Thames, concern'd for our Delight, 
Preſents a hundred Windings to our Sight; 
Which as they turn, {till low with ſuch a Grace, 
Giving ſo much Advantage to each place 
They run between, that no Mzander ſhows 
Such Turnings, or ſo fair a View beſtows, 

See with what joyful haſt he takes his Courſe, 
Yet how ſerene, and how averſe to Force. 
No rapid Waves throughout his Channel roll, 
Yet ſwift as Fame, that flys without controu]. 
Tholib'ral, yet within his Bounds he flows, 
And tho reſery'd, he viſits, as he goes, 
Theneighb'ring Meads, and cheriſhing the Earth, 
Preſents the Mower with a plenteous Birth. 

O happy Thames, whoſe Current could invite 
Immortal Denhams Muſe, thy Praiſe to write! 
Now ſhall thy juſt Preeminence o'er all 

The Ocean's Sons, by no Endeavours fall: 


By no dark Cloud of Malice be o'ercaſt, 


As long as his Eternal Work ſhall laſt. 
Next Windſor, riſing with a ſtately Meen, 
Shews his proud Head, aſpiring to be ſeen 
So far remote from hence, tho here it ſeems 

 Adiſtant Mountain only, when the Beams 
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Of a clear Sun diffuſe not o'er the Place 

Their Brightneſs, to diſcloſe its Frame and Grace. 

High as the God's Olympus, ſeems the Hill 

On which ir ſtands, and ſhining doth reveal 

A Palace as Majeſtick, and as Fair, 

As Poets fruitful Heads have fancy'd there. 

Thou, Windſor, too art happy in the Praiſe 

Which the ſame Heavenly Muſe to Thee did raiſe. 

W ho knows not now thy Beauty, and thy Force, 

Thy matchleſs Heroes, and their Warlike Cours, 

Thy Garter”s firſt Original, and Fame, 

By Kings eſteem?d an Honour to their Name? 

Here when Deſert has challeng'd from the King 

Thy Order, what Profuſion doth it bring 

Of Pomp and Beauty to thy ſtately Quire ! 

How do we throng to gaze, and to admire! 

_ And tho devouring Time has left no Name 

Of thy firſt Founder in the Books of Fame: 

Yet this we know, that to ſuſpend thy Fate, 

*T was * Charles repair 'd Thee, and en- 

| (larg*d thy State. 
Now, gentle Muſe, afliſt me to return 

To the King's Houſe, that was ſo long forlorn, 

Abandon'd, left unfiniſh'd, till a Queen, 

_ CEqual in All to oreat Eliza ſeen, 

Her Godlike Bounty, and capacious Sou], 

The Arts of Empire, and Succels of Rule: 

Now equal too in Death, alas! O Weight 

Of moſt uncomfortable Woe ! 

Partly in pity to its falling State, 

But more by Love conducted, and by Fate, 

Fond of her People's Good, ſpread forth her Mind, 

Renew'd the Building, and its Uſe deſi gn'd 

For poor, diſabled Seamen, whom the War 

Invading ſhould deny from Wounds to ſpare. 

See how the buſy Lab*rers urge the Pile, 

That is to ſuccour, and oblige our Iſle. 
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Some haſten ta extend its Walls, and ſ5me _. 
Adorn the inward Roof, whilſt theſe aſſnme 
The carving Part, and every Order fhape, 

And thoſe ſurveying let no Art eſcape, 

That may advance the Beavty of the Frame 

As ſhining, as its ſecond Founder's Name. 

Juſt ſo the Bees, when Summer is begun, 

_ Spread o'er the Fields, and labour in the Son. 
Part cull the blooming Flowers,& load theirThighs 


With various Sweets,and part with hummingCrys, 


Emit their Young ; whilſt others to relieve 
The moſt oppreſs'd, their Burdens do receive, 
And bear them Home, where other Bees ſalute 
Their ſafe Arrival, and diſpoſe their-Fruir | 
Within their Cells, or with unwearied toil 
Thicken the liquid Juice, and guard the Spoil ; 
Whilſt others rang'd in gallant Order, drive 
The Drones, a lazy Infet, from their Hive. 
Allurge the Work, whilſt the Ne&arean Food 
Exerts a fragrant Odour from the Wood. 
Now ſhall our England flouriſh, and extend 
Its Greatneſs to the World's extremeſt End : 
For ſince ſo noble a Support was made 
By William's Bounty for the Soldier's Trade 
Before at Chelſey (whoſe ſweet Fabrick might 
Suffice alone for ample Theme to write) 
By this enlargement of the Royal Mind, 
The Nation's Soul ſhall be no more confin'd : 
| But whereſoe'er our Fleets or Armies go, 
We'll ſpread our Glory, and inſult our Foe. 
Here reſt, my Muſe, awhile to eaſe my fight, 
Which grows unſteddy with the diſtant flight 
My Eyes have made ; then gently hover round 
W hat lies behind, and view the lofty Ground. 
Whilſt I refreſh my ſelf beneath the Shade 


Of an adjacent Grove, ſupinely laid, 
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To eaſe my Limbs oppreſsd and faint with hear 
Greedy of reſt, impatient for retreat. 6 
There will I lie, and wait thy airy flight, 
Riſe at thy Call, and ſpread again my ſight, 
* But*tisin vain I beg a ſpace for eaie, 
Not ſo the Muſe, whom I invoke, decrees, 
Grown paſlive 1 to her Impreſſions bend, 
| Walka few ſteps, and then my Eyes deſcend 
 UponaP/ifto, whoſe unlook'd-for fight 
Strikes me with ſuch amazement of delight, 
That I no longer my Complaints purſue, 
But find new Vigour from the healing View. 
$0 for a while an abſent Friend we mourn, 
And beg of Heav'n to haſten his return. 
But ſhould ſome lovely Dame invade our Eyes, 
Whoſe AſpeCt fills us with a ſweet Surprize, 
No more.we feel the Torments of our Griet, 
But from each charming View we gain relief. 
Here my tranſported Eye, thro even Rows 
Of Trees, which Mountains ſhelter and incloſe, 
Meets with ſo diſtant and ſo fair a fight, 
So much variety of true Delight, wo, | 
That I'm concern'd, leſt doubting which to chuſe 
My dazled Eyes amidſt the heap ſhould loſe 
Part of the beauteous ſtore. Aſliſt me then 
Here, my companion Muſe, and teach my Peri 
To ſet in order what my ſight commands, 
And praiſe each worthy Obje& as it ſtands. ' 
Firſt then my careful Eye reviewing down, 
Salutes the Chappel of the Neighb'ring Town: 
Here the bright Dames that dwell about the place, 
(And Greenwich boaſts of ſome, whoſe beavenly Grace 
Commands remembrance) daily come to pay _ 
Thanks for thoſe Bleſſings which their Charms dil- 
Humble in all their Beauty may concern, (play ; 
But proud to tlioſe who for that Beauty burn: 
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Not imitating Heaven, that was ſo kind f 
To grace their. Bodies, and inrich their Mind. f 
Elſe would Aurelia match the pureſt Flame, p 
That ever touch'd a Heart, or found a Name. 7 
Aurelia, in whom Tparkles every Grace, 4 
Juno in Mein, and Yenus in her Face, 4 
Aurelia, whom the Groves and Walks reherſe, 

The Ornament and Grandeur of my Verſe. - 7 
But O! the ſame both Groves and Walks repeat, x 


That Thyr/;s lies ſtill dying at her Feet. ( 

' Next the fair River offers to my view 7) 

A riſing Grove of Ships, that gently flow R 
In with the Tide, whoſe ſhaded Waters ſeem Fx; 
_ Tobe no part of the incircling Stream: _ W 
Which might be ta'en for Land, as here it ſhows, Tx, 
But for the Motion which the Ships diſcloſe. A 
Tall Sons of Oak, that on the Waves aſpire 5 
To lifr themſelves above their lofty Sire By 


That grew at Land, and by the help of Sails, He 
Waiting for Seaſons, and for proſp'rous Gales, In 
Spread the wide Ocean o'er, and for our uſe an 
Bring home the Riches that all Climes produce: Fy; 
Whilſt the whole World with fear & wonder meets ! $ 
Our Flags, and pays low homage to our Fleets; 
Which ſtill with all their Pride my Eyes can trace, 
Winding the River to ſalute that Place 
Which r"aims their juſt Obedience, and gives. 
To them that Succour it from them receives. 
Here London ſwelling, doth it ſelf preſent 
So ſtately, and with ſuch a huge extent, 
That my fix'd Eye, wich admiration filld, 
 Dwells on a View, that ſuch a Scene doth yield | 

Ot lofty Monumeats, that riſe ſo high, 
As if they would again the Heavens defy, 
And mike the Earth contiguous with the Sky. 
Among the reſt, contending for the Height, 


Two the moſt eminent engage my Sight : Bott 
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3 1 with ſuch ſtate, and ſach a tow'ring riſe, 
As 17 they ſcorn'd the reach of humane Eyes ; 
Bot {wEIPd with emulation would aſpire 
To be conſum'd in Elemental Fire. 
As Rival Stateſmen, ſcorning to abide 
An Equal, often ſink beneath their Pride. 

In a more humble, yet a ſweet Aicent, 
The.City's Fortreſs doth it ſelf preſent 
Full in my Eye, and with an eaher Face 
(In all its compaſs Strength unires with Grace) 
Diverts the horror of the former ſight, 
Rais'd by the Rival Spire's amazing height, 
From hence our numerous Armies are ſupply'd 
With all their Stores, here M/ill;iam can provide 
For greater Forces, nor would yet the Place 
Appear exhauſted, but diſcloſe a face 
Of vaſt ſurrounding War, to ſhew our ſtore 
By him made endleſs, as our Iſle ſecure. 
Here are the Regal Enſigns kept with care, 
In ſolemn ſtate, amidſt the Pomp of War. 
in Emblem of our Monarch's lofty Name, 
Who has ſo much ſurpaſs'd all Kings in Fame, 
In Fields of Battel, and at home in Peace, 
born to Triumph, and make Diſorder ceaſe, 

Nor does this famous Tower alone diſcloſe 
Peculiar Wonders of our own, but ſhows * 
Variety of Creatures hither brought 
By curious Men from Countries far remote, 
As Preſents fit for Kings, who here maintain 
The Captive Beaſts, ſuch as the Zyb:az Plain, 
And Deſarts of wild Africk once obey 'd 
As Lords of all their Waſt, and barb'rous Shade. 
il Men by Stratagem their Power coatroul'd, 
And dar'd to ſeize them in their ſtrongeſt Hold. 
Now my unſteddy Eye removing tlys 
Ver all the lofty Buildings, and eſpies 
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Beyond their wide Extent a ſpacious Hill, 
W hoſe gentle riſe, and fruitful ſides reveal 
A beauteous Proſpect, and whoſe tow'ring height 
Looks o'er the ſtately Town, and bounds my ſight, 
Its lofry Top ſeems level with the Sky, | 
 Aﬀording Wonder, as It gives me Joy : 
Whilſt o'er its wide, extended face is ſeen 
Perpetual Bloom, and ever-ſpringing Green. « 
+4 _ *O couldI riſe like thee, and make 
n alluſion 


: _ thy Height | 
Otel a The gracetul Meaſure of my Muſe's 
- flight ! 


Bounded tho wide, tho mild, yet full of ſtate, 
High. without Force, without aſpiring Great. 

Here, Hamſtcd, 1 ſhould dwell upon thy Praiſe, 
Search all thy Beauties, and delight to gaze 
Upon thy Face, could but my lab'ring Eyes 
Preſerve their Vigour, and avoid Surprize. 
But ſuch thy Diſtance is, and ſuch thy Grace, 
That dazled with thy Luſtre, and the Space 
That lies between, my ſtrain'd o'er-burden'd fight 
Is forc'd to loſe thy Beauty, and thy Height. 

But ſo ſurrounded 1s the lovely Hill, 
 Whereon I ſtand, with PerſpeCtives that fill 
My Eyes with Admiration and Delight, 

That whereſoc'er I turn, I pleaſe my ſight 
With ſome new ProſpeR, ſuch Variety, 
Such mixture of Extremes in all I ſee, 

Of Joy and Wonder, that my raviſh'd Eyes 
Deſcry throughout a perfe& Paradiſe. 

But that which moſt delights me, is that pair 
Of Groves, where all that's pleaſant, ſweet, or fair 
In Art or Nature, doth oblige my ſight, 

And where a Maze of Walks might well invite 
The God of Loveto keep his amorous Court, 
His wanton Revels, and his Midnight Sport. 
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The Muſes too with all their Train might here 
Indulge their Thoughts apart, nor interfere 
With other Paſtime, but apply their Trace, | 
Tune all their Harps, and court Apollo's Aid. 
Then in a critical well-choſen Hour, 
| The God inſpiring, uſe his offer*d Power, 
O happy Groves, that thus may conſcious prove 
_ Of Heavenly Numbers, and Celeſtial Love ! 
| Here, various Dames we ſee, divinely bright, 
Walk in theſe Shades, when Time and Air invite. 
Doom'd to diſquiet we their ſteps purſue, 
And unprepar'd feel Wounds at every view. 
But O! Aurelia ſhoots the keeneſt Dart, (Heart. 
Which not my Senſe alone, but pierces thro my 
As in the Groves of lofty Cynthus, when 
Diana walks with all her ſhining Train 
To ſeek ſome cool Retreat, each lovely Maid 
Refleas a thouſand Graces thro the Shade. 
The Goddeſs by her Stature, Shape, and Air, 
Majeſtically tal], proportion'd, fair, 
Surpaſſes all the reſt : ſuch here we ſee 
Aurelia, when ſhe leads her Company 
Within the Groves of this delightful Hill ; 
So doth ſhe ſhine, ſuch Excellence reveal, 
O lovely Greenwich, how doſt thou ſurprize 
Our Souls with Wonder, and with Joy our Eyes ! 
Thy num'rous different Beauties to reherſe 
Requires the ſtrength of more exalted Verſe. 
Fain would I trace them, but my ſtock of Arc 
Is unproportion'd to the willing part. 
Yet ſure *twere ſtupid to forget to name 
The Ranper of thy Park, ſo high in Fame. 
DORSET the Patron, and the Rule of Wit, 
The Nation's Honour, and the Court's Delight: 
, The Soul of Goodneſs, and the Spring of Senſe, 
The Poet's Theme, Reward, and Great Defence. 
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Here when the reſtleſs Toil of being Great, 
Makes him retire from all the Pomp of State, 
Free with a choſen Friend, he takes his Eaſe, 
Unbends his Mind, and taſts the Joys of Peace: 
Reads o'er the Poets with impartial Eyes, 

And then determines who ſhall fall or riſe, 

So in old Rome, when weary of Aﬀairs © 

Of State, Mecenas would releaſe his Cares 
Fond of Retreat, with Horace only bleſt, 

He left his Grandeur, and his Joy confeſt : 
Judg'd with like Freedom what the Romans writ, 
W hich was baſe Metal, and which Standard Wit. 


/ 
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Prince Butler's Tale: Repreſenting PI State 
of the Wool-Caſe, or the Ealt-India 
Caſe truly ſtated, 1 69 SY 


The ARGUMENT. 


S7 EWS why this Tale in Verſe is wrote, 
How *twas begun or the Ale Pot ; 
Syews Kiſe and Progreſs of the Trade 
To India drove, and who *twas made 
The firſt ſteps toour Wool Trade's Ruin, 
And how it prov'd to Folks undoing ; 
What done to ſtop its further Growth, 
And bow thoſe Meaſures came to nought; 
How Golden Fleece lay very dead, 
How Ad for burying it was made z 
And how, if we were truly wiſe, 
We ſhould their Trangums all deſpiſe, 
Our Mony ſave, imploy our Poor, 
Trom ſtarving keep, and from our Doo ; 
IWhs then could drink, ſome Ale, ſome Sherry, 
And laugh, and quaff, and all be merry, By” 
| | 15s, Pp . 
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PROLOGUE 


N LH one day as I was ſtanding, 
| bere Folks were printed Papers banding 
To thoſe that wowd, or read, or buy em, 
Theſe Remarks made, as I ſtood nigh 'em : 
1 ſaw a mighty, zealous Crew, 
Some for Old Stock, and ſome for New, 
Were pro and conning their bard Caſes, 
By the chief Dons of ſeveral Claſſes - 
*Mongſt which Grandees I ſometimes fell in, 
: And beard moſt diſmal Stories telling , 
The one the other much arraign'd, 
And Credit of their Cauſes ſtain'd. 
Thus having beard each ſide complain, 
| Methoughts it was apparent plain, : 
That ſome *mongſt both were Rnaves in grain. 
I ſaw a Caſe concerning Wool, 
With Reaſons ſtuft, both clear and full; 
Which plainly ſhew'd our certain ruin, 
Theſe mighty Talkers were purſuing : 
Yet ſaw, that many, at firſt /ight on't, 
There were that made but-very light owe, 
And found there were but few attend it, 
But very few that would defend it. 
Amaz'd I ftood, and much dejedted, 
And in my Mind was much affeded, OY | 
So great 4 Cauſe ſhould be neglcEed. 
' Soon after that, 1 ſaw, with Vigour, 
Verſes catch'd up, *bout fight of Tyger, 
By Old and Young, by Fools and Witty, 
' And by the great Dons of the City. 
Thought I, this Caſe, if 1 ſhould write 
In ſuch a manner, Folks would buy't, 


Ee 4 And 


” 
ſ 7 Re 4 [4 w Ti. 
== 
PL " 
* ; 
WE + : 


And ood for [ake of Diggeni Rbime: 
Which T hought improv'd, T loſt no Tinte, 
But preſently o'er Pot of Ale, 

TWrit a great part of this ſad Tale, 

Which, if you like, you may bave more on't, 
For [now have, or ſhall bave Awe: on f. 


= 


The TALE. 


wW HEM firſt the Indian Trade began, 
And Ships beyond the Tropicks ran 

In queſt of various Drugs and Spices, 

And ſundry other ſtrange Devices, 

Salt-petre, Drugs, Spice, and like Trading, 

Compos'd the bulk of all their Lading : 

Bengals, and Silks, of Indians making, 

Our Merchants then refus'd to take in, 

Knowing it would their Country ruin, 

And might prove to their own undoing. 

Nor did they carry Gold or Bullion, 

To fetch home what ſupplants our Woollen 

| Nor were this Nation fond to wear 

Such Indian Toys, which coſt ſo dear : 

Then were we clad in Woollen Stuffs, 

_ With Cambrick Bands, and Lawn Ruffs, 

Orelſe in Silk, which was imported 

For Woollen Goods, which we exported ; 

- Which Silk our Engliſh Weavers bought, 

And into various Figures wrought. 

Then ſcarce a Child was to be ſeen, 

Without Say Frock, that was of green : 

Our Hangings, Beds, our Coats, and Gowns, 

Made of our Woolin Clothing Towns. 

This Nation then was rich and wealthy, 

Andt in a State which we call d healthy. | 


But 


\ 
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' But ſince the Menof Gath aroſe, : | 
4 


| And for their Chief Goliab choſe, 
Who with Rebobam's Coungllers clos'd ; 
And ſince that mighty Giant*s Reign, 
Whoſe chiefeſt Aim was private Gain, 
This Trade was drove on by ſuch Meaſures, 
| As ſoon exhauſted much our Treaſures. 
For then our chiefeſt Artiſts went 
With Patterns, and with Mony ſent, 
To make and purchaſe Indian Ware, 
For which this Nation pays full dear. 
| Then by great Gifts of fineſt Touches, 
To Lords and Ladies, Dukes and Dutcheſs, 
So far prevail'd, as ſet the Faſhion, 
Which Plagne-like ſoon ſpread o'er the Nation, 
Our Ladies all were ſet a gadding, 
After theſe Toys they ran a madding ; - : 
And nothing then would pleaſe their Fancies, 
Nor Dolls, nor Joans, nor wanton Nancies, 
Unleſs it was of Indians making z 
And if *twas ſo, 'twas wondrous REDS. 
This antick Humor ſo prevaiPd, 
Tho many 'gainſt it greatly rail d; REEneS 
That all Degrees of Female kind, | Þ] 
To Indian Ware were ſo inclin'd, c 
' That [nothing elſe could pleaſe their Mind. : 
Tell '*em the following of ſuch Faſhion 
Wou'd beggar and undo the Nation, 
And ruin all ovr labouring Poor, 
That muſt, or ſtarve, or beg at Door : ; 
They'd not at all regard your Story, 
But in their painted Garments glory ; 
And ſuch as were not. Indian proof, 
They ſcorn'd, deſpig'd, as paltry Stuff: 
And like gay Peacocks proudly ſtrut it, 
When in our Streets along they foot it, 


This 


L2 
[| 
7 
; 
1 
, Lo 
[ 
i 
4 4 { 
$7 
TY 
; LD 
3 i; 
; 
1 1 BH 
» 
L360 
420334 £ 
. . 
F z 
"ru 
; * +36 
: 
, 
is * 
4190 
[ 
: i 
[ z 
: 
| | | 
: 
F 
IF; þ 
: [1 
: = 
. 
: 
| j 
/ þ 
«+ 
$ 
o 
* 8 
. 
[ "ty 
; 
. 
1136 
# 
[ 13 
: : 
fink 
* 
} | 
: : 
17E0 
' 
| its 
Wt! 
176 
k 
: 
1 4 
{ 
| 
2 
[1 
[MR 
WM 
I! ; 
n 
|! [ 
i j'F 
: ' 
' L 
: \s 
=" 6 
| j 
j i 
ji 


[Ei 
Is 
8.100 
''3'Þ 
{ | 
us 'k 


by On IO 


#5 * 
F 


Set all the poorer fort a railing, 
 Orelfe with Grief their Caſe bewailing, 
The richer ſeeing what was doing, 
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This Humour ſtrangely thus prevailing, 


And how the Nation ran to Ruin, 
To King in Council did complain, 


In time of Charles the Second's Reign : 
On which were ſeveral Lords appointed, 
By him who was the Lord's Anointed, 


To hear the Caſe, and fad Complainings 
Of thoſe that then were for Reſtrainings 
Who plainly did their Lordſhips tell, 
What Miſchiefs to our Trade befel ; 


- How both our Men and Bullion went 

- 'Towork in India, and be ſpent 
 Inneedleſs Toys, and gaudy Dreſſes, | 
For Ladies, Madams, Trulls, and Miſfes, 

The Caſe thus heard, they were inclin'd 


Some -proper Remedy to find; 
And ſomething wasin order doing, 


To put a ſtop to further Ruin' ; - 


But by the Craft of great Goliab, 

Who all the Hoſt ſtood in.defy-a, 

There is this Story paſling current, 

That ſay *twas he that ſtop'd this torrent, 
By pouring Gold in plenteous Showers, 
In Ladies Laps, who bore great Powers; 
Which ſtrongly alter'd all their Meaſures, 
Such Charins there are in hidden Treaſures, 
Thus barrocading all Complaints, 
Drove Jehu-like without Reſtraints, 
FilPd Town and Country ſoon fo full, 
Asruin'd much our Trade in Wool : 


And ſuch great Stocks of Wool and Clothes, 


Were hoarded up, and eat by Moths, 
Made Clothiers all, and Growers grumbl'd, 


When Clothes and Fleeces ofer they tumblh'd. Ry 


ax 
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| And further Miſchiefs to prevent, v8 ao. 
| Complaint was madein Parliament : 
And *cauſe the Wool ſo near affeted, 
This Salvo for't was then projefted, . 
That ſince the Living would not bear it, 
They ſhould, when dead, be forc'd towear it. 
This help'd i in part, but the Grand It © 
Remains upon the Kingdom ſtil]. 
Yer this our Ladies ſo offended, 
As all our Female Sex contended, 
And fain wovld had this Act rejected : 
But then their Counſels were negleted, 
And Time has reconcild it ſo, 
"To this Wool At they're now no Foe 5 
So that from Ladies great, to Skullion, 
All buried lay in our own Woollen, 
And happy thrice would England be, 
If, while they're living, we could ſee, 
Our noble Ladies but beginning 
To wear-our Wool of fineſt ſpinning, 
Or in ſich Silks onr Workmen make, 
For which our Merchants Cloth do take ; 
Which ſoon wou'd bring them in ſuch Faſhion, 
As they'd be worn throughout this Nation, 
By all Degrees, and Sex, and Ages, 
From higheſt Peers to'loweſt Pages ; 
Nor would the meaneſt Trulls or Belles, 
elight to wear theſe dian Dreſles, 
Which certainly would Profit bring, 
To them, their Tenants, and our King, 
And Heaven's Blefiing in the Bargain, 
Becauſe they?l] keep our Poor from ſtarving. 
For they wou'd ſoon be then employ'd, 
Our Mony too at Home wou'd *bide, Eg 
And happy then both Great and Small, 
With Mirth in Parlour, and in Hal), c 
2 oy, with Plenty, Beards wag all. 
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EPILOGU E. 


A ND now this Tale, thus far being ended, 
Methinks I ſee ſome Folks offended, | 
And ?gainſt this Doggrel Poet rail, 

_ Becauſe bee told ſo plain a Tale; 

And New and Old Stock, Fobbing Throng, 
Crying it down, be't right or wrong : 

But if they do, and away fling *em, 

 *Tts a great Sign theyre Truths that ſting *em. 
| But let them ſpend their Lungs, and bollow, 
_ Such bluſtring Sparks be need not value, 
Since all bis Aim, and bis Deſagns, 

Are to beat down their Indian Blinds, 

That all true Engliſh-men may ſee 

What cauſe their real Miſery, 

That ſo they may prevent their Ruin, 

'And ſave this Nation from undoing, 

- But if they ſtill will ſhut their Eyes, 

And Demonſtrations plain leſil . 

And if bis Tale ſhall be rejefed, 

- Or if this Cauſe be ſtill negleFed, 
| He only this bas more to ſay, © 
That he can ſhift as well as they, | 
And that be writ this not for Pay. 
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Grace before Meat at a Chriſtning. 


LESS the good Ladies and good Food 

LJ That Heav'n has ſet before us, 

And may we Men prove all ſo good, ' ; 
That Women may adore us. | 


I 
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May theſe thy fruitful Dames live long, 
Grow every day more handſome _ 
| And may their Husbands prove as ſtrong 
| Pth? back, "as Second Sampſon. 
May they dance merrily each Night 
Without a Pipe or Tabor, _T 
And Mother Midnight bring to light 
| The Fruit of all their Labour, 
| God ſave the Queen, and ſend Peace throtheRealm, 
Men may obey, and Women rule the Healm. 


Grace after Meat. 


\JUwR hearty Thanks we humbly pay 
For the Bleſſings we have taſted ; 
Lord ſend ſuch Chriſtnings every Day, + 
That we may thus be feaſted, 
We bleſs thee for each merry Dame, 
And her good Converſation : 
 Obring them yearly to the ſame 
Bleſt end of their Creation. 
May they abound in Girls and Boys, 
Yet ſtill and ſtill be kiſt on; 
That we may meet, and thus rejoice 
To make each Babe a Chriſtian.  ' 
Bleſs all good Women in their married State, 
Make their Pains eaſy, and their Pleaſures great. 
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The Dog in. the Wheel. A Satyr, 170 © 


NCE in a certain Family, 

Where Idleneſs was difeſteem'd 3 
For antient Hoſpitality, 

Great Plenty, and Frugality, 

*Bove others famous deem'd : 

No uſeleſs Thing was kept for ſhow, 

Unleſs a Paraquete, or ſo; 

Some poor Relation in an Age, 

The Chaplain, or my Lady*s Page : 

_ All Creatures elſe about the Houſe, 
Were put to ſome convenient Uſe, 

Nay, ev'n the Cook had learat the knack, 

With Curs, to ſave the Charge of Jack 3 

So train'd *em to her purpoſe fit, 

And made 'em earn each bit they eat. 

_ Her ready Servants knew the Wheel, 

Or ſtood in awe of Whip and Bell, 
Each had his Task, and did 'it well: 


Tho for their Labour well they ſped, | 


«+ 


They far'd like thoſe were better bred; 

No Chaplains cou'd be higher fed : 

Fine ſeaſon'd Diſhes fit their Maws, 
Swimming with curious {v'ry Sauce z 

The Dripping-Pan, no Dainty was, 

Plates heap'd with Fragments they devour,” 
The Footman juſt had lick'd before, 
 Wov'd makea Poor-man's Mouth run o'er. 
High ſeaſon'd Olio's, ſfav'ry Meats, 

With many fine delicious Bits, 


Became 


ph . 
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Became their daily Fare : | 
Sometimes a Capon's half-pick'd Rump, 
At which a hungry Prieſt would jump, 
Would happen to their Share : 
Till fall, and wanton, they'd retire, 
_ And bask, and play before the chearful Fire. 
One proling Cur, of little uſe, 
That ſtragling went about the Houſe, 
Bark'd at the Door, a milking ran, 
\ Lazy and proud, as any Serving-man : 
Was good for nothing that 1 know, 
But poor and ſaucy, like abundance more, 
* That till at Dinner-time would go, 
_ Andcringe, and hanker at the Kitchin Door. 
And it the Cook but turn'd her back, þ 
He*d many a ſleeveleſs Errant make, 
For Hunger, and his Belly's ſake : 
Tho, like a Thief, by ſtealth he came, 
| His Stomach could digeſt the Shame. 
And thus he ſqueez'd himſelf one day, 
In a ſubmiſſive Fawning way, 
He took occaſion thus to ſay : 
© I wonder, Gentlemen, that you 
*© This ſervile Life will undergo; 
© Your Anceſtors were better bred, 
* In noble Sports their Lives they Ied, 
© And from their Maſter's Board were fed: 
* They brought home Game to load the Spit, 
© And ner to turn it would ſubmit : 
* While you for Whips and Spurns muſt look, 
" Atev'ry Fart that wrings the Cook. 
* Tho, pardon me, fo plain I ſpeak, 
* 1 do it for our kindred ſake. 
*. I' true— You may do what you pleaſe; 
* ButC'er [I'd lead a Life fo baſe, 
* (For 1 don't covet any Place) 
: Pd ſtarve about the Houſe in Peace. 
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| Is Gid—— the Cook came in at laſt; 
_ And ſeeing him amongſt the reſt, M_ 
he call'd him very gentle to' or; b 
| And ſtroak'd the ſmooth ſubmiſllive Car: 
| _ Whoſoon was huſl'd, forgot to rail, 
_  Helick'd his Lips, and wag'd fills Tail, 
» Was over-joy'd he ſhou'd prevail 
Such Favour to obtain. 
Among the reſt he went to play, 
Was put into the Wheel next day, 
He Turn'd, and Eat as well as they, 
And never Speech'd again, 


"Thoſe Lords of deep reaches, 
With popular Spheeches, VE! 
That dang'rous Chimara's inveigh, 
Were they put into Place 
(As we judg is the Caſe) 
Who'd ſneak, or be tamer than they? 
| But ſince we incline | 
To thwart the Deſign, 
And lew'em unheeded rail on, 
is Lordſhip may ſpeak 
| A freſh Speech ev'ry Week, 
And take a freſh Wh-re ev'ry Moon. 


-T here's none twill offend, 
Tho he milles his End; 
Or if his Pretenſions are double : 
He may humour the Mob 
With another ſach Job, 
There's omg ſlight Amends for the Trouble! 
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On the Death of Serjeant Darnell, 17 06, 


n Edowned Phiz. ! kept Evidence i in awe, (Law, 
Yet ſmooth'd the wrinkled Forehead of the 
Is made, by Death, a Morſel for its Jaw. 


mop down he went,itiParchtment-skin wrapt cloſe» 
Inſtead of Coffin, and in Paper Clothes; MO 
He left his Priew, and ne9s upon his Foes. * 
badge hand of Death that 1 pares nor Man nor © Wor i 
he Chancery Lawyer, or the Lawyer Common, 

ind grants a Habeas Corpus utito no Man; 


ſhe talking Serjeant talk'd, but talk*d in vain, 


ould not the Judgment of Deaths Law reſtrain, 
 rais'd his Head, and laid it down again, _ 


heath to the Sentence did-ſtand ſtiff and firm, 
[ho mov'd Imparlance to another Term; 
Neath will the Sentence mauvgre Quirks confirm. lh. 


hither he's gone 1 ſhall not dare to ſay, 
F/hether the darkeſt or the brighteſt Way ; 'S 
ut that;he's gone, 1 wall a Wager __ 


Fto the ſooty Shore he's thither gone, 
Wl paſs my Word hel hardly there find © One, 
,{ Pbiz, more diſmal or Complexion, 


jel, Gnce he's deadand gone, Cen: Iet him- o 
hall we lament becauſe the'Caſe is ſo * ? 
Kldly as aniiner politively, No. -M 
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of Colletion A Sm Swe Prints, Sub 
9 d beyond Sea, relating to the Aftairs 
Es: ſince the "French King 
8 d bis Grandſon on the Throne of Spain. 
With their Explanations in Engliſh. 


There needs little Explanation to this Cut, the Fis 
gires and the Poſtures explain themſelves. "The two 
Kings, Lewis the XIY. and bis Grandſon Philip the 1/. 
are the Perſons repreſented ſawing the Globe; the De- 


* vil, Ambaſſador from Porto-Carero, ſupports it ; and 
Madam Maintenon to make the Saw go glib, waters 


* it bw ner own chaſt Stream. 


rH E N A4jou ſtept into the Spaniſh Throne, 


" The mighty Monarchs thought the World 
(their own; 
Z They fot their Saw.to cut. the Globe i in two, 
* And ſhare both:Worlds the'oid one and the new. 
_- But tough they: find the knotty- Work, and flinch, 
'* Before the grating Tool has gain'd an Tnch. 
\ Old Aaintenon, who ſees how hard they draw. 
* Steps on the Ball and whets the rulty Saw. 
But tho ſhe lets her lower Fountains play, 
The Monarchs fweat in vain to faw their way: . 
They pay for what they ger In either __ 
3nd loſe a thouſand Foot tor one they gain; 
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Vol. IV. State-Affairs: 


In this Cut 1s repreſented the Sun in an Eclipſe or 
Lewis XIV. eclips'd by Queen ANNE, On the right 
Hand m the ſame Square are two Aſtrolopgers, taking 
their Obſervations; Queen ANNE 1s in the Center, 
on a Throne, holding the Cock, whoſe Wings (he clips to 
prevent bis Flight, in her Hand, The Figures on each 
. fade of Her are Hey Counjellors and Generals. The 


Fleet in the Corner on the left Hand [{3de is, Admiral 


Leak's Triumphing over the Count de Tovlonſe Admiral 
of France. The Battel on the right-jide of the Sun is 
drawn for that of Ramilly or Judoigne 3 the Church 
of the a5 Town appearing at alittle diſtance. On the 


other ſide of the Sun, the French King and his dear 


Wife or Miftriſs Madam Maintenon are repreſented in 
Cloſe Conference. 


The Conqueſts Arnaby her Chiefs has won, 
* Eclipſe the Glories of the Bourbon Sun. 
Her riſing Luſtre ſpreads as his declines, 
And taintly like the icttins !2ay he ſhines. 
Her Fleets and Armies o'er the World convey 
Her Fame, and triumph o'er Tyrannick Sway, 
She vindicates the Cauſe of injur'd Kings, 
And clips the Gallick Cock's pretuinptious Wings. 


PEI 


——— 


* The Sun was in an Ecliv/? onthe 12t5 of May, 1706, the 
ſame Day on which Philip #he i, made a ſhameful Retreat from 
before Barcelona, 
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ol. IV. State- Affairs: | 


This Figure repreſents the Ditke of Bavaria "Y 
4 terrible Paſſion, after the Duke of Marlborough 
" ford the French Lines, in the Tear 1705. The 
eſs Figures are, the Marquifs D? Alegre, and the 
Wont De Horn, Priſoners in the Hands of the el 
With 41d Dutch. 


Haſt thou ſurpriz'd me, Britain ! I defy 

Thy Force, and will in Fight my Fortune try; 
Thy Chains, my choſen Troops, my Generals wear, 

My Lines are ford, and 1 again deſpair. 

My Martial Trophies are in Triamph born, + 

To grace thy March, and Pm the Publick Scorn. 

Let Valour, and not Art decide the Day, 

My Soldiers may not always run away: 

But Oh ! Thy brighter Greatneſs ſtill will tine, 

Andall my Glory be eclipsd by Thine, 
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_ The Pevyſon repreſented in ths Cut, 1s Prince Lewis 

of Baden aſleep the Sun, by which is meant the © 

French King, ſhining upom him; a Town at a di-_ 
flance above bim, and Armies below. He lays his 
Hand on a Bag of German Ducats, a Bag of Eng-. 
liſh Guineas, anotber of Spaniſh Doublons, and a 
fourth of Louis D'ors ; which occa/ion'd the Pun, 
Lonis'D'ort, Lewis /lecps. In anothey Cut, The 
Seven Bags in tht left Corniy of the Cut a top are, 
..._ The Profits of his Poſt. Free Gifts, A Penſion 
-.. "from France. Magazines not filfd. Roman Right, 

Contributions. His Income by Forage. 
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. = The Sun, and that's my Crime I'm told, 
"Is apt to make me goze; | | 
And what keeps others itirring, Gold,” 
| Inclines me to repoſe. Ts —- 
How ſweet *tis to grow Rich aſleep ? 
___ My Condu& who can blame? 
And you, who ſuch a Pother keep, 
If try'd, wou'd do the ſame, 
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Toe Figures ia this Cut repreſent Lews the NIV, in 
1 mortal Fripht on an Fclipfe of the Sun the 12th of 
May 176, and Philip ihe Fijth's betrag ariven out 
o pain, Tat YOun?y ' Toy 5 drawn Upon his Knees, 

MAT tommg his Grandfather for leaye to come home a- 
gun, elnd Madam a renen adviſes Lonis Ie 
Grand 79 ſead the Confederates a Blank to procure a 


4 DeACE. 


7 
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Lou. ] What ſhall we do,dear 17aiatenon 4 my Son 
Flies from the Foe, and we are ail undone, 

Brabant and Flanicrs to the Auſtrian yield, 

So much we ſuffer'd when we loſt the F ield; 

O why am I thus wretched ! Aarne, To be plain, 
Fl] tell you why, to flatter you's 1n vain : 

The fam'd Partition-Treaty was the Cauſe, 

And Englans's juſt Reſentment, and Naſſau e: 

You own'd a Prince whom they refus'd to own, 
And poor Bavaria's by your Arts undone ; 

You trickt the Portugueſe, Lou, The Sun, my Dear, 
is now eclips'd, and bodes ſome Il], I fear. 

Philip.) Good Grandiire ,take mein again,my Fall 
Is great, and you have been the Cauſe of all. 

Lou, | My Love, myQueen,now tell me what todo, 
For on thy Counſel I depend. Maint. Be true, 
Keep to your Word, forgo your uſual Fraud, 

For which yowre curſt at home,and loath'd abroad, 
Send the Confederates a Blank. Lou. ?Tis done 5 
V/hat other way was left to ſave my Crown ? 
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[Yob IV.  State-4 Fears a <7 


T beſt) Figures repreſent a French. Trumjes and. 
| Drum ſent by Louis le Grand, toenquire News of ſe- 


| weral Citys loſt bythe 4 Monarch laſt Cam paign, 
| 1706. 


"Ye Heers and Hogans all, We greet you well! 
Can any of you Tale or Tidings tell 

| Of goodly Citys loſt, both far and near, 

| Gaunt, Bruſſels, Antwerp, Dendermond, and Liere, 
Aeth, "Oftend, Bruges, Meckiin, Lovain, 
Menin ;, all Flanders, and the half of Spain, 
Rodrigo, Barcelona, and 7 alentia, 

Coria, Saragoſa, and Placentia, 

Almaras, Salamanca, Alicant 

Guns, Mortars, Bag and Baggage too, we want. 
Great Lewts ſays, if youcan bring 'em forth, 
He'l pay you! if you Itruſt warts they' re worth. 
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Vol. IV. 


In this Cut is repreſented the Duke of Orleans's 


State- Affairs; 


Diſgrace before Turinz which is figur'd under the 


ſhape 'of a Bull, from Taurinum its Latin Name, de- 
riv'd from Taurus 4 Bull. The Flame and. Smoke 
which the Bea#t breathes, ſhews the vigorous Defence 
that City made ;, and the Tomb underneath fzpnifys 
the DeſtruGion of the French Officers who were bury'd 
| before it. The Executions 1n the Cut, are the French 
Officers, whom the Duke of Orleans, repreſented 
with the Wheel in bis hand, order'd to be bang'd or be- 
| beaded for Cowardice. In this Defeat the French loſt 


almoſt all their Horſe, 1 3 Regiments of Dragoons, their 


Bag, Baggage, Colours, 200 Pieces of Cannon, beſzdes 
Mortars, 3o00co Men, and 500 Officers kilPd or 
taken. 


| In vain the French before Turin prepare 
The dreadful Storm, and puſh a fatal War, 
The Lombard Ball with frightful Fury roars, 
And with deep Wounds the fierce Aſſailants gores ; 
Shoots from his brazen Mouth a thouſand Deaths, 


AndSmoke&Flame from his wide Noſtrils breathes. 


Raſhly the Foe to ſure Deſtruction. come, 
And where they ſought a Trophy, find a Tomb, 


There 


Pg 


448 $f POEMS on 


There # another Figure call'd the ROY At, 
 __ALMANACK, wherein the Courſe of 
© the Sun « exattly mark'd, viz. The Progre/- 
| fron of Lewis XIV. the Gallick Sun, thro 

| the 12 Signs of the Zgadiach, and his Courſe in 
the 12 Months of the Year, In which Figare 
the French Kyjnp « repreſented furting on 4 
Throne with a lighted Torch in his Hand, and 
round him come theſe Sayings, to ſhow to the 
World the great wicked Attions he has done, 


© Aquarius, the Water-bearer. | 
 L JE makes Kings; declares the: pretended 
& Prince of Wales King of England, 1701. 
Tanuary.] He entertains abdicated Kings, as James 
11. King of England, A. D. 168g, WES 
+: 1654$1 Piſces, Fiſhes. 
Sells Offices, with a falſe Promiſe of the next 
| Heir's enjoying them. | {2 "OP 
_ February.] Plunders the Enemies Ships, tho he has 
granted them Paſſes. | 
= Aries, the Ram. 
| Sets up a Bank of Credit without a Fund, 1702. 
March.) Ere&ts Idols, and would have his Subjects 
. worſhip his Statue on Horſe-back. 
Taurus, the Bull. 8 
Commits Inceſt with the Daupbin's Wife, 1680. 
April.] Gives a falſe Coat of Arms, three Flower 
de Luces, inſtead of three Toads the true Arms 


of France. 


Gemini, Twins. 


Breaks Treaties, as the Partition-Treaty, 1700- 
| may} 


Vol. IV. State: Affairs; 26s - A 
May 7] Steals Towns ; ; Old Briſac taken by Trea- 
| ſon, 1703» 

Cancer, the Crab. my 

Promiſes the King of Portugal 40 Ships, ſends 
him but Four. 

June.J Leud Generals taken out of a Baudy- Houſe. 
x Leo, the Lion. 

Poiſons the Duke of Bavaria? s Son, Heir to tlie 
Crown of Spain. 

July.] Makes Women Privy Counſellors, ” Mas 

_ dam Maintenon. 

Virgo, the Maid, 

Makes a Whore of La Valiere, 1667. 

Auguſt. ] He burns the Palatinate, 1689, 1690. 
Libra, the Balance: 

He Legitimates his Baſtards, particularly the 
Duke de Main his Son by Madam de Monte= 
ſpan, 1673- 

September. ] His Hypocriſy i in opireſling the Ceven- 
nots, and aſliſting the Hungarian Rebels. 
 Feoypto, the Scorpion. 

His Sacrilege in Germany, Italy, &c. 170g, re: 
OdGober, | He ftortes the Cevennois to turn Papilts; 

1702, &r. 

Sagittarius, the Archet. 
He commits Adultery with Madam de Montes 
ſpan, 1670. | 
November.) His Maſſacres i in Holland, 167 3. it 
Bodegrave, Swammerdam, &c. 
_ Capricorn, the Goat, 

Highets and lowers the Coin as he pleaſes; and 
calls itin, and intends never to reſtore it. 
December, He is the Chriſtian Tark; enters into an 

Alliance with the Great Turk againſt the Chri- 
Rlans; 1688, 


G8 3 Hers 
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There are ſeveral other Prints, which being tog 
chargeable to copy, we ſhall only here give ſome De- 
ſcription of four of *em, both in Proſe and Verſe, 


Ia the Firſt there 1s a long Dialogue in Dutch and 
French, between the two Monarchs repreſented in it, 
Viz. The preſent Emperor of Germany, and Lewis 
the French King ; ſupposd to be ſpoken after King 
- Philip's fying from Madrid, 1706. The SubFance of 
Thich Dialogue 13 as follows. 


4 New Dialogue between Joſeph the Juſt, 
and Lewis the Falſe. 


Joſ. Dear Couſin,why ſo melancholy? Lov.Why? 
_ Have [ not Cauſe, when all my Armies fly 3 
Bavaria, Villeroy, Berwick, Theſſe, 

Whole Kingdomsloſt ? Foſ.” Tis hard I muſt confels, 
But you a King moſt Chriſtian, Coz, ſhou'd bear 
With Chriſtian Patience what you feel or fear. 

_ Lov.Patience, nor you, nor your Allies ſhould name, 
Nor ſuch as proſper the unproſperous blame. 

You know not, Couſin, what it is to loſe 

A Crown, and ſuch a Crown as my Anjou's. 

W hart ſhall I do with the poor hopeleſs Boy, 
Who late was all my Hope and all my Joy ? 

Joſ. Do with him ? Coz, ſince he was born to rule, 
E*en make him Uſher of ſome Country School : 
There he may whip the Lads that learn to ſpell, 
As * Dents did of old, as Stories tell, 


a at 
_ 


—_— — _ 2 — 


+ Dijonyſius the Sicilian Tyrant, when he wat expel'd, turn'd 
Pedagogue, h - | | 


Is 


Vol. IVY. State-Afairs; 45 1 
In the Second the preſent abdicated EleGreſs of 
| Bavaria ts repreſented in a melancholy Poſture, com- 
plaining of ber bard Fate, to ſee her Huband driven 
out of Bavaria and” Flanders, and ber ſelf and 
Children forc'd to fly for Prote@ion to the State of 
Venice. The Cock 1s the Emblem of France, to 
which ſhe and ber Family owe all their Misfortunes ; 
and the Square on the top of the Cut ts the EleGor of 
Bavaria's Hoſpital. - 


My Husband me, andI my Court have left, 
Of Friends, of Fortune, and of Hope bereft. 
The Cock, who like a Dunghil-Craven crows, 

And ſtruts when he's at Home and far from Foes, 
No- ſooner ſees the Roman Eagle riſe, | 
But trembling from th? Imperial Bird he flies. 
Oh whither can run from my Deſpair! 
My Sons O whither, and my Daughters bear ! 
Ne'er will my Sufferings nor my Sorrows ceaſe, 
And never ſhall I know the Sweets of Peace. 
Fair Venice, ever kind to the diſtreſt, 
Alone will entertain the wretched Guelt : 
Thither with all my Load of Woe I fly, 
And for my ruin'd Lord with fruitleſs Wiſhes ſigh. 


The Third Cut repreſents a very melagcholy Confe= 
rence between Lewis the XIV. Madam 1a Valiere, 
Madam de Monteſpan, Philip the Y. the pretended 
Prince of Wales, the Duke of Berwick, the Count de 
Tolouſe, Mareſchal Theſle, and others, on the diſmal 
Proſpe@ of the Mighty Monarch's Affairs, after Philip the 
F.was driven from Madrid,1 706. by the Earl of Galway. 


When Anjou by Ruvigny was compel'd 
To quit the Span;/b Empire with the Field ; - 
To Council Lews calls his Sons, a Store - 
| AS greatas good King Priam had of yore : 
Gg 2 | His 
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His Concubines among the reſt were there, 

And Engliſh Modena's pretended Heir. 

_ Much Moan, and not alittle Noiſe was made, 
And all the Fault vpon the Monarch laid ; 
Who nothing in his own Defetice can ſay, 
But that for Help to * Genevieve he'll pray: 
And if he ſues the Female Saint in vain, 
The Crown of France muſt follow that of Spain. 


The fourth Figure repreſents Philip the Y. flying 
from Madrid on the Approach of my Lord Galway, 
at the Head of the Queen of England's and the King 
of Portugal's Troops. He ts drawn cutting the Hang- 
ings, in which ſome of bis Predeceſſors are painted, at 
the Eſcurial, as he aually did, and taking away with 
him the Records, the Crown of Spain, and Porto- 
Carero's mock Will, which ts bis only Title, from 
whence be is here called the King of Paper. 


This Paper-King, who knows his Right ] 
Is, like his Paper-Tenure, ſlight, c 
Had rather run you ſee than fight. 

The Treaſures of his Court he ſteals, 
And truſts his Safety to his Heels. 
What Monarch would the Field refuſe, Be f 
That had ſo much to keep or loſe ? c 
But he his Grandſire's ſteps perſues, 

W ho always did his Perſon ſave, 
And neer was but by Proxy brave. 


CESARE : PETE ee : evan 


* The Patroneſs of Paris. 


The 
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The Tunbridge Prodigy. ”. 
Written by a Ws 


Rotect our State, and let our Marlbro thrive, 
Keep our crown'd Heads this wondrous Year 
Preſerve our Palaces from Wind and Flame, (alive; 
Safe be our Fleets, and be our Scotchmen tame, 
Avert, kind Fate! whateer th' Event may prove, 
For here's a PRODIGY, a Man in LOVE. 
Waſted and pale he languiſhes i in Sight, 
And ſpends in arvrous Verſe the ſleepleſs Night. 
Whilſt happier Youths to careleſs Spirits born, 
View the Diſtreſs with Pity or with Scornz 
And Maids ſo long unvsd to be ador'd, © 
Think it portends the Peſtilence or Sword, | 
How chang'd is Britain to the blooming Fair ! 
Whom now the Men no longer make their Care, 
But of Indifference arrogantly boaſt, (Toaſt. 
And ſcarce the Wine gets down a Buckworth for a 
Not fo (as ſtill their Works declare) it prov'd 
When Spencer, Sydney, and when Waller lov'd ; 
And with ſoft Numbers wing'd reſiſtleſs Darts, 
Nor thought their Paſſion leſPning to their Parts. 
Then let ſuch Patterns countenance his Fire, »' 
| Whom Love and Verſe do now afreſh” inſpire, - 
'Gainſt all who blame, or at his State admire. 
And learn ye Nymphs how to regain your SWay, 
And make this ſtubborn Sex once more obey. 
Call back the Fugitives by modeſt Pride, 
And let them die with Fear to be deny'd. 
Stay till thigir Courtſhip may deſerve the Name, 
And take not every Look for Love and Flame, 


G83 Ta 
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To Mercenary Ends no Charms imploy, 
| Nor ſtake your Smiles againſt ſome rattled Toy. 
For every Fop lay not th inſnaring Train, 
" Nor loſe the Worthy to allure the Vain. 
| Keep at due diſtance all Attempts of Bliſs, 
Nor let a Whiſper ſeem to ſteal a Kiſs. 
Dance not upon the Green but with ſome Swain, 
Whoſe long Endeavours may your Favour gain. 
Nor be tranſported when ſome Trifler's View 
Directs his giddy Choice to light on you. 
Amend whatever may your Charms diſgrace, 
And truſt not wholly to a conquering Face. 
Nor be your Motions rude, coquet, or wild, 
Shvffling or lame as if in nurſing ſpoiPd. 
Slight not th* advantage of a graceful Mien, 
Tho Parts judg'd the Prize to Beauty's Queen, 
When Juno mov'd, Yenus could ſcarce be ſeen. 

Aﬀert your Power in Paradiſe begun, 
Born to undo, be not your ſelves undone, - : 
Contemn'd and cheap, as eaſy to be won. 
But if like Sov'reigns you. maintain your Ground, 
The Rebels at your Feet will ſoon be found, 
And when with ſuch Authority you move, 
No new Surprize, no Prodigy *twill prove c 
To ſee one Man, or the whole Race in Love. | 


_— 


l ©. 
—— _ 


To the Author of The Tunbridge Prodizy. 


\W.94 HEN Tuneful Ladies ſtrike the trembling 


| (Lyre, 
And give the Raptures of a double Fire; 
With Joy we croud officious Mites of Praiſe, 
And with the tender Myrtle join the Bays. 


Bright 


Bright Beauty's Charms are frequent in our yiew, 
But brighter Fancy ſeems confin'd to you ; 
Many pretend to Rays where B— bſkines, 
Yet all acknowledg your ſuperior Lines. 
That known Artillery of Eyes we ſcape, 
And fear not Fate in a familiar Shape ; 
Burt Notes unuſual cheat us into Wounds, 
And Darts ſurprize us in the Dreſs of Sounds; 
So ſtrangely can the Force of Words invade, 
By which we're conquer'd, as the World was made. 
Let others on the Senſes Surface play, 
And purchaſe fleeting Honours of a Day ; 
Your Empires laſting, for the Mind's your Throne, 
And ev'ry Hour you gain upon Renown; 
A greater Wonder, than you fing, you prove 
A Dame of Wit exceeds a Man in Love. 
So when of late tt? Immortal Granville ſtrove 
To ſhew no Magick like Inchanting Love, 
He broke the Power himſelf deſign'd to raiſe, 
And prov'd a ſtronger Magick in his Lays. 
No future Coldneſs ſhall ſecure the Men, 
If Nymphs obſerve your ſoft inſtructive Pen, _ 
And, as you write or move, direct their Choice, 
Your Mien is only ſecond to your Voice. 
Thus learning Excellence, and taught to reign, 
Your Sex mult be all Conqueſt, ours all Chain; 
Each trifling fair one ſhall have Right to boaſt, 
Andev'ina H — 5 ſhall be confeſt a Toaſt. 
Then the next Prodigy, how chang'd *twill be ! 
Not he that's captiv?d, bur that dares be free. 
The Phenix Youth that burns in am*rous Pains, 
Forgets his Anguiſh, and attends your Strains ; 
Strange and ſurpriſing he with Pleaſure ſhews, 
Who would not languiſh to invite your Mule ! 
He thanks the Charmer that ſo rais'd his Flame, 
And boaſts his Fate becauſe he ſerves your Fame. | 


Gg 4 Thus 
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Thus a poor drooping Ranger of the Air, 
Depriv'd of Plumes by ſome unheeded Snare, 
When Beauty ſtoops to gather up the Spoil, 
And gains new Glory from that humble Toil; 
No more he pines, but tunes his Throat for Joy, 
Proud that his Feathers can the Fair employ. 


£ 


hn. Ah 


— 


The following Lines were wrote upon the 
Occaſion of the apprebending of Sir Tho< 
mas Armſtrong at Leyden, in the Year 
3684. taken from the original Print. 


| AÞ;reens Infamie 
__ Civitatts Leydenſts, 

Que poſt Religionem © Libertatem a Majoribus ſus; 
= | Rebellione FEA RE | 
& Arms juſtiſſumis vindicatam ; 

Et s, 
TamPotentiam, quam Opulentiam profugos,& Extorres, 
Recipiendo, Q@ protegendo, Magnopere autam : 
 Nibilominus D. D. TY 
Thomars Armſtrong? Eq. Aur. Natalibus Noviomago« | 
| Geldrum, 
Origine P. P. D. D. Ordin. Gen, Subditum ; 
Oui Belgis fortunas ſuts preferens, 
Ob officia erga bas Provincias Anno clo Ioc Lxxin. 
in Senatu Anglia preſtita, 
Gratia Regts excidit : 
LN Et. 
Ob avitas Regni/ Leges aſſertas, 
Conjurationts, una cum Virus Nobiliſſimg Proſapie, 
Tncuſatus, _ 
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Ac 
a D. Homards de Eſcrick delatus, 

( Fidem obteſtor veſtram, O Batavi! 
quid Monſtri & propudii Hominis, 
Quibuſque criminibus, etiam vobis Conſciis, 

Notatus. J 
Thomam inquam Arm' ſtrong?, 

\ Ob 

Patrocinium Religionts Reformate, 
= --— 

Luy Populi Anglican, 
Ex 
Regno projugum, 


cuvig RS. ot yeceptum. | 
ST LEYDEZ vero infeliciter unam NoGem in Tranſitu 
|  tantum diverſatum, Urbis Pretore (cui nibil 
tam ſanGum quod nou lucro poſterius 
putet ) Mercede, V. M. floren, condutto, 
Ac 
Annuentibus vel ſaltem Tacentibus Senatoribus, 
Ad 
Poſtulationem Legati Reg. Britann, 
Turpiſſime prebendit & cepit, 


Pirumq; Fortem & Generoſum C atents nefarie vinum, 


Proditorie Hoſbibus ſuts, 
Ad 


Certi/ſnmam NN ecem in Augliam Reportandum tradidit - 


Perenne 
Hoc Monumentum, omne Genus bumanum, 
tpſo Rege Anglia Aſſentiente, 
( Qui licet proditionem probet, Proditorem odit ) 
TInſerib: ac poni 


Cenſuit, Juſjit, 


Sic ſcrip/it Robertus Ferguſon. 
Heu! Quantum mutatus ab illo.! 
in 
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Tn Engliſh thus; 

O the Eternal Infamy of the City/of Leyden, 
whoſe Anceſtors at the Coſt of their deareſt 
Blood, procur'd the Settlement of their Religion 
and Liberty, and by protecting Foreigners, and 
Refugees, encreas'd not only their Power, but 
' their Wealth: Nevertheleſs, in this City, Sir 
| Thomas Armſtrong was baſely and ſcandalouſly ap- 
 prehended, in his Way to Cleves (where he had 
liv'd ſome time, and had been kindly receiv'd and 
| proteRed) by the Scout or Mayor of the Town, 

and Connivance of the Magiſtrates, at the requeſt 
of the Engliſh Embaſſador, and for the ſake of 


| Five Hundred Pounds, that needy Dutch-man's 


God. Now ?tis to be obſerv'd, Sir T. 4. was 
born at Nimmegen, and ſo was a Native Subjet 


_to the States Genera), whoſe Intereſt he prefer'd 


| before his own, and whoſe good Offices in Parlia- 
ment for the Dutch, in the Year 73. put him 
quite out of King Charles's Favour ever after; and 
ſince that ſtanding up for the Rights of the Peo- 
ple, and the Laws of the Land, was accus'd of 
High Treaſon, together with ſeveral other Gen- 
tlemen of. the beſt Rank and Quality in England, 
being impeach'd by my Lord Howard of Eſcrick. 
Gentlemen Hoflanders, 1 appeal to your own Con- 
Tciences, What enormous Crimes had this brave 
Man been guilty of, that you ſhould not only 
ſeize his Perſon, but bind him in Chains like a Vil- 
Jain, and deliver him treacherovſly to his Enemies, 
in order to be tranſported into England, molt cer- 
tainily to be murder'd, and for no other Reaſon, 
than for ſtanding by the Proteſtant Religion, aſ- 
ſerting the Liberties and Laws of England, and 


taking SanCtuary in your Country? All Rebnd 
| ALT} muzz. 
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muſt abhor this Fat, even King Charles himſelf, 
who tho he loves the Treachery, yet hates the 


Man that did it; and this will ever be recorded in 
Hiſtory, to your Eternal Infamy, 


On the French Subjefts. 


Pom under Kings, our Fathers Freedom ſought, 
And with their Blood the God-like Treaſure 


(boughr : 
We, their vile Offepring, in our Chains delight, 


And born to Freedom, for our Tyrants fight. 


MC. 


On the Duke of Marlborough. 
By Dr. BRADY. 


T., 
OW, Glorious Marlbro', ſhall we ſing thy Praiſe? 
How ſhall we match thy Laurels with our 
Bays ? ___ (Plain, 
What Muſe can ſtretch her Wing o'er Blenbeim's 
Ramillia's Field, and all the Grand Campaign? 
Succeſs alone the Privilege can claim, (Fame. 


Of keeping pace, with nk in this ſwift Race of 


Show all the mighty Ninc their Pow'rs unite, 
*Twor'd ſtrain their Pinions to attempt this F lights 
And firſt they muſt ſome humbler Trophy ſing, 
PoiGiers and WO, and a Captive King 
Thence 
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Thence by Degrees to Marlbro's Trinmphs rife, 

The Pitch of Engliſh Worth, and Glory?s nobleſt 

3. (Prize. 

O cou'dſt thou but impart thy generous Fire; 

Cov'dſt thou as warmly as thon fight'ſt inſpire: 
- Fhen Britiſh Bards, ſwell'd with Ecſtatick Rage, 

Shou'd make our Times outvy th* Auguftan Age: 

Ev'n Maro's Muſe as far excel'd ſhou'd be, 

As wr is by Thames, or Rome's beſt Sons by thee, 


———— — 


The Royal Ramble, 1697- 


O*® Ramblings and Follies you oft have been 
told, | (ed of old)( 
Since (their Wits and their Language confound- ( 
Our Fathers Knights Errant from Babylon ſtrol'd. 
The Macedon rang'd for Drink, Women,and Glory, 
And Ceſar for Matter to pen a fine Story. 
Ambition and Love ſent old Tony a madding 
And People will fancy why Shebg ran gadding. 
Next Chivalry flouriſh'd, till Fate proving kind, 
The Heroes and Lovers to Bedlam confin'd : 
Then Mankind with wandring Devotion poſlleſt, 
' To Relicks and Shrines weary Journeys addreſt, 
_ On Pilgrimage holy. The Loretto Church (lurch; 
Bilkt her Lodgings, and left the poor Turk in the 
Of Byruham Wood Travels, Scotch Chronicles talk, 
And Kynaſton Hill (as Stow tells us) did walk. 
Sticks and Stones may prove Blockheads, and keep | 
a damn'd Stir, (err. 
But Things that have Reaſon and Senſe ſhould not 
Will our Nephews believe, that a Prince ſhould 
outrun (Throne ? 


(And nv Friend to withhold him) his Country 6h 
is 
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Tis Nonſenſe ſo obvious, they never will bear it; 
Tho Gla#vile ſhould write it, or Titus Oates ſwear it. 
With a Rabble of Princes an Hero was come, 
To ſee thoſe ſtrange Sights he had heard of at home, 
' On a ruſty Throne long had he reverently ſnor'd, 
By his Brother Brutes envy'd, by?s Subjects ador'd; 
For he thought like his Dad, that the Joys of _ 
Ns | in 
Were to Brandy and Wenches by Heav*n confin'd, 
Till Fame (fo well skill'd in her Banter and Lies, 
As to make Cutts a Hero and Williamſon Wiſe) 
With Dreams of ſtrange Pleaſure, and hopes to- 
og LE _ (grow great, 
Took a Fancy to pbzzle his Worſhipful Pate: 
_ Of Countries ſhe told him,and quarrelſom Crowns, 
Fan'd for cutting of Throats, and demoliſhing 
ER "7 (all brave; 
Where the old Men were ſage, and the Youngkers 
That is, th' one was a Fool, and the other a Knave: 
Nay. ſhe ſwore, 'twas a Shame that a Monarch 
- FTP RET ___ Cſhouw'dreſt 
Content with his Eaſe, and well pleas'd tobe bleſt, 
While all Enrope was mad, (nor ſhe hop'd would be 
| wiſer.) 
From the Atheiſt of Frazce to the bigotted Keiſar. 
So young Mr. went out without writing or reading, 
To Sardam for Study, and Holland for Breeding, 
Strait an Embaſly thither is order'd to go, 
| To make a fine Speech, and a very brave Show ; 
But leſt that his Nobles miſtook in their Story, 
Or fail'd in their Credit ſhould tarniſh his Glory, 
Diſguis'd. in the midſt of their Train he was got, 
As Teagueus'd to carry the Letters he wrote. _ 
Thus a Whimſey of Fortune transform'd the poor 
EMC (Dutch Tar. 
From the Pride of the North, . to an aukward 
SO 
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' So Jove from his Glories and Godhead releaſt, 
When'he rang'd for new Joys took the Shape of a 
RD Beaſt. 
To Amſterdam came; having view'd the wholikey” 
He ſtar'd, and he ſcratch'd, and he ſwore it was 
ST Saab (de i hu (pretty; 
But Sardam alone (like his Woſco) could find 
Joys worthy of Czar, and conform to his Mind: 
?T was there with his Friend he had formerly 
made "OM (Trade) 
A Smith (but the Great Turk himſelf has his 
To ſtudy a Science ſo wond'rous he ſtaid. 
It was there that his Praiſe on their Anvils all rung; 
It was there that he hammer*d, he drank, and he 
So Yulcan of old, from Divinity toſt, (ſung : 
In the Joys of a Forge found the Heaven he loſt. 
But Yenus to crown all his Glories did fail, 
Till Love pierc'd his Heart with a Ten-penny Nail, 
Which from bonny Kate he miſchievoully ſtgle, > 
Kate, the Smith's only Hope and Delight of bo 
OE Soul, 
With Eyes bright as Fire, and black as a Ms % 
Eyes that with Pleaſure her Lover behold, 
In a Region like etna, what Nymph could be cold, 
Or with nice Reſiſtance covld baulk the warm Joy, 
Where the hardeſt of Metals grow gentle and ply ? 
| | (ſtrove, 
Thus he liv'd, and with Fetters ſo ſoft ne'er had 
Till Honour all envying the Conqueſt of Love, 
In the Name of the Tars, to Texel did cite him, 
To a Farce of their own, they were ſure would de- 
| @ (light him; 
With Musket and Feather, the Youth of the Town, 
In Hoys, and in Dung-Boats were nimbly drawn 
- (down; 
A well-whisker'd Tar was the Head of the Show, 
W hoſe Fame and Muſtachios did equally grow. 


He 
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He mounted in one Yacht, the Czar in another, 
 Reſolv'd to diſtinguiſh themſelves in the Pother': 
But what Muſe is able to tell the wild Rout; 
How theſe gave Broad Sides, and how thoſe tack'd 
Till the Admirals boldly reſolved to cloſe, (about ; 
And venture for Fame, there was no fear of Blows ? 
And now mighty AQtions had ſurely been done; 
MuchProweſsdifplay'd and great Honour been won, 
Of which the Courants, and the Gazetts had rung, 
And Ballads unborn might hereafter have ſung. 
But Fate (which ſtill ſports with the mightieſt of 
Things, 
Breaks the trongeſt Deſigns, banters Heroes and 
Kings) (blow; 
Made the Rain to pour down, and the Weather to 
Beſides diſmal Groans did reſound from below, 
Some thought twasdeRuyter,who loudly proclaim'd, 
That of each aukward Folly his Ghoſt was aſham'd: 
But others in Netber-Dutch Sounds not unknowing, 
Say "twas nothing but Frogs, diſturb'd by their 


(rowing : 
But whether it were the old Phantom they fear'd, 


Or whether they fancy'd what never was heard ; 
Their Trouble was great, for away they al] fea. | 
The Dutch to their Brandy, the Czar to | bis Punk. 


b —_——_————— 
on — 


 EPINICION 


Vacko Nomini 
ANNE Magne Britanniz, &c. Regine, 
Ter maxime, vere Religioſz, Juſte, Benign, 
Europzz Libertatts Vindici, o 
Britannice Coalitionts non ita pridem tranſate, 
Feliciſime Conſummatrici z 


| We 
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_ Que 
Tnaudita Clementi3, cvi non extitit unquam Par; 


Miti & Generofi Humanitate omnibus colendz, 
Summaqz in Rebus Publicis ad miniſtrandis Prudentih, 


Non tantum _, 
Maleferiatos Domi * Eccleſiaſticos * Anelice . 
*ATITSS & pervicaces Viros, High-Chirch 


Hominum Genus ſupercilioſum & irritabile, 
Non Romanos, ſed Anglicanos certe Catholicos, 
Intolerabiles Reliquias Papaths; 
Secure tandem debellavit, 
_ (Opns ſane inſuperabile hactenus ſuſpe&um, 
 Regiz vero Curz pergratiſſimum, 
Cui nihil pace Domeltica magls Cordi eſt. F 
Verum etiam 
1Intrepidis & Juſtiſlimis Forls Armis, 
Glorioſis ſub Auſpictis _ 
Magni & Boni Principls & Ducis de Marlborough, 
Belg's animitus & ſfrenue Concurrentibus, 
LupovicuM XIV. in Galliis Regems, 
Cognomento Magnum, . 
Re vero Parvum, (bum, 
Malevolorum omnium in Angli4 Favtorem impro- 
Totius Europe Perturbatorem moleftum, 
Subditorum plus juſto Fidelium Barbarum Oppref. 
(forem, 


Et Religionis ergo Perſecutorem Horrendum; 
Faderum & Public Fidei Violatorem Infamem, 


Nullis  Edittis, Juramentis, aut Sacramentis de- 
— _ (vinqtum; 


Regum tamen omnium (Horribile Dit !) 
Chriſtianiſſimum, - 

Bonis omnibus abominanduniz 
Humani Generis Hoſtem Infenſidimum; 
Perfidum Tyrannum, 
Faſtidioſe per Orbem Gloriantem; 


Imperingg Univerſale ambitioſe Anhelantem, RY 
Divinos 
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Divinos Honores ſibi Arrogantem, 
Et Immortalitatis JUS, 
(Famoſi reſonent Inſaniam Libelli-: ) 
Hoc, inquam, Monſtrum Humanum, 
Tumidum & Grande Leviathan 
ANNA noſtra Piiſſima, 
 Bonorum omnium Deliciz & Preſidium, 
Patrizq; Dulciſſimum Decus & Ornamentum, 
| _ Copitad Inferos; 
Ut Criminibus tot Nefariis & Sceleratis notatus, 
_Jufta Dei Providentia fic jubente, 
_ Populiqz voce ſimul applaudente, 
Dignas luat Pcenas, 
| Et labentibus Annis Tyranns omnibus 
Populos ſibi commiſſos impis opprimentibus, 
Cedat in Terrorem. 
Sera vero in Ccelos redeat ANNA Pia, 
_ Flareatzternum tantz HEROIN A Fama, _ 
Xre & marmoreo Monumento perennior 
Principibus ſic bonis omnibus olim, | 
Subditi Curz quibus ſunt Legales, ' 
Juſtitiz, Pietatis, & Lenitatis, : 1 
 Cedat in Exemplar Immortale. ? 


CHORUS. | | | 
Io Triumphe ! 4 
ANNA Reginarum optima, | 
Domi & Foris Viarix, 4 

Pax Domi, in Salvo eſt Eccleſi 1a, 
Galliz Tyrannus Pauper eſt, & inermis, 


Io Triumphe ! 


"3 In 
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In Unionem Angliz & Scotiz, 


YLaude, Licet, Magno letis Succeſſibus Anno: 
L- Sed magis Av6vusTz plaude, Britanne, Tuz. 
| Scilicet Ipſa jubet Saturnia Regna reduci, 
 Cogit & Imperio Fata ſubeſle ſuo. 
HaRQenus Inviſam ft jam pendere Bonorum 
Congeriem ſpeQtas, quis, niſi Diva, dabit? 
 Preteriti Centum debent quas Legibus Anni, 
| ANNE fervatus reddet is Annus Opes. 
'Annus eo Heroum toto felicior Avo, 
Quo major cundis ANNA coruſcat Avis. 
UNIO nonne micat Szch labor inclytus inde, 
Unde petat Faſtos era Britanna novos?. 


| ___ Alterom. | (bus; 
Junxerat ante ROSAS Henricus; REGNA Jaco- 
- Ex bints UNAM Gentibus, ANNA facit. 


EN ihe 
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On bis Grace the Duke of "2 "AS b 
Going for Holland, March 1707 _ 


In Imitation of the third Ode f the 
y Book of Horace, 


C aſorem Vehis. 


HRICE ha ppy Byrqve, to whom is givn_ 
The Pride of Earth, and Favorite of Heay* n: 
Thy every Guardian God imptore, 
And waft th' important Charge to Belgia*s Shore ;, | 

Where Councils yet ſuſpended, wait | 
Britanmia's laſt Reſolves, and Exrope's Fate. 

So may the Winds with conſtant Gales 
Fulfil hy Purpoſe and inſpire thy Sails ; 

Nereids and Nymphs attend thy ſide, 

Thy glitt'ring Stern prate&, and gilded Pride. 

Bold was the Man, and bravely good, 

That tempted firſt the Sea's impetuous Flood, | 

Heard the Waves roar, the Tempeſts blow, 

And ſought in Foreign Climes the diſtant Foe : 

That made his Country's Glory known, 
And for the publick Weal deſpis'd his own. 

Auſpiciovs Iſle, in vain deſign'd, : 1 
By jealous Fate, a Stranger to Mankind, | 
* "Since uncontrouPd thy Of-ſpring reign, 
And ſport and triumph on the harmleſs Main ! 

— Tomanly Souls, reſoly'd like theirs, 
No Task has Danger, or go Danger Fears. 


Hence, 


r - , £ Y b 
NEV. 
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Hence, Spirits of a Patriot-Mould, 

\Daringly Great, and fortunately Bold, 

— Climbing th Imperial Seat, combine wr; 

El ſift the baffled Claim of+ Right Divine 3 
"Ando the World Inſtrotion gave, 

Diſtinguiſhing the Subje&t from the Slave. 
Then lawleſs Pow'r receiv'd its Doom, 

And Liberty reviv'd with Native Bloom. 
Tho Nature, frugally inclin'd, _. 

' Has all her Gifts to narrow Bounds confin'd; 2 

__ What willnot Art and Pains ſupply? 

O'fer Waves forbad in winged Tow'rs we fly, 

_ And with Herculean Toil advance, 

To ſhock the Pow'r of Hell, the Pride of France. 
. Nor,Heavn it ſelf i Is uningag d, 

In Wars for Freedom, and for 4 N N A wagds 5 
Ronz'd by her pious, juſt Alarms, 

' Behold ! tl” avengeful Thunderer in Arms 
Surveys the Field with Slaughter © 

And points] his Co the RATINGS $ Head, 


